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Carrot Tops

Ethan’s been intimidated by Carrot ever since he first stepped into her diner. She’s taller than him, bigger than him, and in the entire year that she’s been his waitress, she hasn’t smiled at him once.

So that’s why he’s shocked when she suddenly asks him out on a date, and even more surprised to learn that behind her sharp gaze and wild orange hair, she’s actually kind of sweet. She adds fun into his hectic life, and he doesn’t even mind that her libido’s a bit high or that she only tops.

But with his graduation fast approaching, their time together is running out; which is really complicated because he’s already become attached to both her and the “carrot” between her thighs.

Carrot Tops is a gentle femdom transgirl on male erotic romance with sweet fluff and a lot of very explicit sex.


Chapter 1

I blinked up at my waitress and wondered if I’d heard her correctly. She’d just returned to the table with my check, and while I’d been looking it over, she had suddenly leaned her hands on the table to ask me a question.

My brow furrowed.

“What?” I asked.

“I asked if you had any plans for tonight,” she repeated, a bit more forcefully the second time. Her face was close enough for me to see the little golden flecks in her sharp brown eyes, and I swallowed hard around the nervousness in my throat.

I wasn’t quite sure how to answer her. Beyond her asking me what I wanted to eat and me relaying my order in return, we’d never really spoken before. She didn’t even smile at me, and I’d been going to the diner every week for well over a year.

The only thing I knew for sure about her was that everyone called her Carrot, and a single glance was enough to figure out why. Her long, shockingly orange hair fell in loose waves down to the middle of her back, though when I usually saw her she had it pulled back into a sloppy ponytail.

She was very pretty too, with thick dark eyebrows, pink lips, and pale, porcelain-like skin. Her high cheekbones were dusted with pink, though I couldn’t tell if it was makeup or just a natural rosiness.

Because of her hair, she really stood out amongst the cool blues, blacks, and whites of the 50s-style diner, and she stood out to me personally because she was probably the least friendly waitress I’d ever met.

“Uh, no, not really. Just homework,” I finally responded when she impatiently narrowed her eyes.

For a moment I thought she smiled, though it was probably just a trick of the light. “Great. Pick me up here at six.” She turned on her heel and quickly walked away, leaving me to stare after her with my mouth hanging open.

It sounded like she’d just asked me out on a date, but that didn’t make any sense at all. Whenever she served me she only took my order, wordlessly refilled my drink, and then dropped the check off with a flat, “Thanks for coming.” She never engaged in the playful banter I was used to from servers, and if I tried to start a conversation, she’d only stare blankly at me.

Still extremely confused, I grabbed my receipt and went to the front of the restaurant to pay. The waitress standing behind the register—a brunette whose name I thought was Leah—stared at me with a wide, knowing smile on her face.

Like Carrot, she was pretty and wore a dark blue T-shirt emblazoned with the diner’s logo, but unlike Carrot, she was always friendly and treated me like a regular.

I passed her my credit card, and as she rang me up, I awkwardly cleared my throat.

“Um, my waitress told me to come back at six,” I said.

“Yup,” Leah replied, her smile growing. She didn’t elaborate, and I felt even more perplexed.

“Is there an event or something happening here later?” I asked.

“Nope.”

“Oh, okay,” I mumbled, still trying to make sense of the situation. “Well, do you know why she told me to come back then?”

“Yup,” she said again as she returned my credit card and then gave me a receipt to sign.

I scribbled down my signature and frowned. “You’re not gonna tell me, are you?”

“Nope,” she giggled, “but make sure you come back, Ethan!”

She gave me a playful wave as I walked out of the diner, and I found it really hard to stay annoyed with her when she was so cute.

By the time I returned to campus, it was a little before two in the afternoon. My teammates were already working in the computer lab when I walked in, and after greeting them with a nod I took my seat and logged in to get to work.

We were coding almost non-stop to wrap up our final group project. With our school’s career fair just a month away and a bunch of the top tech companies planning to attend, we all wanted to use the project as a portfolio piece for our upcoming interviews.

But I couldn’t focus on my work at all. Though my mind raced with possibilities for why Carrot wanted me to meet her, for the life of me I couldn’t figure it out.

I was so distracted that even my teammates noticed, and then they hounded me until I told them what was going on.

“It’s definitely a date, dude,” William said, staring incredulously at me from behind his thick glasses. Like me, he was on the thinner side, but where he was tall and clean-cut, my height was painfully average and my thick brown hair was messy to the point of being almost unmanageable.

I rolled my eyes. “If you knew her, you’d never say that.”

Jennifer—a cute blonde with short, carefully parted hair—wrinkled her nose at the two of us. “Can you imagine dating a townie, though? Like, what would you even talk about? Besides, we’re all out of here soon, so it’s a waste of time.”

William shrugged his shoulders. “Even better, you can get your dick wet for a couple of months and then bounce. It doesn’t have to be anything serious.”

“You’re a pig. Ethan’s not like that.” Jennifer smiled at me, and I uncomfortably glanced away. We’d known each other since ‘Intro to Computer Science’, but it was only after getting grouped together that she’d started being weirdly friendly towards me. “You have enough on your plate with our final project, job interviews, and graduation. Just don’t show up.”

While I didn’t like the snooty way she spoke about the locals, she had a good point. It was kind of meaningless to even think about going on a date when I’d be graduating and moving away from Tennessee in only a few months.

Both of their opinions rattled around in my brain as I tried to figure out what I should do, though the one thing they did seem to agree on was that it wouldn’t go anywhere. Besides, I’d never actually agreed to show up, so it wasn’t like I owed her anything.

But as the time that I was supposed to meet her grew closer, the guiltier I felt. If it actually was a date, I imagined her waiting five minutes, and then ten, and then an hour before eventually giving up and going home disappointed. I’d been stood up a couple of times in the past, and it was a horrible feeling that I wouldn’t wish on anyone.

Ignoring both the protests of Jennifer and the cheers of William, I quickly made my excuses to speed back to the diner. Somehow I managed to arrive only a few minutes after six, and was relieved to see that Carrot was still waiting for me in front of the restaurant.

Instead of her usual ponytail, she had her long orange hair hanging loose around her shoulders. She’d changed into a baggy, long-sleeved grey shirt that draped over her dark jeans, and a small black purse hung from her shoulder.

Her eyes brightened when she saw me approach, and I knew then that I’d made the right decision.

“Sorry I’m late, I got held up at school,” I said. I had to tilt my head back to look her in the eyes. She was already an inch or two taller in sneakers, so with the added inches from the heels of the black boots she’d changed into, she seemed to tower over me.

“That’s okay. We’re this way,” Carrot said, jerking her chin towards the rundown shopping center to our left.

We walked in silence for a couple of minutes until we reached a storefront with an old sign that read “Knoxville Billiards” in plain black and white letters. From the outside it looked tiny, but once we stepped inside, the building was surprisingly spacious.

There were two rows of about a dozen blue-felted pool tables making up the bulk of the room. Along the back wall there were arcade machines with games that I hadn’t seen in years, and since it was still pretty early, for the most part it was empty.

After tossing a wave to the guy working behind the front counter, she led me over to one of the tables in the back corner. She took off her shirt to reveal a thin, cropped black tank top, and from the way her nipples poked out, she very obviously wasn’t wearing a bra beneath it. Her arms were slender yet leanly muscled, with light brown freckles dotting her shoulders.

Reaching into her little purse, Carrot pulled out half a roll of quarters and shoved a few into the slot on the side of the table.

“I don’t really know how to play,” I said as she handed me one of the pool cues.

She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s fine. I’ll teach you.”

She quickly went over the rules, explaining them in easy to understand terms, and then she taught me the basics of how to shoot. During that part in particular she got a bit touchier than I expected. Her hands rubbed all over my hips, thighs, and lower back as she adjusted my stance, and once or twice I swore she squeezed my butt.

When she felt like I was ready, she racked the pool balls and positioned me at the end of the table.

“Try to break on your own,” she said while stepping away to give me some room.

Nodding, I took a deep breath and tried to do everything she’d just taught me. I bent over the table, carefully lined up my shot, and then quickly swung my forearm forward to strike.

I missed the cue ball completely.

She would’ve been well within her rights to laugh, but she instead came up behind me to help. She molded herself to my body, pressing her firm, fleshy breasts into my back and sliding her long arm over mine to adjust my aim. I could also feel her crotch pressing right up against my ass, and her warm breath tickled my cheek.

She smelled really good too, like roses and fresh-picked berries. It didn’t quite mask the greasy scent of the diner’s French fries, but somehow that strange contrast only made her smell better.

“Don’t look at the cue ball, look at what you’re trying to hit. And you don’t have to try to hit it so hard, neither. Just let it flow, and keep your follow-through straight and relaxed.” She let my hands go so that I could do it myself, though she stayed close enough for me to still feel the warmth of her body. I was certain my ears were bright red as a result, but I put the awkwardness out of my mind and tried to focus.

The sharp crack of the cue ball hitting the others was extremely satisfying, and I especially enjoyed watching the balls spread out around the table. Even better, I actually managed to sink a couple.

“Good shot,” Carrot praised.

“Thanks. Half of it was you, though.” I stood up straight and turned to look at her, and was startled to find her standing directly behind me. My chest brushed against hers, and seeing the way she was staring down at me, I worked up the courage to ask the question I’d been stewing over since we had arrived. “So…is this a date?” I asked uncertainly.

“Well, yeah. Why? You don’t want it to be?” she replied with a small frown.

“No, I mean—yes, I want to, I guess, but I’m a little confused. I didn’t think you liked me very much.”

Carrot scrunched her brow. “Why wouldn’t I like you?”

“Well…you don’t really talk to me when I come in, and you’ve never smiled at me.”

“I haven’t?” she asked, her expression genuinely surprised. I shook my head, and her shoulders slumped. “I tried to.”

“Don’t worry, I wasn’t upset by it or anything,” I said in a rush to reassure her. She still looked a bit sad, so I racked my brain for a way to distract her. “Wanna play a game?”

She cocked her head, and her frown deepened. “But we’re already playing pool.”

“We can play both at the same time. Ever heard of twenty-one questions?”


Chapter 2

I immediately regretted suggesting the idea of playing twenty-one questions.

It served its purpose of helping her relax and open up to me, but I wasn’t sure if she understood the true spirit of the game. She used it as a free pass to ask things that were usually saved for later in the “getting to know you” phase, and so far most of her questions for me had been…personal.

She seemed especially interested in my sex life and relationship history. So far she’d asked about how many people I’d slept with (two), if I’d ever tried anal (no), and if I’d had sex recently (depressingly, also no). In return, I learned things like her age (twenty-five), where she was from (Knoxville), and her hobbies (knitting, gardening, and pool).

In between all of her invasive questions, she made good on her promise to teach me how to play pool. In only a couple of hours, I could sink most easy shots—unless she distracted me by giving me glimpses down the front of her tank top or brushing her groin and breasts against me as she maneuvered around the table. Since there was plenty of room for her to move without touching me, I had to believe that she was doing it on purpose.

I was really glad that there were only a couple of questions left in the game, because not only was I getting a little “excited” from her constant touching, but I was running out of good questions to ask her.

“Why do they call you Carrot?”

“Really?” she asked, cocking an eyebrow. I shrugged, and she sighed. “It’s a nickname from my dad, short for ‘Carrot Top.’ Besides the obvious hair thing, I think he started calling me that because it’s close to my actual name, too.”

“What’s your actual name?” I asked, genuinely curious.

“Hey, it’s my turn,” she said.

“You said ‘Really.’ That was a question.”

Carrot pouted a bit, but then she rolled her eyes and answered. “Carrie. Now it’s my turn.”

“Better make it good, because this is number twenty-one,” I warned.

“Then…do you have anyone you like right now?” she asked. She leaned over the table to stare curiously at me, giving me a nearly unobstructed view down the front of her shirt. From my peripheral I could see a good amount of her pale breasts and the darker pink of her areola, and I struggled mightily to keep my eyes on hers.

Yup, she was definitely doing it on purpose.

I swallowed hard. “Not right now.” When she perked up and smiled at that answer, I grinned right back. “Hold on, was that an actual smile?” I teased.

“The game’s over, so I don’t gotta answer that,” she said, playfully sticking out her tongue.

It was hard to believe that she was the same person who for so long wouldn’t speak two words to me if it didn’t involve taking my order. Now that she’d relaxed she was surprisingly easy to talk to, and she had a slow, melodic drawl to her voice that I found really charming too.

Carrot sank the eight ball—easily defeating me for the fifth time in a row—and I thought she’d re-rack the balls to start another game. Instead, she put her pool cue back in its place on the wall and picked up all of her things.

“I’m outta quarters. Should we head on out?”

I glanced down at my watch and was shocked to see that it was after nine o’clock. Time had flown by, and it had been a lot more fun hanging out with her than I’d expected it to be.

“Yeah, okay,” I said, a little disappointed that the date was already over. I had a lot of work waiting for me when I got back to my apartment, and I wasn’t looking forward to doing any of it.

We slowly walked back to the diner together. It was still open when we stopped in front of it—the neon lights of the restaurant casting us both in its bright bluish glow—and then she pushed a few strands of curly orange hair behind her ear and shyly ducked her head.

“Um, thanks for showing up,” she said.

“Of course. Thanks for inviting me.”

She dawdled for a bit, shifting from foot to foot like she was waiting for something to happen. After a few seconds of silence she smiled for a final time, and then she headed towards the sidewalk at the edge of the lot.

“Wait, are you walking home?” I called after her.

Carrot turned to stare curiously at me. “Yeah, my place is only around ten minutes from here.”

I glanced up at the sky. It was pretty dark out, and while she seemed perfectly capable of taking care of herself, driving her home would only be a few minutes out of my way.

“I can give you a ride, if you want.”

Her lips curved up into a smile. “Really?”

“Sure,” I said while motioning for her to follow. I led her over to my car, and once we were on the road she directed me down a few side streets to an old but relatively clean neighborhood.

She pointed to a tiny yellow bungalow with a lush, green garden. After I pulled into the driveway, Carrot hopped out of the car and leaned down to peer at me through the open door.

“You coming in?” she asked.

Surprised by the offer, I took a moment to think. She’d been touching me all night and had put the idea of sex into my head with her questions, so if I went inside with her there was little doubt about what would happen.

When I turned off the car and approached her, her smile grew wider. She tightly looped her arm through mine as if to prevent me from making a run for it, and nearly dragged me up the steps to her front door.

I didn’t know what I expected her house to look like inside, but I wasn’t quite prepared for how loud it was. Blue LED lights lit the room in a cool, dim glow, and the walls of her living room were painted the same golden yellow as the exterior.

They were covered in photos too, and in most of them she had auburn red hair and wore huge, bright smiles I hadn’t thought she was capable of. She was very clearly a daddy’s girl too, as the majority of her pictures were with a portly, hippie-ish man whom I assumed to be her father.

They seemed to spend a lot of time together, and a good amount of the pictures had been taken in the pool hall we’d just left. In the last photo he was emaciated and lying in a hospital bed, but even then the both of them were still smiling and throwing up devil horns at the camera.

It was the plushies covering every available surface that really stole the show though. There were dozens of them, in all shapes, sizes, and colors, and they stared back at me with their beady button eyes.

“This isn’t a horror movie situation where you cast an evil spell and turn me into one of your dolls, right?” I only half joked.

“You’re safe, I only turn my enemies.” Carrot fidgeted uncomfortably for a moment, and then she tucked a lock of her long orange hair behind her ear. “Actually, I made them.”

My eyes widened. “You made them?”

“I have a lot of free time. I go to work, play pool for a couple of hours, and then come right back here most days.”

“Well, you’re really good,” I said, admiring them with a new appreciation. It was then that I noticed one of the plushies looked strangely familiar. “Wait, is this one supposed to be me?”

The knitted doll had blue button eyes, a wide, red-stitched smile, and a messy mop of brown yarn on its head for hair. It even had on blue jeans and a black T-shirt with the golden ‘V’ of my school stitched into it, and I was pretty sure I’d worn that exact outfit the day before.

The horrified look on her face told me everything I needed to know. “No,” she mumbled at first. When I lifted my eyebrows, she sighed. “Okay, yeah, it is, but it’s not as creepy as it sounds! I make dolls of a lot of people I meet.”

“You’re not really beating the allegations with that statement,” I said. “You live here alone?”

Carrot sank down on her old, fluffy couch and crossed one of her long legs over the other. “Yeah, it’s just me. I was supposed to go to college up North, but then my dad got sick. After he died my mom ran off to Canada with her new boyfriend, and I just…got stuck here,” she said, her lips twitching downward. “Anyway, come sit with me.”

I walked over and did as she asked, leaving about a hand’s width of space between us, but she scooted close enough for our legs to touch. She then casually rested her hand on the inside of my thigh, giving the flesh a gentle but firm squeeze.

“So, I didn’t think I’d actually get this far,” she said. Her eyes were very dark as they bore into mine, and I swallowed hard. “Can I kiss you?”

I slowly nodded my head, and without wasting another moment she shot forward to slant our lips together. She sighed into my mouth as soon as our lips touched. They tasted sweet—probably because of her strawberry lip gloss—and they felt almost slippery as they rubbed against mine.

After a little while she grew bored of that and threw one of her legs over mine to sit firmly on my lap, and that’s when I felt a hard lump grinding against my stomach.

Truthfully, I’d already felt her dick before. She’d rubbed it up against me a couple of times while we were playing pool, but I didn’t really pay it any mind because I never expected to have to worry about it.

Now that it was all becoming more real and it was clear exactly how much Carrot liked me, I had to figure out really quickly how I felt about it.

To buy myself some time to think, I raised my hands to try to slow her down. She very easily batted them out of the way though, and then with her other hand she reached down to deftly pop open the button of my jeans. The moment she had the room she shoved her hand into my underwear to squeeze my shaft, and on pure instinct, I tried to hump myself up into her palm.

But with her full weight resting on top of me, I could barely move an inch. All I could do was groan softly as she gently fondled me, and the entire time she closely watched my face for my reactions.

The way she stroked me felt absolutely incredible. I’d been so busy lately that insignificant things like dating and sex had been one of the first things to go. Even masturbating had been put on the back burner lately, and at most I found the time to take care of myself a few times a week.

All that to say, I was in a lot of trouble. My dick was already throbbing, so if she didn’t stop touching me soon, I was going to make a mess of my underwear before anything even happened.

Carrot seemed to have noticed the same, because she squeezed the base of my shaft hard enough for my building orgasm to subside. I quietly groaned my disappointment, and she giggled in return.

“You can’t come yet,” she said, smiling almost hungrily. “I wanna have a little more fun with you first.”

I groaned with disappointment when she moved her hand away, but they went to the hem of my shirt to pull it off over my head. She ran her fingernails down my chest and stomach—leaving thin, angry red lines in my skin—and when they got back down to my underwear, she pulled them down together with my jeans.

To help her I kicked them off along with my shoes, and once I was naked, she stood up to gaze at me for a second with her teeth digging into her bottom lip. She peeled her shirt off and dropped it onto the floor, and my mouth fell open as I got my first fully unobstructed look at her breasts.

They sat high and proud on her chest, perfect and round with hard pink nipples that pointed straight out at me. The blood immediately rushed back to my dick as I stared up at her, and seeing my clearly positive reaction, her small, playful smile grew.

Her hands went to her waistband next. She hooked her thumbs into the sides of her pants, and then wriggled them down her long legs along with her panties. Her cock immediately sprang up to slap softly against her belly, the head smearing a bit of her sticky precum onto the smooth skin below her breasts.

I was honestly shocked by how big it was. Feeling it and seeing it were two very different things, and with it standing so tall and proud in front of me, I couldn’t pay attention to anything else. The rest of her was so slender and soft and feminine, that her cock looked especially big and burly in contrast.

Carrot approached me then—slowly, and with nervous uncertainty—and when she reached the couch she straddled my lap again so that our cocks pressed warmly together. Hers was much larger than mine, dwarfing my dick so obviously that it instinctively softened.

As if to distract me from the clear apprehension I felt, she grabbed my cheeks and kissed me hard. We were squeezed so tightly against each other that I could feel her hard nipples digging into my chest, and I was so overwhelmed by her that I barely noticed her hand sliding down my back to firmly squeeze one of my butt cheeks in her palm.

“Wait,” I said when a fingertip began to tease the rim of my asshole.

She pulled far enough away to glare down at me. “What?”

“I’m a little nervous. I’ve never done anything…back there.”

Carrot’s gaze relaxed, and she even managed a small smile. “I’m nervous too. It’s okay, just lay back. I’ll take care of you,” she said impatiently. She didn’t give me any time at all to do as she’d suggested, and instead pushed me so that I was leaning back into her couch.

She closely hovered over me, her orange curls blocking my view of the room so thoroughly that all I could see was her. Her sharp, dark eyes had a hypnotizing effect on me, narrowing my focus and making her the only thing that I was fully aware of.

Until I felt a wet finger force its way into my asshole, anyway.

I grunted with more surprise than actual pain, but she leaned forward and swallowed it with her lips so that it came out as more of a whimper. I felt strangely full, and doubly so when she added a second one. She slowly drew them in and out, gradually letting me get used to the sensation of being spread open.

But more than just getting used to it, it was starting to feel really good. I squirmed as she insistently targeted spots in my ass that I hadn’t known existed, and I had to work hard to stop embarrassing moans from slipping out of my throat.

“Still okay?” Carrot asked after I’d been nearly silent for a couple of minutes.

I thought it was a really funny question to ask when she already had two fingers deep inside of me. “I think so.”

The moment the words left my lips she removed her fingers and disappeared, and I was a bit thrown by the disappointment and emptiness that I felt. By the time I opened my eyes and sat up to see where she’d gone, she’d already returned with a bottle of what looked like lube.

Like a moth to the flame, my gaze fell on her hard cock again. It was so pink and rigid that it looked almost painful, and it swelled even larger when she began to spread the lube along her shaft.

Carrot stared down at me with wild, dark eyes as she stroked herself, and there was no denying what she had planned for me anymore. To the surprise of even myself, I was horny enough to let it happen.

She approached the couch and loomed over me again—her fingers slipping past my sphincter much easier with the addition of lube—and she spent another minute or so spreading it around to get my asshole slick and ready for her.

It made the already intense feelings even stronger, and I began to feel lightheaded from the pleasure. By the time I recognized her fat, squishy tip pressing against my pucker for what it was, she’d already popped it inside.

“Fuck,” I gasped, clenching my teeth against the pain. It wasn’t exactly surprising—I’d heard things about anal, and had been expecting it to hurt somewhat—but this was something else entirely. I was overwhelmed by the relentless stinging burn, and it felt like I was being split in half.

Without pausing to give me a chance to get used to it, Carrot steadily slid herself deeper. My asshole instinctively clamped down around her to try to slow the intruder worming its way into the deepest parts of me, but that meager resistance seemed to turn her on more.

To distract me from the pain she leaned forward to kiss me again, firmly gripping my jaw with one of her strong hands. Her mouth completely devoured mine, and it took my full attention just to keep up with the movements of her lips and tongue.

I only realized that she’d fully sheathed herself when I felt her balls press against my butt cheeks. They felt scorching hot, and her meaty pole throbbed and shivered inside of me like it was struggling not to come so soon after finding a comfortable home in my ass.

Her entire body was shaking, but I couldn’t tell if it was from nervousness, excitement, or just from the effort of holding herself back.

“You did so good, Ethan,” Carrot murmured, her breath tickling my lips. Her eyes were wide and unfocused as she stared down at me; almost like she wasn’t fully there. “You’re a natural at this. It’s hard for a virgin to take someone my size so easily.”

I wasn’t sure how to feel about being complimented for being good at taking cock, and I certainly didn’t know where she got “easily” from.

Despite that, I felt a strange flush of pride from her praise. Her face looked so pleased and happy that it was hard not to feel some of that joy too.

But the pain was still overwhelming, and if I thought too hard about the fact that I had probably over eight inches of dick inside of me, a bit of fear crept up my spine. I was stretched so tight around her shaft that even her reaching down to add some additional lube didn’t seem to help.

All too soon she started to move, and at first, she swirled her hips in small circles as if to better open me up for her. Once she had the room she began to work herself in and out of me an inch or two at a time.

With each thrust she pulled out a little more, and I groaned at the burning agony of it. To her credit Carrot seemed to be doing her best to make me comfortable, even going so far as to distract me again with more of her deep, all-consuming kisses.

It worked surprisingly well. As the steady friction warmed up the lube in my asshole, it became slippery enough for her to use most of her cock on me with relative ease. At some point I realized that the pain had mostly dulled into a strange, satisfying fullness, which was confusing and concerning in its own way.

Carrot broke the kiss to shove my face into her chest instead, allowing me to lick and suck on her nipples while she more roughly humped herself against me. My groans were muffled by her perfect teats, and the slapping sound of her balls hitting my ass accompanied her surprisingly girly moans.

My own hard dick was trapped between our sweat-slick stomachs, and it was assaulted from both sides as we slid against each other. It felt really nice, but it wasn’t nearly enough friction to build to any kind of substantial orgasm.

She must have noticed the same, because she reached a hand down to grab my dick in the same palm that she’d used to lube us up. It made a tight, wet hole for me to fuck, and suddenly the feeling of her warm hand was the only thing I could focus on.

It was impressive how well she was able to multitask. Without breaking her stride she’d loosen her fist on each forward thrust, and then she’d squeeze down again when she pulled her hips back. Between her hand massaging my shaft and her cock scraping against the most sensitive parts of me, I didn’t stand any chance at all.

I came suddenly and explosively, my back arching up off of her couch and my legs tensing and stretching out as I gasped into the quiet of the room. Long ropes of my own cum splattered hotly against my stomach and chest, drenching it until my skin was wet and sticky.

Carrot didn’t stop pumping her fist or her hips for a second. She dragged out my orgasm until it became almost painful—milking my shaft with firm, slow strokes to wring out the last few drops—and then she shook my now limp dick as if to make sure that I was well and truly empty.

It was, without a doubt, the most pleasure I’d ever experienced all at once. My nerve endings felt raw and burnt out, leaving me completely drained, and the aftershocks made me twitch and shake for a long time afterwards.

When I was eventually able to open my eyes again, the first thing I saw was Carrot’s beautiful face beaming down at me. She looked so incredibly pleased with herself that it was hard not to smile back, especially after the amazing orgasm she’d just forced out of me.

With me relaxed and taken care of she began to focus more on the movement of her hips, gently swirling them against me whenever she was all the way inside. The wet squishing sounds of her cock digging into me gradually grew louder, displacing the lube and precum in my asshole with each deep, steady thrust forward.

From the way her mouth fell open and her breaths deepened, it quickly became apparent that she wasn’t going to be able to hold her orgasm back for much longer. Sweat beaded on her forehead, and though she did her best to maintain eye contact with me, her eyelids began to flutter.

Carrot groaned and gasped as her thrusts shortened into harder, faster strokes, and when her penis expanded to its full thickness, I could suddenly feel every single one of her bumps and veins as she glided her way past my rim. Her face contorted into a painful-looking grimace, and then with a long, surprisingly girlish moan, she grit her teeth and drove herself deep one final time.

Thick streams of wet warmth splattered against my insides, filling my asshole so completely that I was pretty sure I could taste it. Each time I felt her cock flex another grunt and splash of heat soon followed, further adding to the sopping mess within me.

Her orgasm seemed to go on forever. I watched redness spread along her chest, neck and cheeks as she fully gave in to the pleasure, and in the soft light of the room, it looked like she was glowing.

I swore that I’d never seen a more beautiful sight.

When she was finally done shaking, Carrot carefully eased herself out of me and winced as her sensitive cock head popped free of my loose, slimy asshole. A rush of fluid accompanied her exit, the embarrassing sensation of cum running down the back of my ass making my face warm.

She collapsed on top of me—her hard nipples and soft, sweaty breasts squishing against my chest—and I could feel her heart racing as she struggled to catch her breath. Now that she’d come she seemed to be having a lot of trouble keeping her eyes open, but her expression was euphoric and content.

With her eyes still mostly closed she blindly groped for the blanket hanging over the back of the couch to drape it haphazardly over our cooling bodies, and then she wrapped one of her wiry arms around my waist before snuggling her face into the crook of my neck.

After that, she fell asleep pretty quickly. It took only a couple of minutes for her breaths to slow, and then another minute for soft snores to slip from her open mouth.

But unlike her, I couldn’t sleep at all. While we’d been having sex I’d been horny and it had all been extremely hot; with a clearer mind, my thoughts were all over the place.

Everything had happened so fast that I wasn’t given a moment to figure out how I felt about it. Now that I had the time to think, my stomach felt vaguely queasy. It wasn’t really a question of whether or not I liked her, or if I’d enjoyed what she’d done to me.

The bigger issue was that I didn’t know what it said about me that I had really, really liked it. I would never be able to forget the way that my mind had gone blank and my entire body had seized with pleasure, even if my asshole was full of her cum and I still felt raw and stretched open.

I wasn’t going to be able to figure anything out with her lying on top of me though, so moving as slowly and quietly as possible, I extricated myself from Carrot’s grip.

Beyond a quiet moan, she barely reacted; she was out like a light.

My legs were shaky and my entire lower body ached from the fucking I’d endured, so it took me a good while to get redressed. Once I felt that I was put together well enough to not arouse too much suspicion if anyone saw me leaving, I paused for a few moments to stare down at her.

She really was very pretty. Her curly orange hair framed her healthy, heart-shaped face, highlighting her features that were somehow both delicate and sharp at the same time.

Without me to serve as her pillow she’d rolled over onto her side, fully revealing her smooth, pale skin, and perfect breasts to my eyes, and then my eyes landed on her cock. Even soft it was huge, the monster lying pink and mostly limp against her hip. The fact that it had all been inside of me only a short time ago seemed absolutely unthinkable.

Carrot wrapped her arms around herself and curled up a bit against the cool air in her living room. Since I didn’t want her to catch a cold I draped the knitted blanket back over her naked body, and then I snuck through the front door to head home to my own apartment.


Chapter 3

Debugging was probably my least favorite part of coding. It involved a lot of logging statements, running unit tests, and analyzing the call stack—all of which were boring, tedious, and required the utmost concentration.

But concentration was the one thing I didn’t have at the moment. I’d spent the last two hours staring blankly at my laptop screen, with Carrot being the only thought on my mind.

After I’d gotten home from her house and showered to wash off the evidence of everything she and I had done together, I slowly began to realize that I’d actually kind of liked sleeping with her.

Most parts of it—her eager lips and tongue, her warm breasts against my chest, her arms wrapped around my back as she held me close—had been pretty great, and with the soreness in my ass now faded to a dull ache, I found myself thinking that I might be willing to try it again.

I was beginning to feel a little guilty for leaving her the way that I had, though. Carrot was definitely awake by now, and just imagining the disappointment and sadness on her face when she noticed I’d gone missing was enough to make me cringe. I hadn’t even left a note for her, so she was probably thinking the worst.

Unfortunately, I didn’t have her phone number. A lot had happened in a very short amount of time, and there hadn’t exactly been a chance to ask for it in between her straddling my lap and then falling asleep after she’d fucked me.

It was only when my stomach growled that I realized I hadn’t eaten since lunch the day before. It was a little after ten in the morning so Carrot’s shift should have started, and figuring that I might as well kill two birds with one stone, I grabbed my keys to drive down to the diner.

On the way, I tried to figure out what I was going to say to her. Somehow “Hey, sorry for sneaking off in the middle of the night and probably making you feel really shitty” didn’t seem like the best opening line.

When I walked through the doors I immediately spotted Carrot’s bright orange hair, and the moment our eyes met she turned on her heel and disappeared into the kitchen. It wasn’t exactly the greeting I’d been hoping for, and as I approached the lunch counter, her co-worker Leah and the other normally friendly waitresses were all glaring daggers at me.

“Can I talk to Carrot?” I asked, giving them my best smile to hopefully calm their anger.

It didn’t work, and Leah folded her arms over her chest. “Depends. Are you gonna sneak off mid-conversation?”

I winced guiltily. Clearly, Carrot had told them what had happened.

“I got a little…overwhelmed. A lot of things happened that I didn’t expect,” I explained as vaguely as I possibly could. I wasn’t sure how much they knew about Carrot and what she had in her pants, but they must have had some idea because their glares relaxed somewhat and they all exchanged exasperated glances.

“Wait, you two didn’t go all the way, did you?” Leah asked. I nodded—a bit sheepishly—and she sighed. “God, I knew she wouldn’t listen. Okay, if we go get her, are you gonna hurt her?”

“It’s not my plan to,” I replied as sincerely as I could.

Leah motioned for one of the other waitresses to go into the kitchen for Carrot, and then she turned to look at me again. “Sorry for the third degree. We’ve been pushing her to ask you out for like a year now, so we feel sorta responsible for how everything turned out.”

“A year? But she never really talked to me before yesterday.”

“That’s because you make her nervous. Carrot’s terrified of you,” she said with a small roll of her eyes.

“Of me? Why?” I asked, completely bewildered. With my round, youthful face and overall slim stature, I didn’t exactly look like someone other people would fear.

She scratched at her hair and sighed. “Well, I probably shouldn’t tell you this, but it was like love at first sight for her. You came in one day all smiley and batting those big blue eyes of yours, and ever since then she’s built you up in her head as this super smart, super nice guy who wasn’t a smug asshole like most of the other college kids who come through here.”

I continued to stare back at her, because I barely remembered any of that. I did recall that I’d been looking for a quiet enough place to study for finals because my usual haunts were swamped, and instead of finding a coffee shop I’d stumbled upon the diner instead.

It hadn’t been quiet inside, but the soft rock music and the constant unintelligible background chatter of the other customers had made it surprisingly easy to focus. None of the waitresses had bothered me either, and were perfectly happy to let me camp out as long as I bought something.

After that I’d kept coming back because the food and the prices had been so good, and the friendly, very pretty girls working there hadn’t hurt things either.

“You’ve honestly never noticed that she’s always your waitress?” Leah asked.

“Not until this exact moment,” I mumbled, suddenly feeling like an idiot. In retrospect I could count on one hand the number of times I’d been served by someone else, and that was probably only because Carrot hadn’t been working those days.

“Anyway, look; Carrot’s a little bit awkward and she got over excited, that’s all,” she said, “So I’m not saying you have to take things any further, but at least don’t hold that against her.”

I didn’t get a chance to reply because the door to the kitchen swung open, and a rather gloomy-looking Carrot stepped out. Her head was lowered and her eyes were downcast, and seeing her like that made the guilt I already felt worse.

“Go take your break,” Leah told her. “We’ll cover your tables for you.”

Carrot reluctantly nodded and stepped around the counter to follow me out of the diner. I led her to my car for privacy, and once we were inside, we sat in awkward silence for a minute as I tried to gather my thoughts.

I’d had this whole genuine, heartfelt speech planned out, but with her sitting right beside me and looking so miserable, I figured it was probably better to get to the point as quickly as possible.

“I’m sorry I left like I did,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s okay. I did kinda spring it all on you.”

“Literally,” I joked, remembering how her cock had popped up to smack against her belly.

She didn’t laugh though, and instead shifted around in her seat to look at me with a nervous frown. “I know I’m asking for a lot, but can we be friends at least?” she asked. “We can just play pool and stuff together, or if that’s too much, I hope you’ll still keep coming to the diner.”

I raised my eyebrows and wondered how the hell she thought that I was upset with her. I thought I’d been pretty obvious about how un-upset I was, but apparently, she needed a little more reassurance.

“I’m not sure if I’d be happy with that,” I said while placing my hand on her knee. I leaned forward to press a kiss to her surprised, parted lips, and she blinked rapidly in response.

“Why?” Carrot asked, glancing down at my hand like it was an alien.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Because I had fun with you.”

It was an understatement, really. For the last year my life had been solely focused on my career and school, so getting to play pool while not talking about those things was the best time I’d had in months. I liked hanging out with someone completely different from my college friends, and the sex had been pretty nice too.

The full force of her bright, happy smile was almost too hard to look at. Her eyes crinkled at the corners, and just like the night before, Carrot cupped my chin and drew me in for an aggressive, mind-shattering kiss.

While I was busy being overwhelmed by her lips sucking at mine, she grabbed my wrist to put it on the crotch of her jeans. I gave her cock a gentle squeeze through the rough fabric, and was immediately shocked by how hard she already was.

She began to grind her hips up into my hand for some relief—forcing my palm to slide along her shaft—and figuring that it probably wouldn’t be a good thing if she creamed her pants, I pulled away from her completely. She whined a bit at first, but she quickly quieted down again when my fingers went to work on the button of her jeans.

Her breaths increased in volume as I slowly pulled the zipper down to reveal a pair of plain, dark blue panties. They were doing a very poor job of hiding her erection; the fat pink knob of it was already poking up over the waistband, and it was wet and shiny with her precum.

She quickly pushed her pants down her legs along with her underwear, and then I got my first full, close-up look at her penis.

I could fully admit that Carrot had a gorgeous dick. It was impressively large, with a slight upwards curve that pointed towards her sternum. The shaft was a few shades darker than the rest of her skin, and it turned a delicious dark pink towards the head. In broad daylight it looked twice as big, and I couldn’t believe I’d taken something so large inside of me.

I wrapped my fingers around the shaft, feeling it pulse powerfully in my grip. It felt like molten steel in my hand, and while I watched it throbbed and produced a fat bead of cloudy precum from her slit.

Carrot stared down at me like she was shocked that I was touching her so earnestly. I could see the question in her gaze, but I didn’t really know the answer either.

Part of the reason I wanted to give her a handjob was because I felt bad for leaving the previous night. I didn’t want her to think it had anything to do with her dick, and I thought the best way to do that was to show her.

If I was being truly honest with myself though, I mostly just wanted to make her feel really good.

There was a lot of ground for my hand to cover, and though she was beginning to produce a decent amount of precum, it wasn’t nearly enough to make her entire cock slippery enough for me to comfortably stroke her. She didn’t complain about it—probably too happy that I was even touching her at all—but I couldn’t imagine that it felt very good for her either.

I wasn’t quite ready to put my mouth on it though, so in a fit of inspiration I opened the glove box to find the little bottle of hand lotion I kept there for the drier months of the year. I squeezed a generous line of it up her shaft, and then I rubbed it in with my palm until it was slick, shiny, and pulsing.

It was an interesting experience stroking a cock that wasn’t mine, because I didn’t really know what I was doing. I knew all of the spots that I liked best, and hoping that Carrot would feel the same, I focused most of my attention on the head.

She really seemed to like that, and with a soft sigh, she lifted her hips to push more of herself into my palm. Her glans turned an almost purplish shade of red, and with it covered in her precum, it looked like a delicious, shiny plum.

The more comfortable I became with jerking her off, the more I started to experiment with my motions. Sometimes I’d twist my fist on the upstroke, or I’d vary how hard I squeezed. No matter what I tried she seemed to love it, squealing and gasping when I did something that felt especially nice.

As more of her sticky fluid spilled down the sides of her shaft, it became significantly easier for my fist to slide up and down her cock. My hand made wet, juicy squelching noises each time the thick knob entered the tight seal of my fingers, the sloppy sounds accompanying her heavy breaths.

When I looked up at Carrot to gauge her expression, I found that she was watching me work with rapt attention. Her pupils were blown so wide that her sharp brown eyes looked pitch black, and her white teeth dug hard into her bottom lip as she focused on my hand sliding up and down her meaty pole.

I swore that I’d never seen a sexier sight. Unable to help myself, I leaned up to peck her on the mouth again, but she immediately deepened the kiss and slid her long tongue between my parted lips.

While it felt really good, it was hard for me to kiss her and stroke her at the same time. The movements of my lips and fist were both suffering, so to better concentrate on what my hand was doing I reluctantly broke away.

I doubted she minded that too much, because once I put my full effort into getting her off it didn’t take long for her to begin squirming in her seat. One of her hands slipped beneath her T-shirt to play with her hard nipples, and the extra stimulation very quickly pushed her to the edge.

Carrot moaned deep in her throat—probably too loudly, considering that we were still sort of in public—and then her long legs tensed and began to shake. Her hips involuntarily lifted off of the seat, and her shaft seemed to grow twice as large in my hand.

The first few ropes of her seed shot out so suddenly that I jumped. They arced high into the air, sticky and pungent and nearly hitting the ceiling of my car. The next few came out just a little bit weaker, though the sheer amount of it didn’t seem to have lessened at all.

I got completely lost in watching her come. I could feel each and every spurt as it worked its way up her shaft, the thick, pearly liquid bubbling up from her slit to ooze over my fingers. No matter how much I pumped her cock more fat globs seemed to appear, and her large pink balls clenched as they worked to expel everything they had.

Even when I continued to slowly twist my fist around the sensitive head she wouldn’t stop me. Her face looked delirious with agonizing pleasure, and she clenched her teeth hard as she shivered and grunted through the end of her orgasm.

Her cock eventually stopped leaking and became limp and mostly soft in my hand, so I finally took mercy on her and let it go. She slumped back in her seat with her eyes closed and her mouth hanging open, and every now and then she’d twitch with an aftershock.

Since my fingers were a sticky mess, I grabbed a handful of napkins from my glove box to wipe them off. I cleaned her flagging dick next, and then I mopped up any of the cum that had spilled onto her balls and thighs. When I was done she drew me in for a gentle kiss, almost as if she was trying to thank me.

That led to us spending a few more minutes exploring each other’s mouths, and from the corner of my eye, I saw her cock begin to stir to life again like it wanted more.

Carrot must have noticed it too, because she very reluctantly pulled away.

“Whew,” she laughed, bending over to pull her underwear and jeans back up her legs.

“Was that okay?” I asked. I thought I knew the answer, but I still wanted to hear it from her directly.

“That was the best, Ethan. I’m still shaking a little.” Her eyes flicked over to my car’s clock, and her lips twitched downwards into a slight frown. “I have to go, my break’s almost over. You’re coming back in to eat, right?” she asked hopefully.

“Yeah, I’ll go inside in a few minutes.”

Carrot’s smile immediately returned. She kissed me for a final time—much more sweetly now that she was relaxed and had taken some of the edge off—and with a small, disappointed sigh, she opened the door and hopped out of my car.

From the driver’s seat I watched her make her way back to the diner, feeling a smug sense of pride as I noticed that her legs were still a bit shaky. When she reached the door she turned to give me a shy little wave, and then she disappeared inside in a flash of bright orange.

The moment she was out of sight, I closed my eyes and leaned back in my seat. I needed to calm my erection down before I could join her in the restaurant, but I found it impossible because of the lingering scent of her fresh, pungent cum.


Chapter 4

I felt like a zombie.

Between classes, job interviews, coding tests, and studying for finals, I was busier than I’d ever been in my life. Sleep became a luxury for me, and none of that was helped by the fact that I was making a concerted effort to spend what little free time I had with Carrot.

If I had any complaints at all about hanging out with her, it was that her libido was…high. I saw her a few times a week whenever I went to the diner, and as soon as I arrived she’d take her break so we could mess around in my car for a bit.

In only a month I’d gotten really good at jerking her off—so much so that I could make her come in under ten minutes if I also played with her nipples or targeted her long, slender neck. Sometimes though she wasn’t able to calm down until she’d orgasmed at least twice, and on those occasions she’d coax me into giving her a quick blowjob too.

I never minded it because she was always very affectionate and appreciative when I was done, and it was really hot knowing that I was the one responsible for giving her so much pleasure too. I also really enjoyed it when she returned the favor, but if I was being honest with myself I would’ve done it just because I liked watching her fall apart.

On the weekends when I didn’t have classes or a lot of homework to worry about, we’d go on a real date. Since Carrot was a local and had lived in Knoxville her entire life, she was usually the one who chose what we did. She introduced me to spots I hadn’t known existed, even though I’d been staying in the city for nearly four years.

She was a huge fan of being out in nature especially, so she’d drag me out to parks and her favorite hiking trails to get me active and away from my computer. The first couple of times I’d absolutely hated it—I was an indoor kid, through and through—but by our third hike I finally began to understand its benefits.

Getting some exercise and fresh air while chatting about unimportant things was almost meditative, and I especially liked it when we’d shower together and get some additional “exercise” in afterwards at her house. It did a lot to distract me from everything else going on in my life, and by the time I got home again, I was always much more ready to dive back into work.

Even when we decided to stay in I felt better when I was with her. Just sitting in silence on her couch together—her knitting, and me studying—was relaxing. The rhythmic clacking of her knitting needles provided the perfect background noise, and those quiet, comforting moments especially made me appreciate the time we spent together.

Most of my friends were either seniors or in the same program that I was, and the only things they ever wanted to talk about were school, interviews, and code. Carrot was a breath of fresh air in my normally pretty stale life, and I always felt much more present after being around her.

So even though I was burning the candle at both ends trying to hang out with her while also staying on top of everything else I had going on, I wouldn’t have changed any of it for the world.

I shifted my car into park and then dragged myself up Carrot’s front steps to knock on her door. It swung open a few seconds later, and she greeted me with a huge smile just like she always did. The moment she saw me though, her smile faded into a frown.

“Ready to go?” I asked through bleary eyes. I’d been staring at a screen without a break for the last four hours, and I’d been up studying half the night before that too.

“If you drive now, you’ll kill us both,” Carrot said. She dragged me into her bedroom and then closed the door behind us. I’d been in there a few times before, but none of those times had involved very much sleeping.

“Take your clothes off,” she sternly demanded. When I gave her a skeptical look, she rolled her eyes. “To sleep. It’ll be more comfortable, and they won’t get wrinkled.”

“I’m okay. Really.”

Carrot crossed her arms. “Strip.”

We hadn’t seen each other in a few days so I’d wanted to make the most of the time we had together, but on the other hand, a nap did sound really good.

It wasn’t really that unusual for us either. A couple of times our dates had ended with us napping together at her place, though usually that was only after we’d had sex.

I stripped down to my boxer briefs, and Carrot did the same until she was only in her bra and panties. She drew the curtains before lying down on her bed, and then she extended her arms towards me. I quickly joined her, nearly collapsing onto her strong, slender body, and then she wrapped her arms around my head to hug it tightly to her chest.

Her breasts served as the perfect pillow—warm and plump and incredibly soft—and almost immediately, I felt my eyelids grow heavy.

“I just need to rest my eyes for a few minutes, and then we can go,” I mumbled.

“Mmhmm,” she hummed above me. Her fingernails gently scratched at my scalp, and I melted even more against her. It felt so amazing that I drifted off in seconds, lulled by the steady thumping of her heart.

I didn’t know how long I slept for and I couldn’t remember what I’d dreamed about, but when I woke up again it was because I felt a warm, pleasant tingling spreading throughout my pelvis. As I became more aware of my surroundings, I eventually recognized the feeling as one of Carrot’s lubed fingers slowly working itself in and out of my asshole.

We were also both naked now too—her soft breasts squishing into my chest and our hard cocks pressing firmly against each other—and when I looked up at her through sleepy eyes, she smiled at me in a way that was almost sheepish.

“Sorry, I got a little impatient. You’re just so cute when you’re drooling all over me,” she said. Since I was awake she added a second finger, using the smooth pads of both fingertips to more deliberately target all of my favorite spots.

Her smile turned predatory when a deep moan slipped from my throat. That seemed to be the exact reaction she’d been waiting for because she reached her free hand towards the nightstand to grab the bottle of lube. She removed her fingers from my asshole long enough to slicken up her cock, and then I felt the wet tip of it bump against my rosebud.

Carrot tightened her arm around my waist to hold me still, and while steadying her erection with her other hand, she lifted her hips to slide most of it inside of me in one smooth, firm thrust.

I grunted softly at the now familiar feeling of being spread open, the vague burning and stretching feeling more pleasurable now than painful. She wriggled her hips and flexed her shaft a few times—drawing another groan from my lips as she thickened and further filled my already stuffed asshole—and once she’d made enough room for herself, she forced the last couple of inches inside to bottom out.

The fullness was indescribably satisfying. My sphincter instinctively squeezed down around her, almost as if it was trying to confirm that yes, it really did have nearly nine inches of girl cock keeping it from tightening up again.

She planted slow, sucking kisses along my shoulder and the side of my neck, and once she felt that I was ready to continue, she rolled us over onto our sides. One of her hands slid up to cup the back of my head, while the other palmed my ass to both spread my butt cheeks open while at the same time holding me close. Her fingers threaded themselves into my thick brown hair, and then she began to move.

At first her thrusts were slow and shallow, and she was very careful to keep herself under control. Once Carrot realized that I could probably handle a little more, she adjusted her grip on my back to give herself enough leverage for a proper fucking.

She leisurely humped me with long, plunging strokes, perfectly targeting the best spots inside of me. The sticky slapping sound of her hips meeting my ass grew louder as her speed and power increased, and I wrapped my legs around her waist so that she could get even deeper.

It turned out to be a very punishing position for my prostate, and worse, her cock was curved in the perfect way to scrape directly against it. My head swam from the overwhelming pleasure, and all I could do was moan and tremble helplessly in her arms.

Though Carrot only liked to top, she was very unselfish in that she always wanted me to come first before she’d worry about herself. She seemed to take great pleasure in making me fall apart on the end of her dick, and in only a month she’d learned to control my body in a terrifying way.

The orgasm that had been steadily building ever since I’d woken up with her fingers in my ass was quickly reaching its peak. Her hips were only moving faster and her thrusts were only getting harder, so it was no wonder at all that I didn’t last very long under her relentless assault.

I released a pathetic sound that was somewhere between a whimper and a gurgling moan as my dick spewed warm cum all over both of our stomachs. My skin felt too hot, and my head buzzed pleasantly; it reminded me a lot of being drunk.

It took a really long time for my brain to come back online. When it did she was still firmly pumping her cock into me, giggling as I drooled mindlessly onto her shoulder. She kept licking and sucking on the sweaty skin of my neck in return, and each time she did my overly sensitive body would involuntarily shiver and clench around her which was probably her grand plan all along.

“You made a mess,” Carrot said, reaching down to dip a finger into the cum I’d shot onto my stomach. While I looked on she sucked it off with a huge smile, her long pink tongue sliding out to swirl around her fingertip.

I groaned at the sight. “Sorry,” I mumbled.

“It’s okay, sweetie, I’m about to make a bit of a mess too.” After saying that, she adjusted my position so that I was sitting a little higher against her. She moved her arms to wrap them around my upper back and shoulders, the new position allowing her to pull me down much harder onto her shaft.

She gradually sped her hips up until she was pistoning herself into my helpless body from tip to root, slamming her dick into my limp body with hard, pile-driving thrusts. The loud, heavy thwacking sounds of our skin slapping together were accompanied by her gradually deepening breaths, the hot air brushing against my neck and leaving goosebumps in its wake.

I was beginning to feel a lot like a living cock sleeve though. Any gentleness she’d started with had been abandoned in favor of her own selfish pleasure, and her strong arms held me so tightly that I could only lie limp and take it.

I was completely at her mercy as she pounded my ass like she hated me, and soon enough my mind began to feel fuzzy all over again. I squirmed and whimpered from the over stimulation of her stomach brushing against the sensitive head of my still-slick dick, so it was almost a relief when she buried herself deep and moaned loudly into my ear.

Carrot clutched me to her chest and shook hard as her orgasm ripped through her, the soothing heat of her cum flooding into me and making a mess of my insides just like she’d promised. She filled me so deeply and completely that my entire pelvis felt warm, and I was pretty sure that I’d be leaking into my underwear for at least the next week.

She ground her hips up into me to work out the last of it, and when she was done basting my insides with her cream, her arms loosened enough to allow me to breathe again. Like what usually happened after I’d made her come she sought out my lips, kissing me hard until her breaths evened and her heart stopped pounding.

We took a few minutes to clean up, going through a good amount of tissues to mop up what we could of our combined fluids. Once we were done, we lay back down to stare at each other in the dimness of her bedroom.

I could tell from the meager light streaming through her windows that it was probably too late for us to continue with our planned hike. It was a bit disappointing because there was something important that I’d been planning to ask her, but since we were both calm and happy after coming so hard, I figured there was no time like the present.

“I had my final interview yesterday with Apple,” I said.

Carrot blinked her fatigue away to focus better on my face. “Oh. How did it go?”

“Good, I think. The recruiter said she’d reach out next week to let me know what their decision is, but she’s confident they’ll make me an offer.”

She nodded slowly, her face almost completely expressionless. “That’s great.”

“Yeah, so to celebrate that and us finishing our group project, my teammates and I are having a little party.”

“Okay,” she said with that same blank look.

I rolled my eyes and pressed on. “I want you to come too.”

To my surprise, she didn’t look excited about that idea at all. “I don’t have anything to wear.”

“You don’t have to wear anything special, it’ll be a super casual thing. Some food and maybe some dancing.”

“I dunno if I’ll fit in with your friends.”

It was quickly becoming obvious that she was just making excuses to get out of going with me. She wasn’t quite meeting my gaze anymore, and I could tell from the stubborn set of her jaw that she was going to fight me on it until the very last minute.

Unfortunately for her, I knew exactly what to say to change her mind.

“We only have to stay for like an hour. I just really want to introduce them to my girlfriend,” I said.

I’d been waffling on asking her out for a couple of weeks. With only three or four months left before I’d be moving out of Tennessee, it felt like an ill-advised relationship for someone my age to get into.

But between the care she’d shown me since our first date and then the whole regularly fucking me into a drooling stupor thing, I knew that I needed her to be my girlfriend; even if it was only for a short amount of time.

Carrot’s eyes opened wide and she sat up to smile excitedly at me, but a moment later they narrowed into dark, suspicious slits while her lips twisted into a pout.

“That’s blackmail.”

“Did it work?” I asked, smiling innocently.

Her shoulders slumped. “I can ask one of my friends at work if they have something I can borrow.”

It wasn’t exactly the exuberant confirmation that I was hoping for. I thought she’d be happy to meet my friends and become a bigger part of my life, so the fact that she was so hesitant about it was a little worrying.


Chapter 5

“You look great,” I said when Carrot tugged at her dress for the hundredth time. It was a dark green that made the bright orange of her hair appear even more shocking, with a deep neckline that revealed a bit of tasteful cleavage.

Because her friends were all so much shorter than her the pickings had been slim, and the hem of the dress she’d decided to borrow fell to just above the middle of her thigh. I thought it looked amazing on her—especially when paired with her black heeled boots—but if she bent over too much the entire room would get an eyeful.

Carrot smoothed down her skirt again. “It’s not trashy?”

“I think if anything, you’ll be the best dressed there. I kind of wish I’d worn something with a collar now,” I said as I walked her into the bar. It was still pretty early so the room wasn’t crowded yet, and the lights were bright enough for us to actually see.

My friends spotted us well before I did, which I had to believe was because Carrot was impossible to miss. They waved us over to the table they’d commandeered, and the surprised looks on all of their faces as we approached made me grin.

It was hard not to feel smug about having a tall, beautiful redhead on my arm. My teammate William’s jealous gaze was especially delicious, and it helped that Carrot had put the most effort into her outfit too. Since the rest of us were in either T-shirts or flannels, it wasn’t even a real competition.

After a quick round of introductions, we sat down in the booth to join the ongoing conversation. Like usual they were talking about code, interviews, and graduation, and I was bored pretty much immediately.

Despite the uninteresting conversation, Carrot did really well with my friends. While she wasn’t exactly a social butterfly, she did make an effort to respond to everyone who spoke to her. I knew that she’d probably rather be at the pool hall or at home working on one of her many projects, so I felt really grateful to her for putting in so much effort for me and making me look good.

During a brief lull in conversation, Jennifer leaned over me to speak directly to Carrot. Since we’d arrived her focus had been almost entirely on us, and her interest was starting to become a little unsettling.

“So…Carrot? I absolutely adore your hair!” she gushed. To my ears the compliment sounded fake, but with Jennifer, you never truly knew.

“Thanks,” Carrot mumbled back. She even managed a small smile.

“You know, we were all so surprised when Ethan said he wanted to introduce us to his girlfriend,” Jennifer said. “You’re from here, right? How will you handle the distance?”

Carrot blinked back at her. “The distance?”

“Well, he’s probably going to get a job offer from one of the FAANG companies, and all of those are in California.”

“What’s a ‘fang’ company?” Carrot asked.

My friends all exchanged surprised glances, and I rushed to jump in. Even I was a bit surprised that she didn’t know; it was the only thing the people around me ever talked about, so I tended to forget that most people had no idea about what it was unless they were at least tangentially involved with tech.

“It’s an acronym made up of some of the biggest tech companies in the country,” I quickly explained.

Carrot frowned, still looking confused. “Oh.”

“Wouldn’t it be great if we both joined the same company? We’d have so much fun together!” Jennifer said, ignoring Carrot to turn her attention on me instead. She rested a hand on my forearm, and I felt the temperature on my left side drop ten degrees.

“Yeah, maybe,” I replied noncommittally. I ran my hand through my hair to dislodge her grip, because if I didn’t, Jennifer was in real danger of losing her fingers. “Or, you know, I was actually considering sticking around here and maybe trying to find a remote job.”

“You’re joking. He’s joking, right?” Jennifer asked, half laughing while looking around at the rest of our group for confirmation. “Would you really decide to live in Knoxville over Cupertino?”

“It’s just an idea,” I said. The shocked stares of my friends were uncomfortable, but they were also completely understandable. For most of us, working at some of the biggest tech companies in the world had been the goal ever since we were young.

Luckily I knew of a surefire way to change the subject. “Anyway, how did your interview this afternoon go?”

Jennifer’s eyes lit up, and just like that she thankfully forgot all about me and Carrot and began to talk about herself.

I nodded along as if to show that I was listening, but in reality, most of my attention was focused on my girlfriend. It was like I could physically see her retreating into herself, turning back into the cold and sullen person that I used to think she was.

“Let’s dance,” I said, grabbing Carrot’s hand and pulling her up to her feet. She fought me a little when I tried to drag her out to the dance floor, but she quickly gave up and let me have my way when she realized that the alternative was listening to Jennifer brag about how every company she’d interviewed with desperately wanted her.

Though the music was fast we swayed slowly together, her arms draped around my shoulders while my hands rested on her hips. She looked about a million miles away, and her gaze was focused squarely on a spot above my shoulder.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

Carrot sighed. “We’ve only been hanging out for like a month, Ethan. When I first asked you out, I didn’t really expect anything to come of it because I knew you couldn’t stick around; I just didn’t want to let you leave forever without me having said something. But changing your whole life around because of me is stupid. You have to leave.”

I frowned a bit, because I couldn’t really argue with that. As an unproven fresh graduate finding a remote job would be pretty difficult, and it would definitely hamstring my career if I stayed in Knoxville.

“So come with me. You can finally get unstuck,” I said, the words tumbling from my lips all on their own. It was the only other option that I could think of for us to stay together. I was fully aware of how crazy the idea was since we barely knew each other, but I thought it would be crazier to let her go.

Her dark eyes snapped back over to stare at me, and her mouth fell open in an almost comical way. “What the hell am I gonna do in California?”

“Whatever you want,” I said with a shrug. “You don’t have to decide right now. Even if I get this job I still have to graduate, and usually they’ll give you another couple of months before you have to start. Just think about it.”

She looked really doubtful about the idea, but slowly nodded her head anyway.

We danced a few more songs together in silence, and like what usually happened when she got overwhelmed, she completely shut down. Her face was completely blank so I couldn’t read her expression at all, and any attempts to figure out what she was thinking about were met with brusque, one-word answers.

It was clear enough that the idea of moving to California with me had scared her, which was understandable since I had just kind of dumped it on her out of nowhere and in the middle of the dance floor. After another few minutes I gave up on trying to talk to her, and decided that it was probably better to wait for her to speak to me when she was ready.

I didn’t have to wait for very long, because she eventually met my gaze again.

“Can we leave now?” she asked quietly.

I glanced down at my watch and frowned. It had been just over an hour since we’d arrived—almost the exact amount of time that I’d asked her to stay.

“Sure,” I said, and before the word was even out of my mouth good, she’d dragged me off of the dance floor. We said quick goodbyes to the disappointment of my friends, and then I led her out to my car to take her home.

Carrot stayed silent on the entire drive back to her house. Even when we were in her room to get changed for bed she barely said anything, and I watched her take off her borrowed dress with a small frown. As she put it up on a hanger to prevent it from getting wrinkled, my eyes zeroed in on her underwear.

She usually preferred to keep it simple, with maybe some stripes or tiny polka dots on her panties at most. But now she was wearing something black, lacy, and clearly brand new, and I had to swallow hard around the lump that had formed in my throat.

The contrast of it against her bright orange hair and smooth, pale skin was striking. My fingers itched to touch her everywhere.

I stepped up behind her and wrapped my arms around her waist, and then I dipped a hand lower to grip her shaft through the sheer lace panties. They were so thin and tiny that they did absolutely nothing to hide her privates; even soft, she was nearly spilling out of them.

She was normally always eager to fool around, so I was really surprised when she shrugged me off instead.

“I’m not really in the mood,” she mumbled.

My eyebrows shot up.

That was new.

“Really? Then who’s this lingerie for?” I asked, working my fingers beneath her thin bra this time.

Carrot moaned softly when I grabbed a handful of warm breast, and then she gasped when I pinched at the hard, rubbery nipple. From the corner of my eye, I watched her cock begin to grow in her panties until the fat tip poked above the waistband. Before I could reach down to tease her, she whirled around to grab me instead.

“Fine. You wanna fuck?” she spat. Her already dark eyes seemed to turn an inky black as she looked down at me, and I gulped under her sharp, piercing glare.

She shoved me forward onto her bed so that my legs were hanging off of the side, and with a hard tug, Carrot ripped my pants and underwear off so that I was naked from the waist down. It made me feel completely exposed and vulnerable, and doubly so when she pressed her hardness against me through her panties.

“You sure?” she asked, grinding it between my cheeks as if to remind me what I was in for.

My throat still felt tight so I could only nod, and then I felt her strong hands spread and kneaded the round cheeks of my ass. She slapped one of them hard with an open palm, making me jump a bit from the sharp sting. As the pain faded into more of a warm, pleasant prickling, I was startled to realize that it actually felt really good.

It was the first time she’d ever done it, and a big part of that was probably because she didn’t really seem to like fucking me from behind. In fact, she’d only tried it once since we’d been together, and after a few minutes she’d flipped me over for missionary instead.

I’d assumed it was because she got off on watching my face as I struggled to take her cock, and probably the pleasure that would eventually appear on it too. Her smile would grow especially large when I came and shot my load all over my belly, though maybe that was just because she liked the feeling of my ass squeezing down around her.

Carrot slapped my other butt cheek so that it wouldn’t feel left out. I heard a quiet shuffling that sounded like her removing her panties next, followed by the sharp snap of her opening a bottle. When her dick returned to bump against me, it was naked and sticky with lube.

She slid her full length between my cheeks as if to let me feel every single inch that she was about to fuck me with. It rubbed right up against the twitching rim of my asshole, and the slippery friction sent hard shudders down my spine.

She continued to do that for another minute or so, barely making any sounds beyond some soft moans and quiet sighs. It felt amazing, but the pleasure and anticipation became so much that I eventually began to shake.

“Please fuck me,” I quietly begged.

Carrot huffed a dark laugh before she rather unceremoniously shoved two lubed fingers deep inside of me, swirling them around just enough to get me wet. After that she spread my butt cheeks to spit directly onto my tight pucker, and then she used the head of her cock to spread it around.

“Get up on the bed,” she said, slapping my ass again. “Hands and knees.”

I did as she demanded, flushing red with embarrassment as I essentially assumed the position. When I glanced over my shoulder to impatiently stare back at her, she was slowly stroking herself while her teeth dug hard into her bottom lip.

Her own impatience finally won out, and she jumped up onto the bed to mount me. She adjusted her hips to better angle her cock at my asshole, and then in one hard, vicious thrust, she popped her slick pink knob past my sphincter.

I winced at the sharp twinge of her initial penetration, and then again when she forced herself halfway into my ass. The suddenness of it made me involuntarily squeeze down around her shaft, but that only encouraged her to sink it even deeper.

My fingers twisted into her sheets as I struggled to accommodate her size. She’d barely warmed me up, so despite having taken it inside of me a dozen times since we’d met, it still felt huge and overwhelming. I took deep breaths to force myself to relax for her, and by the time I got my breathing under control, she was already buried to the root.

Without giving me any time at all to adjust, she ground her hips hard against my butt cheeks for a few seconds. Once she found that perfect warm, comfortable spot inside of me, she gripped my hips and began to move.

Carrot drove herself into me over and over again, hitting me in places that she’d never reached before. There was no mercy or gentleness in her movements at all; just quick, efficient brutality. She’d draw her hips back until just the tip was still inside of me, and then she’d snap them forward again to make sure that I felt every fat inch that she had to give. It meant that sometimes she would slip out of me, but she’d simply aim her wet cock back at my asshole and then shove herself deep again.

The pleasant friction was so intense that I couldn’t stop shaking. Each hard thrust wrenched another sharp gasp from my throat, and I could feel the sticky wetness of my own precum when my hard dick slapped against my stomach.

She pressed her hands onto my lower back to force me to arch my back for her, allowing her to slide that much deeper into my hole. Every now and then she’d slap my ass hard to make me tighten around her, but for the most part, she focused solely on slamming herself in and out.

The heavy smacks of our bodies slapping together filled the air, overshadowed only by my loud, slutty groans. She seemed to be making it her mission to make me come on her cock, and to unfortunately really great effect.

Each hard thrust of her hips pushed me closer to the brink of orgasm, and though I wanted to stroke myself to get there quicker, I needed both hands just to keep myself upright under her relentless pounding. If I wanted to get off, I’d have to use her dick to do it.

I began to push myself back to meet her thrusts, making full use of her warm, fleshy length to hit the little spot inside of me that I loved the best. It worked perfectly, and within minutes my eyes began to roll upwards in my head.

A pleasant warmth spread throughout my pelvis until it reached the base of my dick. I clenched and spasmed around her—warmly massaging the fat cock currently destroying my insides—and I grunted hard as my cum spurted out of me in long, milky white streams.

Stars exploded behind my eyelids as I experienced one of the most powerful orgasms of my life. My legs shook and my entire body tensed as blood pounded in my ears, and I was only distantly aware of Carrot moaning softly above me.

Rather than give me any kind of reprieve, she sped up even more. I tried to pull away from her deep, punishing thrusts—too overly sensitive to take so much mind-numbing stimulation—but she roughly pulled my hips back to impale me on her shaft again.

“Get back here,” she growled. “This is what you wanted, right? For me to fill your pink little asshole?”

My cheeks flushed red from the shame of knowing that she was right, and also from the realization that her words were turning me on. My dick twitched back to life, the end of it still drooling cum from my earlier orgasm.

Eventually my arms grew too weak to hold me up, and my chest slumped down into the bed. I went boneless beneath her as she continued to shove herself deep, completely losing track of time as she moaned and grunted behind me.

When I hadn’t moved for a while, Carrot slowed her hips and leaned forward to look at my face. “Is it too much for you?” she asked. A bit of softness had returned to her voice again, and she’d furrowed her sweaty brow.

Truthfully, it did hurt a bit. I wasn’t used to her going so hard so quickly, and now that I’d come I didn’t have the strong haze of pleasure to mask the pain anymore.

I shook my head instead though, and that seemed to be all the encouragement she needed to pick things up a little more.

Carrot shoved me down into the bed and used her legs to spread mine, pinning me down and leaving me defenseless against her battering ram of a dick. She unleashed a series of hard, pounding thrusts, turning my poor prostate into mush.

Her heavy balls slapped painfully against mine, just hard enough for me to feel a bit of pain. It surprisingly only added to the pleasure, and my desperate wriggling and moaning seemed to turn her on more.

She settled her chest down on my back to let me feel her soft breasts through her thin, lacy bra. Her arms came up under my shoulders to squeeze us even closer together, and her breath was warm as she panted against the side of my neck. She began to nip and suck at my ear with her lips, murmuring things about how good I felt wrapped around her cock and how I was born to take it, and between her words and the feel of her fat glans bullying my prostate, my erection returned with a vengeance.

Because it felt so amazing I began to get a little loud, so to quiet my moans she clamped her hand over my mouth and nose. When she figured out that cutting off my air would make me clench harder around her she began to do it more often, squeezing my mouth and nose shut until I frantically tapped at her arm for air.

The strange high I felt from the lack of oxygen combined with my cock grinding into her bed sheets made my entire body tingle, and then to my absolute shock, I came for a second time. It was mellow and gratifying and not nearly as explosive as the first one, but I enjoyed the way the pleasure rippled through me to cause goosebumps to rise along my skin.

If Carrot noticed that I’d come again, she didn’t care at all. She kept her chest pressed into my back, using the power of her hips and gravity alone to brutalize me with strong, steady thrusts. The air was forced from my lungs each time our sweaty bodies collided, and my toes clenched as I was given the deep-dicking of my life.

It was the roughest she’d ever fucked me, and it also fully confirmed something I’d been desperately trying to avoid admitting to myself: That I liked it when she was kind and gentle and treated me like a lover, but I loved it when she pounded me like a whore.

She’d been screwing me for so long that my nerves felt a bit raw, so I was honestly glad when I heard her breaths become harsher and her thrusts begin to lose some of their rhythm. The telltale feeling of her cock expanding made me feel even more stretched open, and I began to squeeze my ass down on her to help her along.

“Fuck,” Carrot gasped, her breath hot against my cheek. “Ethan—”

Her words were cut short by the ragged hitching of her breath, and then with a high, whimpering squeak, she erupted.

Girlish grunts and moans accompanied the powerful throbbing of her dick, and I groaned softly at the feeling of her shooting her seed deep inside my ass. The thick, heavy spurts were hot and forceful, and her cum began to squirt out around the tight seal of her cock as soon as it entered me.

She continued to shiver and drool as her orgasm washed over her, but through it all she kept grinding her hips hard against my ass to milk every last drop of pleasure from my hole that she could.

It took a long time for her to soften inside of me. Like usual she’d filled me to overflowing, so when the head finally slipped out with a wet, quiet slurp, a torrent of her cream quickly followed. Even after so many weeks together I still wasn’t quite used to the sensation of her semen bubbling out of me, the majority of it soaking the bed sheets below us.

Carrot placed a soft kiss in the center of my sweaty back, right between my shoulder blades. Now that she’d orgasmed she seemed much calmer, and I figured that using my ass to rub one out must have helped her vent whatever frustration she’d been feeling. It was a jarring change after the brutal fucking I’d endured and I’d probably be really sore in the morning, but I was really glad that she was back to being her usual sweet, affectionate self.

She was nice enough to roll us away from the sticky puddle of our combined cum, and then she gathered me up in her arms to cuddle me like an oversized teddy bear. Though she was usually a bit clingy whenever we were close together, she now clung to me as if she were terrified of letting me go.


Chapter 6

I barely saw Carrot over the next few weeks.

It wasn’t for lack of trying on my part. When I asked her out she’d always say she was busy, and when I texted, her replies were short and slow to come. If I brought up visiting her at home she’d deflect, making it clear without saying it that she didn’t want me there.

I probably wouldn’t have seen her at all if I didn’t go to her diner, and even then she was only occasionally interested in fooling around on her breaks. Most of the time she’d say she was too tired, which coming from her was extremely concerning.

Her co-workers didn’t know what was going on with her either, or much more likely, they didn’t want to tell me. There was always a guilty, apologetic look on their faces whenever I asked, so I was already beginning to imagine the worst-case scenario.

I had to believe that her weirdness was because of my upcoming move. I’d finally gotten a firm job offer and would be going to California in three months to start my new position. When I’d told Carrot about it she had looked more sick than happy for me, but when I tried to bring up her coming with me she’d immediately clammed up and changed the subject.

It made the jealous, ugly, and paranoid part of me freak out. I’d experienced “the fadeaway” from a girlfriend before, and now that I was officially leaving, I worried that she was already moving on. I started to wonder if maybe she’d found another nerd to latch on to—someone who was taller, or smarter, or much better looking.

But the more logical side of me recognized that I was being ridiculous. Carrot was the most honest person I’d ever met once she’d opened up to me, and if she didn’t want to see me anymore, I was pretty sure she’d tell me straight out.

It was much more likely that I was just overthinking things, so I forced myself to stop checking my phone every few minutes for her texts to focus on my schoolwork instead. Besides, I’d be seeing her soon anyway.

After a lot of begging, she’d finally agreed to a date. We were going to the movies to see some romcom Carrot’s co-workers had been gushing about for a week, and it was the perfect opportunity to ask her about it directly.

If she was really planning to dump me, then I wanted to get it over with immediately rather than keep dragging it out and stressing over it. I wouldn’t be able to concentrate on anything else I needed to do unless I knew for sure what she was thinking.

I nervously knocked on her front door, hoping that I wasn’t about to find some other guy already sitting on her couch. When Carrot opened it a few seconds later, I frowned; she was still dressed in her pajamas.

“I’m so sorry, I lost track of time,” she said, noticing my disappointed gaze. She looked harried and exhausted, and when I stepped into her living room, there were books and crumpled sheets of paper everywhere.

“Is everything okay?” I asked, more than a little concerned. She was usually pretty tidy, and it was unlike her to be so messy.

“Yeah, everything’s fine!” she exclaimed. She was able to smile tightly at first, but then her face crumpled and she broke down into sobs.

I was so bewildered that it took me a few seconds longer than I would’ve liked to react. I’d never seen her cry before. She preferred to shut down rather than show me any of her negative emotions, so the fact that she couldn’t hold them back this time terrified me.

I quickly led her to her couch to sit her down on the one spot that wasn’t covered in paper, and then I gently rubbed her back to soothe her. I did my best not to think the worst, but I also didn’t think my girlfriend sobbing the moment she saw my face could mean anything good.

“What’s wrong?” I asked when her sobs lessened into soft sniffles.

Carrot kept her head down, her face hidden behind waves of orange hair. She anxiously scratched at the side of her thumb, the skin so red and raw that it was obvious whatever was bothering her had been weighing on her for a while.

“I can’t go with you to California,” she mumbled miserably.

It was hard not to react to that; it was the answer I’d been most afraid of. “You don’t want to?”

“Of course I want to, but I can’t be the kind of girlfriend who just does nothing all day and waits around at home for you to get back.”

“That’s not what I want you to do. You can do anything you want,” I said.

She finally looked up at me then, and her eyes flashed angrily. “That’s the fucking problem, I can’t do anything. I told myself if I can figure out what I’m gonna do with myself before you graduate then I can go, but I’ve been trying for weeks to think of something and keep coming up empty. I’m stupid and not good at anything like you are.”

“You’re not stupid, Carrot.” I sighed and ran a frustrated hand through my hair, annoyed with myself for not realizing how my offer might have affected her. “I didn’t mean to put any pressure on you; I just wanted you with me.”

“And I’m just supposed to trust that you won’t eventually get sick of me doing nothing and run off with another girl?” Carrot snapped. “I don’t fit with you. You should be with someone like Jennifer, who’s smart and actually knows what a ‘fang’ or whatever company is. I don’t know what the hell I was thinking by asking you out. It was never supposed to get this far.”

As much as her comment stung, I also thought it was kind of funny that she was worried about me leaving her when I was scared of her doing the same exact thing. I might have actually laughed if the situation wasn’t already so delicate, but I doubted doing that would go over very well.

Luckily, I didn’t actually believe she meant what she’d said. She was just spiraling, and considering her father had died and her mother had left to start an entirely new life without her, it was almost no wonder that she expected me to leave her too.

To calm her down, I wrapped her up in a tight hug. Like she always did when her emotions were too raw she tried to push me away, but also like usual she resigned herself to it quickly enough. The tension eventually left her body, and when I felt sure that she was ready to listen to reason, I backed away to look at her.

“First of all, I’m not interested in Jennifer because she’s a type A, hyper-competitive control freak. Yeah, she’s smart as hell, but I pity the poor guy who actually marries her. She’ll nag him half to death,” I joked.

Carrot smiled a little at that, and encouraged by her reaction, I pressed on.

“I’ve never met anyone like you before, and every day I think about how lucky I am that you decided to ask me out. You’re honest, and kind, and really hot too, and I want you with me in California because I love you.”

It was the first time I’d ever said those words to her, even though I’d been feeling it for a while. We’d only been together for all of two months, so it felt far too soon to say something so big.

For her part, Carrot looked completely dumbstruck. Her mouth had fallen open and her eyes had gone wide, and I noticed that her face was an impressive shade of pink.

Suddenly feeling very awkward after receiving no reply to my heartfelt declaration, I cleared my throat and continued. “And I know that there’s probably nothing I can say to make you believe me, but you’re not alone anymore. You don’t have to do everything by yourself, and we can take our time to figure this out together. Okay?”

Carrot didn’t answer for a while. She just kept staring at me, her dark eyes boring into mine as though she was trying to figure out if I was being honest with her or not.

“I’m really scared,” she eventually said in a small, fragile voice.

The worry and fear in her gaze broke my heart. “I’m terrified too, and that’s why I want you to come with me. I feel braver when I’m with you, and I know that between the two of us, we can handle anything.”

“You’ll still want me even if I never find what I want to do and just keep waitressing?” she asked, her expression dubious.

“Of course, I only want you to be happy. Preferably with me, though.” I looked at her then—her sharp eyes, pink lips, and perfect skin—and frowned. “Actually, maybe it’s not such a good idea for you to come with me. I’m gonna have to beat those California guys off with a stick.”

Carrot rolled her eyes but finally fully smiled, wiping at her pink nose with the back of her hand. “You don’t gotta worry about that. I’ve spent way too much time training that ass of yours to give it up now.” I blushed hard, and she laughed and pecked me sweetly on the lips. “Hold on, I’ll hurry up and get ready. We can still make the movie if we don’t care about missing the trailers.”

She jumped to her feet and rushed into her bedroom to change, looking much more upbeat than she’d been when I first arrived, and I let out a long, tired breath. It felt like I’d been walking a tightrope for the last ten minutes, and if I’d said the wrong thing, there was a very real possibility that she might’ve decided to break up with me right then and there.

While I waited for Carrot to finish, I looked over her coffee table to see what she’d been doing for the past few weeks. In the middle of the mess of books and pamphlets about careers was a yellow notepad containing a list of possible careers, and at the very top she’d written receptionist, nurse, and cosmetologist.

Below those were a dozen more options that she’d already crossed off, and though I was confident that she could’ve done most of them given enough time and willpower, none of them really seemed to suit her.

Seeing how much effort she’d been putting in, I once again felt angry with myself for not fully considering how my sudden offer might have affected her. She’d been working so hard on her own to figure out a way forward, so to help her out, I tried to think about the things she was good at.

On the whole Carrot was pretty bad with technology, and even though she was a good waitress, I somehow got the feeling that she didn’t particularly enjoy customer service. She also wasn’t very extroverted, so any jobs that required her to be around a lot of people at once probably wouldn’t be very fun for her either.

I then thought about all of the times that I saw her happy or relaxed, and immediately pictured her humming happily as she watered her garden in the morning, or knitting a new stuffed toy while we chatted about nothing. She could pick up physical things with alarming quickness, and was currently teaching herself how to make jewelry from books and online videos.

“You’re really good with your hands,” I said in a rush when Carrot reappeared in the doorway wearing a cropped black tank top and matching skirt. Her eyes were still a bit red and puffy, but it looked like she’d applied some makeup to mask the evidence of her crying.

She dubiously cocked her head and frowned. “I mean, I can give you a handjob if you want, but you’ll have to take care of me next and then we’ll definitely end up missing the movie.”

I was briefly distracted by the prospect of her stroking me off—we hadn’t fooled around in nearly a week, and I was really missing her touch—but I quickly shook my head to get back to the subject at hand. “No, like, you’re good at doing things, like gardening and knitting and making trinkets. I can help you set up an online store so you can sell what you make, and you can even take on custom commissions. Do you know how much people would pay for you to knit dolls of their friends and family?”

“How much?” she asked.

I blankly blinked back at her. The question had been purely rhetorical, and I hadn’t expected her to actually ask.

“Uh, a lot, probably. The point is, you don’t have to do just one thing; you can do as many things as you want.”

At first Carrot looked absolutely shocked by the idea. Clearly, it had never occurred to her to sell the things she made. Tears welled up in her eyes again, but since she was smiling, I took it as a good sign.

“You really think I could make money from that stuff?” she asked, dabbing at her eyes with the heel of her palm.

“I’m positive. Like ninety percent sure, anyway.”

Her eyes brightened, and I could almost see the weeks of stress roll off of her shoulders. Getting her store up and running would take a lot of work, and there would undoubtedly be many unexpected complications for us to figure out.

But if it worked out even half as well as I expected it to, Carrot would be much happier and that more than anything would make the trouble worth it.

“You ruined my makeup,” she said as she walked over to the couch to sit down next to me. She leaned over so that one of her fleshy thighs covered mine, and then she rested her head on my shoulder. “I don’t feel like doing it all over again, so I guess we’ll stay in and I can give you that handjob after all.”

“And then you’ll probably want to fuck me,” I said, noticing the tent already forming in her skirt.

“Probably.” Her hand worked its way into my jeans to grip my shaft, and I leaned my head against the back of the couch as she quickly made good on her promise. She loomed over me with a large, wicked smile, and I gasped and squirmed under her gentle stroking.

She really was very good with her hands.


Epilogue

The room was absolutely freezing.

I blindly groped around for the warmth of my girlfriend’s body, and frowned when I felt nothing besides the cool bed sheets. It meant that she’d been gone for a while, which was really annoying because she was the reason I was so cold in the first place.

She could only sleep comfortably when the temperature was low, and it was also her fault that I was currently lying on my stomach buck naked. Neither of those things was usually a big deal since I could always heat myself up using her body, but without her, even the blankets weren’t enough to keep me warm.

I lifted my head and scanned our bedroom to look for her, and then I finally spotted her padding around outside on our apartment’s veranda.

She was wearing the same baggy long-sleeved shirt she’d worn on our first date with nothing underneath. It was just long enough to cover all the important bits, though I got nice glimpses of her perfect round ass whenever she bent over to water one of her plants. Her curly, auburn red hair hung loose around her shoulders, with the ends of it gradually turning into a faded orange.

When we’d first arrived in California, she was so busy that she didn’t have time to re-dye her hair. Before she knew it a full three months had passed, and when she saw her natural hair color for the first time in years, she realized that she actually kind of liked it.

In the end she’d decided to let it grow out untouched, and that also led to her choosing to go by her real name again too. She was opting for a completely fresh start since she’d made it out of Tennessee, leaving “Carrot” behind in Knoxville along with the painful parts of her past.

The original reason for her dying her hair was to stay connected to the only person who had ever really mattered to her. Now that she had me, she felt ready to let that part of herself go.

I’d cried like a baby when she told me that, and I wasn’t at all embarrassed to admit it.

I watched her work with a little smile. I’d been extremely worried in the beginning that she wouldn’t adjust well to California and want to go back home, but after a couple of weeks of stress and anxiety, she eventually managed to find her footing.

She got a job working part-time in a plant nursery a few days a week, and with the rest of her time, she knitted dolls or made jewelry to sell online. Once she was absolutely sure that she was staying she’d decided to rent out her house in Tennessee too, and while it didn’t make her a lot of money after property taxes and other expenses, it was a stable income and gave her some peace of mind.

When it was all added up together she made a lot more than she had waitressing, but most importantly to me personally, she was much, much happier.

She came back inside a few minutes later, and then a pair of long, smooth legs were suddenly standing right in front of me.

“You’re finally awake. You always sleep so deep after a good pounding,” Carrie said, smirking down at me with smug, amused pride.

I rolled over onto my side to better look up at her, and winced at the soreness in my muscles. Even after a full night of sleep I could still feel the evidence of her abuse all over my body.

“Everything hurts,” I mumbled reproachfully.

Her face barely changed. “Aw, I’m sorry. But since you’re up…” she lifted her shirt above her waist and stepped forward to let her cock rest warmly on my cheek. She then slid her hips back a bit to press the already slick knob against my lips, glazing them with her salty-sweet precum. “Open your mouth, sweetie.”

I did as she demanded and parted my lips for her, and within moments my mouth was nearly filled to capacity. The feeling of her warm shaft sliding along my tongue was both familiar and comforting, and the taste was so rich and savory that I moaned around it.

Carrie sighed happily, closing her eyes and leaning her head back to revel in the pleasure of my mouth. She shivered each time my tongue swiped against its underside, and the faint flush on her cheeks gradually turned a deeper shade of pink.

She let me set my own pace for a little while, moaning and cooing softly as I bobbed my head on her. Every now and then her slit would ooze thick, tasty droplets of precum onto my tongue, and I greedily swallowed it all down with loud, gratuitous slurps.

At some point, Carrie removed her shirt to play with her breasts unobstructed. Her fingers pinched and tugged at her nipples—making her already large penis throb and grow even larger—and when she caught me staring up at her, she smiled back lazily and winked.

Once she felt that I was warmed up enough she began to make some movements of her own, gently fucking my throat with slow, shallow thrusts. She wrapped one of her hands around the back of my neck to better hold my head still, and with the other, she reached down to remove the blanket so that she could fondle me.

Unfortunately, I was too sore and exhausted from being forced to come on her cock three times the night before; my abused dick barely reached half-mast even under her expert stroking. When she realized that I probably wouldn’t be able to get hard again, she let me go to focus on her own pleasure instead.

My gag reflex had been all but destroyed after a year of having my throat trained and pounded, so she very easily shoved herself deep until my nose pressed into the trimmed, reddish-brown hairs at the base of her length. Carrie wriggled her hips to force the last inch or so inside, and then she moaned loudly when I swallowed around it.

“How did I get so lucky to find a boyfriend who’ll suck my dick whenever I want him to?” she sighed.

“Mmph,” I grunted around the pole filling my mouth.

She giggled and began to play with the soft hairs on the nape of my neck, stroking them almost lovingly as she continued to work herself in and out.

I wanted to make her feel as good as possible, so on every forward thrust she made I’d slide my tongue along the bottom of her shaft. On every back stroke I’d tighten my lips to make a tighter seal for her, and from the way she moaned I knew she loved it.

The sounds of wet, sloppy suction grew louder as I gurgled and drooled all over her cock. Every now and then I’d swirl my tongue around the head to collect any fresh precum that had seeped from her slit, and I reveled in the way she gasped.

Though I’d never tell her in a million years because she’d get annoying and smug about it, I actually loved sucking her off. I loved making her feel good, and I loved hearing the sexy sounds that she made as I slurped on her meaty dick. It was easily my favorite form of foreplay, and when she was ready to fuck, I usually came within minutes of her shoving herself in my ass.

Her hand suddenly tightened on the back of my neck, and her hips began to thrust against my face much more roughly. It was a telltale sign that she was building up to an orgasm and was done with playing around, so I relaxed my jaw and let her fuck it like the warm, drooling pleasure hole that it was.

Carrie put a knee up on the bed for better leverage, shoving her length so deep that it felt like the thick knob of it was in my stomach. She selfishly used my throat with no regard for my comfort, and her strong fingers dug into my hair to better hold my head still.

After another minute of fast, vicious thrusting, she sunk herself as far as she could into my gullet. Her shaft expanded in my mouth as semen welled up in her penis, and then with a sharp, sexy gasp, she let herself go.

Thick, creamy spurts of her cum shot directly into my belly, warming me from the inside and giving me the feeling of satisfying fullness. All I could see, smell, and taste was her cock, and all I could hear was her grunts and moans as she struggled through her eruption.

The sexy sounds she made sent shocks of pleasure straight down to my own soft dick, and despite still being sore, my asshole twitched jealously as though wishing it was the one receiving Carrie’s sticky load instead.

I was just beginning to run out of air when she mercifully let me go, backing herself out of my throat enough for me to enjoy the taste of the last few bitter, salty dribbles. I then sucked hard on the head to make sure that I got absolutely everything, and she shivered and moaned even louder when I did.

There hadn’t been quite as much as usual, but that was to be expected since I’d drained her pretty well the night before. I actually found it impressive that her balls could produce anything at all, because I’d probably be shooting dust for another day at least.

She stumbled backwards to wrench her well-sucked cock from my mouth. Once it was free I admired my handiwork—feeling a bit of pride at the way it hung limp and wet and satisfied between her legs—and I was also pretty sure that it wouldn’t be standing up again anytime soon.

Carrie stared down at me with a very tired, but very happy smile. The deep breaths she was taking did wonderful things for her breasts, the perky teats rising and falling enticingly.

I scooted back towards the wall and lifted the blanket so that she could crawl back into bed with me, and once we were warm and cozy and snuggled close together, she lovingly nuzzled my neck with her lips.

Immediately suspicious, I narrowed my eyes.

“Why are you being so affectionate?” I asked, my throat still a bit strained from the abuse it’d been subjected to.

“I can’t cuddle my boyfriend without wanting something?” Carrie pouted. I lifted my eyebrows, and then she rolled onto her stomach to lay herself half on top of me. “Okay, fine, I actually had this really great idea. You know how to do video stuff, right? What if I film tutorials on how to garden, or make my dolls? It’s all stuff I gotta do anyway, so I can kill two birds with one stone. What do you think?”

“I think I’ve created a monster. You have, what, three streams of income already? You don’t have to work so hard; we’re doing great.”

“It’s not really about the money,” she sighed. “Until we moved here, I never understood how anyone could actually like their job. To me, work was just a thing you did to survive. But I get it now. Every day I wake up excited and ready to work, and there’s so many things I wanna do now that I’m finally unstuck.”

As much as I wished she’d take it a bit easier, her eyes were so bright and hopeful that there was really only one thing I could say in response.

“Then I think it’s a great idea, and of course I’ll help you. But if you’re so busy working, are you even gonna have time for me anymore?” I grumbled, only half joking. Ever since we’d moved to California she hadn’t been quite as clingy as she’d been back in Tennessee, and I couldn’t imagine losing any more of our limited amount of time together.

With a large, wicked smile, Carrie reached up to ruffle my already sex-tousled hair. “Don’t worry, sweetie. I’ll always have time to drop another load in the man I love.”

She pressed her cock against my thigh as she leaned forward to kiss me, and from the way it hardened, I wholeheartedly believed her.
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