
        
            
                
            
        

    
A hot preview

I opened up my favorite porn site and took my cock out.  It wasn’t hard – I liked hot babes in fantasy outfits, showing their wet pussies or playing with their tits.  A gorgeous woman in a costume with cat ears and a tail came up first on my screen, and was plunging a big dildo out and out of her sloppy wet cunt. 

Damn, that’s hot, I thought, stroking myself in time with her thrusts.  Her mouth was open and her eyes rolled back in her head. 

Shit, she’s cumming…

I groaned, feeling the huge load in my balls boiling to the surface.  I splashed cum all over my fingers, stars shooting in my eyes as I thought of Elina. 

Man what I wouldn’t give to fuck her…

Imagine being inside the most beautiful woman on the planet.  More than just having sex with her though, I wanted to win her heart, make her love me like I was the best boyfriend on the planet.

Just think of it.  Elina would come into my room with a smile, stripping off her clothes, I thought, the fantasy quite vivid in my mind.  She’d show me those huge bouncing titties, putting them on display.  Making them jiggle with her palms.  She’d bite her lip and look at me invitingly, eager for me to fuck her.  I would grin, and go to her, my cock hard and ready.  And she… Well, she would drop to her knees and stroke me in her fingers.

“Wow, what a big dick you have, Harold… Mmmm and look at those balls, so big and ready with cum….” 

“I’m dying to fuck you,” I’d groan, her soft fingers rubbing up and down my shaft.  “You’re so fucking hot.”

“Mmm, I can’t wait for you to,” she’d say…  “But first I wanna taste that delicious cum in my mouth.”  And then she’d slide her full red lips over my dickhead, taking me slow into her mouth, sucking me at the tip, looking up into my eyes…

Cosplayer Fantasy Part I

Harold’s POV

There is nothing super exciting about me.  I am your ordinary, average 21 year old computer geek.  I have a little bit of a paunch, a beard, and super hairy arms.  I am terrible with women.  But I am also very horny.

I go to college at a technical academy for computer science.  I was one of the top in my class, so if I have at least one thing going for me, it’s my brain. 

Sadly that was not enough to get me laid. 

I sat in my usual seat in class, listening to the instructor drone on about some pointless concept I already had a firm grasp on.  I was much more interested in the gorgeous cosplayer hottie on campus, and my mind was 100% on her. 

Her name was Elina Keystone, and she was absolutely fucking beautiful.  She had elaborate tattoos along her tanned arms, full breasts that were usually contained by a form-fitting tank top, and a fantastic body that looked like she’d stepped out of a model magazine. 

Elina was studying Design and Concept Art, and was super smart of course.  She was also a great cosplayer.  She would show off her costumes at our college talent shows, which gave up and coming design and art students a chance to display their creations.  Elina pretty much won every time.

I couldn’t help myself picturing her in her latest elf cosplay, a character named Grindela from a game recently put out.  She wore a tight fitting leather bodice, with black hair and elf ears, and a long staff carried behind her.  Grindela was all about poise and confidence and sex appeal. 

Man, what I wouldn’t do to strip her out of that sexy outfit and massage those gorgeous titties… those firm, sexy butt cheeks…

“Harold!  Are you paying attention?” My pal Ryan whispered to me, elbowing me in the side.  “We’ve got a big test coming up and you’re in some other world!”

“Shit,” I mumbled, going back to my notes.  “Sorry.”

Ryan was right.  If I didn’t get my act together and stop fantasizing about women in class, I was never gonna pass this exam.

Brainboy or not, I still had to study.
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Aw fuck it, I decided. 

I was not able to concentrate on computer code right now.  Not even remotely. 

My thoughts were on Elina, and I was hard as a rock.  I had gone a whole week without jerking off and my balls felt heavier than ever.  I wanted, no I NEEDED, to get myself off. 

I opened up my favorite porn site and took my cock out.  It wasn’t hard – I liked hot babes in fantasy outfits, showing their wet pussies or playing with their tits.  A gorgeous woman in a costume with cat ears and a tail came up first on my screen, and was plunging a big dildo out and out of her sloppy wet cunt. 

Damn, that’s hot, I thought, stroking myself in time with her thrusts.  Her mouth was open and her eyes rolled back in her head. 

Shit, she’s cumming…

I groaned, feeling the huge load in my balls boiling to the surface.  I splashed cum all over my fingers, stars shooting in my eyes as I thought of Elina. 

Man what I wouldn’t give to fuck her…

Imagine being inside the most beautiful woman on the planet.  More than just having sex with her though, I wanted to win her heart, make her love me like I was the best boyfriend on the planet.

Just think of it.  Elina would come into my room with a smile, stripping off her clothes, I thought, the fantasy quite vivid in my mind.  She’d show me those huge bouncing titties, putting them on display.  Making them jiggle with her palms.  She’d bite her lip and look at me invitingly, eager for me to fuck her.  I would grin, and go to her, my cock hard and ready.  And she… Well, she would drop to her knees and stroke me in her fingers.

“Wow, what a big dick you have, Harold… Mmmm and look at those balls, so big and ready with cum….” 

“I’m dying to fuck you,” I’d groan, her soft fingers rubbing up and down my shaft.  “You’re so fucking hot.”

“Mmm, I can’t wait for you to,” she’d say…  “But first I wanna taste that delicious cum in my mouth.”  And then she’d slide her full red lips over my dickhead, taking me slow into her mouth, sucking me at the tip, looking up into my eyes…

I cleaned up and looked at myself in the mirror.  With my sagging gut and unshaven face I hardly looked like boyfriend material.  But…

What if I could change?  Somehow, would it ever be possible?  Could I actually have a girlfriend?

Not one as hot as Elina, that’s for damn sure.

****

I was on my way to class one day when a very strange event occurred. 

One that was going to change my life forever. 

I was looking at my phone reading up on assignments for the day, not paying attention where I was going – and I suddenly heard yelling. 

Looking for the source, I spotted Elina of all people with a guy off to one side of the campus park.  She was slapping him with some object – her phone, I guessed? – and he was ignoring her, trying to touch her and grab her in a way she didn’t seem to like. 

I was normally not a heroic guy.  I also avoided confrontation like the plague.  But for some reason, maybe just pure boredom or desperation, I decided I needed to get involved.  Maybe I just cared enough about Elina that I threw caution to the wind and walked right up to the asshole. 

“Hey, she said she doesn’t want to do whatever it is you’re trying to make her do.  So just stop.”  I pulled the guy back, surprised at my own sudden strength. 

He grunted some protest and shoved me off.  “Get lost, loser.” 

“You gonna leave her alone?” 

The guy snorted.  “What are you, her boyfriend?” 

“Yeah actually, so you better back the fuck off,” I said, putting myself between Jerkwad and Elina. 

She stayed behind me, shooting me a grateful look. 

“A shrimp like you?  No way.  She doesn’t like fatties.” 

“Actually I like him very much, so you can do what he said and get lost,” said Elina, putting her arm through mine. 

Boy, if only this were reality, I thought. 

The guy stared at us in shock, probably trying to figure out if we were for real.  Finally he gave up and rolled his eyes.  “Whatever.  I got better things to do.”  With that, he walked off in defeat. 

When he was gone, Elina turned to me, sighing in relief.  “Thank you so much.  I don’t know what I would have done if he had kept on.”

“Did he hurt you?” I asked, genuinely concerned. 

She shook her head, biting her lip.  “No, I’m okay.  But like – if I can do anything to thank you, please let me know.”

There were about a million things I could think of, but I didn’t say them out loud.  “Don’t worry about it.”

She smiled and leaned in, kissing my cheek.  She smelled like flowers and cinnamon.  “If you change your mind, here’s my number.”  Elina gave me a little card – it had her digits and some info about her costume stuff on it – and then headed off.  I watched her go, wishing I wasn’t too much of a wimp to ask her out. 

Something glinting on the ground caught my eye.  I bent down, seeing a small red ring.  It must have been Elina’s.

“Hey, wait –”  I looked up, but she was too far gone now. 

I picked up the ring, inspecting it further.  It said something inside that I couldn’t read, like some sort of symbolic inscription. 

I had the weirdest compulsion to put it on.  So I did.

Surprisingly, it fit.  I’d figured it was sized for her, and my fingers were a lot bigger and chubbier than Elina’s slim ones.  The ring seemed to adjust to my finger, though, and was snug but not too tight, and quite comfortable…

“Whoa,” I said out loud, a weird feeling coming over me.  I felt a little dizzy, not sure of where I was for a second.  I chalked it up to the adrenaline of facing off that guy and getting kissed by a beautiful girl I had a crush on.

Get your ass in gear, Harold, time to get to class and ace that test…
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