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My lab partner, Stacey, dropped to her knees in front of me, staring at my hard, exposed cock. She parted her slutty pink lips and enveloped the head of my cock in her hot, wet mouth.

I tugged her blonde hair, encouraging her to deepthroat me. Her lipstick made a sexy pink ring at the base of my cock when she swallowed the full length of my thick cock with minimal gagging, the motions of an experienced cocksucker.

I groaned, willing myself not to cum too fast.

She had ignored me for months, not interested in the nerdy guy who did all her homework for her, but now she was willingly
 letting me fuck her mouth. All her tight holes were totally free for me to use at any time.

How did I get so lucky?

It all started earlier today…



“Bye, Stacey!” I said to my college lab partner as we left organic chemistry class. I sighed when she didn’t respond, too busy peering at the screen of an expensive phone in her manicured hands to even hear me.

The first time I saw her was during freshman orientation about three months ago. Her long wavy blonde hair and piercing green eyes made her stand out in a crowd, and she had a curvy body more suited to swimsuit modeling than hiding away in a university library. She made it hard for me to pay attention in class, especially when she deigned to sit next to me.

Today, her large breasts were spilling out of her silky red tank top, which was cropped to show off a trim waist. She was the ideal image of a woman, just as hot or hotter than the perfect blonde bimbos that dominated my porn-watching habits.

I had jerked off watching them, yet imagining Stacey performing their lewd acts, too many times to count.

I knew I didn’t have a chance with her. I was just a nerd. At 19, we were the same age, but she was popular with juniors and seniors, while I struggled to find a date my own age.

Recently, I’d discovered she’d started dating Mike, one of the senior basketball players at our university. He was a 23-year-old huge black guy with big muscles who probably threw her around in bed with one arm. I had a different class with him, but I doubted he knew my name.

I closed my notebook and started to put it in my backpack when I saw that I’d accidentally picked up a test, already scored by our professor, that didn’t belong to me. Instead of my name, Kevin, it said Stacey
 at the top in loopy handwriting.

Was she so stupid that she had forgotten to write her last name?

I couldn’t stop myself from looking at her score. Fucking hell, I thought. She had scored a D. A flush of shame washed over my face. I knew that she wasn’t the brightest student, but it was hard to face an obvious reminder that she was only using me to pass the class.

I was embarrassed that I had let this go on for months: I let her copy my homework answers, I took notes for her when she skipped class, and I pretty much completed all our labs alone, while she sat across the room without looking at me, always on her phone, probably texting her black boyfriend.

I knew all of that, but I still craved her attention. “Stacey!” I yelled down the hallway, where I could still see her pert, jean-clad ass walking away. The hallway was nearly empty, but I could tell she hadn’t heard me. I started to pump my legs and arms, running towards her.

“You forgot your test,” I started to say, close enough to tap her shoulder when I dropped the test paper and slipped on it like a complete klutz.

In slow motion, I vaguely saw her turning to look at me before I felt a sharp pain on the back of my head and everything went dark.

If I dreamed of anything, it was an intoxicating smell, the touch of gentle hands, and the feeling of soft lips on mine.

“Are you okay?”

My eyes blinked open. Stacey’s beautiful face was hovering sparse inches above my own.

“Are you okay?” She repeated, her enormously full, bee-stung lips pouting.

“Yeah! Yeah, I’m just peachy. It’s weird, my head doesn’t hurt at all, but I know I went down hard…”

“Yeah?” She said finally, after continuing to stare at me like she was expecting a command. “What are you waiting for?”

She kept looking intently at me, almost frightening in her intensity. Her eyes scanned the length of my body until pausing, miraculously, on my crotch. “Am I supposed to read your mind? Can I suck your cock or not?”

My eyes widened. “What the fuck are you talking about?”

She rolled her eyes as if talking to me was the most boring experience of her life. “I have to go to class, so if you want me to suck your cock, we have to get started now.”

She arched her back, her large breasts heaving over the cups of her bra, exposed by her shirt like a true slut. She brought her hands up to cup her tits over the silky fabric. “Maybe you want to use these girls instead?”

That got me to sit up in a hurry, if only to tug my shirt down over the erection I was developing as I watched her lewd, teasing display. “You’re talking about giving me a blowjob?”

“Duh.” Her hand was on the zip of my jeans before I could say another word. I felt my blood rushing in my head, and the most startled approximation of arousal surged through my body that I had ever felt. I was awestruck that my sexy lab partner had her hands on me, zipping my pants down, and now pulling my cock out through the flap of my boxers.

Fuck! I was fully hard now, and it felt like my entire mind was throbbing in her delicate hands. What kind of paranormal universe was I in?

“Is it, like, okay if I suck you?”

I nodded frantically. It was extremely unlikely that this was all a prank like I had first suspected.  I mean, Stacey was literally jerking me off now! I didn’t care that we were still in the hallway of the university chemistry building, because I doubted that I would I get a chance to have a hot bimbo asking to give me a blowjob ever again in my life. I knew I had to roll with whatever strange luck I had going for me right now. Whatever was happening, I wasn’t going to question it any further.

She didn’t even smile. Instead, as soon as I nodded, she licked her palm, sexy pink tongue darting out, and gripped the base of my cock as if she were reaching out for a pencil to use to take notes during class.

She was acting like it was totally normal to be jerking me off in this semi-public space.

As the blonde kept pumping me, I wondered selfishly if she had changed her mind and a handjob was all that I was going to get. Not that I was complaining, I mean, she had some really good techniques, I just wasn’t sure if she remembered that she had offered her oral talents, too.

I was afraid to say anything in case she changed her mind. Instead I forced myself to memorize the hot sensations I was experiencing, and the image of how her dexterous fingers, adorned with gaudy pink nail polish, looked wrapped around my cock.

Stacey didn’t seem super horny or anything, yet here she was offering me her body for my pleasure. Oddly, her casual attitude was starting to turn me on. She had a look of perfunctory concentration as she stroked me: mildly interested, but also mildly bored. It made me horny.

I imagined her putting on a salivating, bitch-in-heat act like the porn stars I usually favored, but I decided I preferred the normal, bored attitude she had right now. It made the whole experience seem more real. She might look like an adult actress with her bimbo body and face, but she hadn’t cared about me before now, so it would be stupid for her to suddenly beg for my cock like an overacting pornstar.

So maybe all I had to do was ask.  “Can you start sucking me?” The request came out of my mouth before I thought it through. Shit, did I ruin it? Is she mad? Is she going to blue-ball me?


My panic was unwarranted. Stacey murmured, “Of course,” and easily positioned herself between my legs after dragging my pants and underwear off.

I held my breath when I felt her settling in, her face so close to my cock I could feel her hot breath over my thighs.

When she licked me for the first time, I swore and had to clench my pelvic muscles to stop myself from getting too close to orgasm too quickly. Her tongue was velvet soft and the visual image of her perfect, pretty face turned me on more than anything. Her green eyes were focused downward, paying sole attention to my cock, and my ego had never felt more swollen, either.

My cock stood up hard and rigid; I didn’t have the body of a wrestler or athlete, but I knew I was more than average below the waist, and I loved how Stacey’s little tongue took a long time to lick me all the way from base to head.

Her tongue licked my balls, dangling full and heavy with cum. I hadn’t blown a load in a few days, saving up for a marathon jerk session, but this was impossibly better than doing it by myself.

Just when I was about to make a polite request for her to put her mouth around me in addition to her tongue, I felt her puckered lips suck the head of my cock, like she was anticipating my needs. I immediately felt precum leaking out of my cock and groaned when she licked it with the tip of her tongue before swallowing. She went down on me halfway before pausing to accommodate the available space in her mouth and pulling off.

She started to suck me with a slow rhythm, still only going down halfway, but I wasn’t complaining at all. Her pink, full lips looked like they were injected with collagen as she bruised them on the length of my big cock. Her mouth had the ideal amount of suction, and I thrust my hips up briefly, unable to help myself.

I had to see my whole cock in her throat, and she wasn’t going to get there without a little wordless encouragement.

She choked and blinked rapidly a few times, but didn’t pull away. I watched her take a deep breath in through her nose, and then she was forcing herself to keep taking cock in her throat.

I grinned and folded my arms behind my head. I had a great view this way, her cleavage on display, her tight ass squirming in her jeans. I wondered if she was wet, and what kind of panties she had on. I wondered if I had the power to make the experience even more pleasurable and decided to test my hypothesis.

“Would you mind taking your shirt off?”

Stacey pulled off my cock gasping, her tongue lolling out of her sexy mouth. “Oh yeah, sorry about not doing that sooner. I know guys like to see my big tits when I suck their dicks.”

She pulled her red tank top over her head, revealing the largest pair of breasts I’d ever seen in person. Her bra had to be a push-up. The way it lifted and separated her jiggling titflesh was nothing short of miraculous.

“Fuck yeah,” I said, and a mild look of appreciation passed over her face in response before she continued to suck me.

Her breasts were now nestled between my thighs, and I could feel them moving with the now-rapid movements of her head bobbing up and down like a spring. Swollen with blood flow, her lips felt like pillows around my cock.

I ached with anticipation. A girl had never let me cum in her mouth before, but I was pretty sure that Stacey was down for anything and everything.

The enthusiasm of her mouth, supplanted by her lithe hand, did seem at odds with the slightly bored expression she still wore. But it made me horny to think that she was so used to giving out blowjobs that it was a little boring for her.

What if she did this kind of thing every day, happy and more than willing to let me or whoever use her? I smirked and wondered if her strong, basketball player boyfriend knew about her extracurricular activities, if his dark cock could fuck her throat as well as mine was now.

She was almost all the way down on my cock when I gave another sharp thrust into the tight, constrictive wetness and moaned when I saw her lips meet my pelvis. She had my entire large, thick cock in her mouth and throat.

Her eyes watered with the pressure, and one hand came up to clutch at my thigh, her shiny cotton candy nails splayed out on my pale skin, grasping for me.

I wasn’t much of a dirty talker, but I couldn’t help myself from praising her. “Good girl, that feels fucking amazing.”

Stacey paused and pulled off. Her voice was hoarse when she spoke. “Thanks,” she said quizzically, confused why I was complimenting her. “I have a lot of practice.”

I chuckled. “It shows.” I felt like I had entered the world of a male fantasy science fiction novel, where all women gave fantastic blowjobs.

She went back to deepthroating me with single-minded devotion, her puffy lips smacking against my abdomen each time she took me all the way down, an endless fountain of pleasure.

Her expression was so vacant, like her brain had left her body and she was only a tool for pleasure, a hot mouth and wet tongue whose purpose was to serve me. I almost felt guilty for objectifying her in my head, but how could I not when she was sucking me with this insane fervor?

It felt like this was my reward for months of helping her cheat her way through passing organic chemistry while she ignored me.

Now she was blowing me and I barely had to ask for it from her; she was acting like the slut I’d always secretly hoped she was, her actions finally matching her bimbo appearance.

With that thought I felt my abs contracting with insistent pressure, my orgasm imminent. Her hungry mouth slurped me down when I warned her that I was about to cum, amazed that she kept up her quick rhythm, her mouth treating me to a world-class blowjob experience.

When her beautiful green eyes looked up at me and I felt my cockhead pressing against the back of her throat, I felt a surge of power as I starting cumming down her tight little throat.

She blinked and I felt her throat convulse with the first spurt of cum, struggling to swallow. She recovered nicely as I continued to thrust in her mouth, more cum spilling out of my big, hard cock, and I felt her swallow as much as I heard her gulp it down noisily.

I breathed heavily, winded by the strength of my orgasm.

I halfway expected myself to wake up from a wet dream with spoiled sheets, but here I was still lying here with this gorgeous girl cleaning my cock. Her tongue gently caressed the sides of my cock, laying even lighter touches to the head, making sure her mouth received every last trace of cum that I‘d produced.

I was sensitive, but the facts that I hadn’t cum in a few days and that my wildest fantasy was coming true right in front of my eyes meant that my cock remained rigid, not coming down from full mast.

Instead of feeling tired, Stacey’s perverse attention to my dick made me want more. I wanted to see how far this would go.

I put my hand on her head, her blonde locks soft between my fingers, and stroked her scalp. She gave me the same vaguely confused look as earlier when I’d told her she was a good girl, like she was confused why I was touching her, why I was paying any attention to her other than as a sex object.

Was I living in a backwards universe? This was the exact opposite of how our relationship, or lack thereof, had proceeded on all previous occasions. The confusion on her face made her look extremely dumb, as she blinked her eyes widely at me.

“You’re still hard,” she told me.

“That’s because of your sexy body,” I dared to tell her. She made no reaction. “Your tits are so hot, I wish I could feel them milking me.”

She yawned placidly, starting to speak before her mouth had closed. “Yeaaah, that’s why I asked you earlier. Well, I’ll get started then.” She huffed, but I saw her start to reach around her back, fumbling for the clasp of her bra.

My cock twitched with anticipation.

When she unclasped her bra, it was like unleashing a landslide. Her large, bountiful breasts spilled out, bouncing with natural jiggle. I gaped openly, my jaw dropping. Her tits were touching my legs, and I felt my body frizzle with sweet wonder, amazed that I could experience her heaving chest in the flesh.

Her hands came up to the sides of her chest, barely able to contain one breast in each hand, and in slow-motion, mindless with pleasure, I watched her position herself and start to push her boobs together, sandwiching my cock.

My erection, which had barely flagged, seemed to get even harder, more urgent and swollen.

“Can you spit on it?”

She nodded, the serene look of boredom back on her face, even as she released a thin trail of drool from her bee-stung lips, aimed perfectly for the head of my cock.

I watched with barely contained glee as the spit slid down my cock, the perfect lubricant when she started to move her bimbo breasts up and down.

I immediately knew that I would never forget how Stacey looked in that moment, her juicy breasts performing a intoxicating ritual on my cock, an inexorable rhythm that had me at the edge of torturous pleasure right from the beginning. I’d wanted to see her breasts for months, hoping to just get a glimpse, and now she was unconcernedly titfucking me for real.

I thrust up into her tits to see if she would have any reaction at all, but her bored demeanor didn’t change in the slightest.

It was hot how she barely looked my face, her attention drifting to the closed doors of classrooms, or the floor or ceiling, occasionally checking back to see how I was doing, but in contrast her breasts couldn’t get enough of my cock, enveloping it with enthusiasm with every motion.

The feeling of it was nothing to ignore, either. Her plump breasts had the creamiest feeling as I thrust into them, similar to a pussy. If I thought more about her pussy right now I was going to cum too soon, so I forced myself to focus on her sexy face with its vacant expression, or her huge titflesh working me methodically.

Not that it lessened my arousal to do those things, but since I had to be hurtling towards orgasm full-throttle, I knew I should focus on the sensations I was actually experiencing.

Her tongue darted out to lick the head of my cock on the next thrust up through her massive cleavage.

Fuck, it was a good thing I had just cum, or that would have put me over the edge fast.

She tilted her head down and started using her mouth whenever my cock plunged through the smooth valley of her big bimbo tits, applying the neatest suction to my swollen head, making me ache for her.

“Keep going,” I said. “You want me to cum again for you?”

She shrugged as much as she could, a small jerk of her shoulders that made her breasts bounce even higher on the next thrust, jiggling up towards her chin.

“If you want. Um, not to be rude, but do you think you can use someone else for a while after you cum again? I have homework to do.” She chewed her lip like she was debating something.

I laughed audaciously in her face, no longer afraid to talk to her. “I’ll do your homework for you. Don’t worry about it.”

Her face lit up. It was the most excited I’d seen her ever, her eyebrows arching and dimples showing up at the sides of her mouth.

“Wow! Seriously? Oh my god, I am so sorry if I was rude, I totally have all the time in the world now. So just tell me, do you want to fuck my pussy or my ass?” Her breasts continued to squeeze me, never faltering in rhythm.

“What a fucking reward,” I said, more to myself than to her.

If only I’d been getting this top shelf girl on my dick all along in exchange for doing her homework, if only all the girls I tutored and helped cheat had given me their pussies as payment, I would have been drowning in more sex than I could handle.

Whatever universe I had fallen into, I never wanted to leave. “Pussy. Definitely pussy.”

She pounded her breasts up and down a few more times, her face returning to its former placid expression, before she pulled away, tits glistening with her own spit and my precum.

“Missionary? Doggy? Cowgirl?” She perched on her knees, waiting for my command. “I’m free to use, so please take my willing body however you want.”

I felt my arousal kick into an even higher gear at her blatant, slutty proposal. Free to use whenever I wanted, and she was into it? Is that what this was? I approved wholeheartedly.

“Let’s go for standing doggy.”

“That’s one of my favorites,” she said calmly, as if she were telling me about her favorite flavor of ice cream or how the weather looked outside.

Sex was so casual to her; it was crazy. We stood up from the floor and she unzipped her tight jeans, peeling them off her body with rote movements, not at all staged or teasing, until they were an unfolded pile on the floor.

She was wearing red lace panties, covering up what I wanted to see the most. Those quickly joined her jeans. I drank in the sight of her toned, tan legs, leading up to the most incredible heart-shaped ass that stuck out marvelously when she leaned over and placed her hands on the wall. I remembered that our chemistry classroom was just down the hallway, but I didn’t care.

I stroked myself looking at her round ass, perfectly taut and curvy. I swallowed thickly. I had wished I could get even one solid grope of that ass, clothes on, for months, and now I was about to fuck her with nothing in between us.

I wanted to spank her and watch her flesh ripple and bounce back, absolutely made for a tough pounding.

Then I remembered: I could do whatever I wanted! I had never been an entitled person, so it was easy to forget that I seemed to have all the power now. But if I wanted to slap that ass, I should go ahead and do it.

So, I drew my hand back, my palm itching for contact, and threw her a nice, solid spank over her right ass cheek.

My cock jerked when I touched her, and her large ass did ripple and jiggle, plumper and hotter than I could have ever imagined. She made a staccato noise but no other response, seeming hardly affected.

Emboldened, I spanked her a few more times, graduating to use both hands.

Fuck, I needed to feel that ass on my dick. With difficulty, I stopped spanking her and stepped close enough that my dick was resting between her ass cheeks. I felt hard enough to cut diamonds.

I thrust a few times between her large creamy cheeks, groaning at how warm and soft she felt. I wondered how aroused she was, if any of this was getting her off, and decided I had to check.

I ran one of my hands over her flat abs, then dipped lower to finger her clit, pleased to find the little nub hard and perky, before I finally reached her pussy.

I grinned when I touched her hot, pink folds, finding my fingers getting wetter the more I explored her. I could almost smell her, a hot, female scent that intensified when I played with her clit with one hand and her pussy with the other.

“Mm, that feels good,” she said, her voice flat and betraying none of her little pussy’s arousal. “But you totally don’t have to do that, y’know. You can just put it in.”

It drove me crazy to hear her speak so casually. Maybe I could have put my cock inside her all the time since school started and she would have just spread her legs and taken it like a hot fuckdoll.

I stopped thrusting my shaft between her ass cheeks and gripped myself by the base, bending my legs to aim the head of my cock at the bright pink of her glistening pussy.

I couldn’t believe my life. I was about to fuck this girl, the hottest bimbo I’d ever seen in college, and she was going to love it.

Her hands were braced against the wall, providing good counterpoint when I parted her folds with my cock and pushed inside her. I went slowly, savoring each small moment as my cock dove into her warm, tight wetness.

She was squeezing me with her pussy as I went in, I could tell, trying to maximize my pleasure.

I could almost hear my heartbeat in my ears, all of my senses dialed up to one hundred, focused solely on this beautiful blonde bimbo as I penetrated her for the first time.

At last, my entire length was sheathed inside her. I gripped her hips with my hands roughly and gave an experimental thrust.

She said nothing, so I shoved in all the way again, and again, beginning a steady rhythm. Her pussy gripped me tighter than my hand had ever done it.

As for her reaction, from my perspective it was kind of like thrusting into a real-life fleshlight. She stared blankly at the wall, unconcerned with my movements. I slapped her ass again and felt her pussy instinctively clench down on me upon impact, a nice bonus sensation.

“Stacey?”

All my blood ran cold. I recognized the deep male voice that was coming from behind me. My hands and mouth froze, and I was unable to respond.

Yet, my hips kept thrusting into Stacey’s little pussy. I just couldn’t help it, my brain just wasn’t succeeding in transmitting the right signals to the rest of my body.

Now that my cock had finally experienced Stacey’s hot snatch, it wasn’t going to leave without a fight.

Not even when her boyfriend, the muscular basketball player, was standing right behind us.

I dared to turn my head over my shoulder and there he was. Mike’s dark, muscular body formed an imposing silhouette, blocking out the dying light from the windows as the sun slowly sank into the evening. He was wearing his basketball uniform, probably just getting off practice for the day.

I felt my entire body coiled tight like a spring, anticipating him punching me or knocking me out cold for daring to fuck his prized girlfriend.

What happened next utterly surprised me.

“Stacey, how’s it goin’?” He snapped his fingers after walking close enough to see her face. “Knew I recognized yo’ ass!” He cracked a laugh, and I started to breathe again.

Maybe everyone was different now, now just Stacey?

My mouth started blabbering before I could stop myself. My curiosity got the better of me, and I had to know. “You’re not mad?”

“Why would I be mad?” Mike said. He stepped closer, right next to me, his rugged features coming into focus. “You mean at Stace’ here? Man, I guess she’s late for our date, but I ain’t worried. She’s always getting stopped left and right wherever she goes, I mean look at her! What a hot piece of ass.”

Stacey tilted her head. “Oh, hiya Mike.”

“Who’s your friend?”

“He’s… Um… Uh…”

“I’m in your organic chemistry class,” I prompted her helpfully. My thrusts became a little more unleashed, and I clenched my fingers around her hips with more force. Did she really not know my name?

“Oh!” Stacey said, smiling proudly. “I remember. He’s my lab partner.”

Wow, she was either really stupid or had truly never given a shit about me. I clenched my jaw. It was probably a combination of both.

“Damn, he gotta be fucking you real good, girl. You only squeal like that when you’re into it.”

“His cock is big,” Stacey said in a flat voice, as if that explained everything about her current position.

It made me crazy horny to hear her talking about me to her boyfriend like I wasn’t even there while I fucked her from behind.

I kept pounding into the grip of her tight slit, eyes focused on her reddened entryway, when I suddenly heard Mike moving around. When I looked, I felt my pace stutter.

Mike had taken his dick out of his basketball shorts. His erection stood up proudly, a dark, thick line curving up from a thick mass of black hair, barely peeking out over the line of his elastic shorts.

Comparing size, I guessed that we were about the same, before I averted my eyes.

It didn’t matter. I was the one fucking her now, and he was watching with a hard dick as I fucked his bimbo girlfriend.

“Mouth?” Mike said.

“What, sorry?” I asked. He ignored me, and I felt myself blushing when I realized that he hadn’t been talking to me.

“Yeah, duhh,” said Stacey. She let go of the wall and turned towards Mike.

I was forced to accommodate her movements as she shifted, until she was bent at the waist at a ninety-degree angle, her face at a perfect height to taste Mike’s cock.

Her pert lips opened in a perfect O to swallow his dark meat, and Mike groaned, “Fuuuuck yeah, bitch.”

I just kept fucking her like our lives depended on it.

Her pussy gripped me even tighter, her walls clinging desperately to the length of my cock every time I tried to pull out, a dripping wet clench that made my balls tight and my head almost dizzy.

I put my hand on her back, smooth and sweat-slick, and marveled at how every thrust of my cock back into her made her sink down on Mike’s thick black cock. Her mouth made loud slurping noises.

I got over the shock of Mike’s participation and started to relish the idea that we were both using Stacey’s body like a fuckdoll.

She was free to use. That was all there was to it, and I was surprised at how easy it was for me to accept that.

No longer afraid that other guys might pass by and see us, I imagined them joining in, using her bimbo body to fulfill their most primal needs along with me and Mike. Her voluptuous curves suited a gangbang, I decided. Certainly, she was hot and experienced enough to take care of at least five dicks at once.

Mike moaned, “You’re gonna make me cum, you hot bitch,” and his hips rocked faster into her mouth.

I heard her gagging and choking and I grinned, realizing I was going to last longer in her pussy than Stacey’s black boyfriend was in her mouth. 

The basketball player pulled out of her sweet sucking mouth suddenly and his hand moved fast on his cock.

His cum splashed over her forehead, a few ropes before one thick line was overshooting and landing over her back. He grunted like a caveman while he was shooting his load, leaving his last drops of creamy whiteness on her tongue.

His dark, muscled hand stroked through Stacey’s blonde hair as he rode it out, his basketball jersey soaked in sweat.

Mike stepped away, drawing up his shorts again, and asked her if she was ready for their date.

“Yeah, like I think he’s close to being done. Right?” She tilted her head to look at me with a bored, blank expression on her face.

It contrasted nicely with the massive load of cum that Mike had deposited on her eyelashes, forehead, cheeks and lips. I nodded with glee, spanking her hot ass.

After a minute or so my balls drew up tighter, ready to release another load already. I felt her pussy clench down on me like a vice, maximizing the tightness I felt each and every time I thrust in and out of her.

She was going to make me cum so hard, unraveling my control. Stacey’s body was nothing but an object that Mike and I were using for our male pleasure, and her silly mind was good for nothing else.

Looking at the thick rope of Mike’s cum on her back sent me over the edge. This slut was so ripe and ready for my sperm, and with a final thrust, I forced the full length of my long cock inside her and started to cum deep in her hot little cunt.

Her pussy clenched around me and I wondered if she was cumming too, but I didn’t really give a shit. This was about my
 orgasm, this was about shooting my load so hard inside this slut that was free to use for any man.

I could barely believe she was the same stupid lab partner I’d lusted after for months who had never given me the time of day, and now I was using her as a literal cumdump.

I rode her hard until all my cum was milked out of my body, my second load of the day no less intense than my first.

After an eternity, I started to catch my breath. Her walls continued to spasm around me, but slower and slower until she stopped trembling entirely.

I was reluctant to withdraw, but with my cock softening I couldn’t stay inside her forever.

With a slurping noise, I withdrew my hips until her pussy released my cock, hot and covered in cum.

“Ohmygod! Let me clean that up for you,” Stacey squealed. She had turned to face me and knelt on the ground before I knew what was happening, grasping my sensitive cock in both her hands.

She used her mouth to clean my cock off, swallowing her own cunt juices and my drying cum. Her cheeks were red with the exertion she had just performed, getting spitroasted by two guys: Her black boyfriend and her nerdy lab partner.

I saw a stream of thick cum seeping out of her hole, dripping on the floor of the hallway.

I could almost smell it in the air. It was a naughty, dirty sight.

She finished cleaning me up quickly and Mike handed her her clothes. They started walking away like nothing had happened, and I was left alone, awestruck.

If I followed them, would they explain more of my questions? Were all girls like Stacey here, in this weird alternate universe? Or was Stacey the only one I could fuck?

As I started walking towards the pair, I had another unlucky moment. I slipped in the pool of my own cum and lost my balance, falling to the floor with my arms pinwheeling. Not again…


I woke up this time with all my clothes on.

This time, two college girls were bent over me, but both of them were fully dressed, and neither of them was Stacey. One was a short, stacked Asian girl I thought I recognized from my dorm, and the other was a sexy brunette with glasses.

“Are you okay?” One of them asked.

I said nothing, feeling disoriented. I pushed myself off the floor and stood up. My head ached, but I brushed the two girls off, seeing Stacey’s ass retreating down the hallways.

“Stacey!” I yelled, and I started running towards her, careful not to trip this time. “Stacey!” I ran faster, knowing I would make it this time.

She still didn’t hear me, but I had caught up to her at last. Using all the confidence I’d gained from freely fucking her tight little orifices, I tapped her shoulder.

“Yes?” She said.

I gulped. That was the same bored expression she’d worn whenever she looked at me, except now I’d just been trained to associate that sexy, vacant look with readily available sex from her hot mouth, huge tits, and tight little pussy whenever I wanted.

“I’m not going to help you cheat anymore. Also, you forgot your test results.”

She took them from me with two pink manicured fingers and walked away without saying anything.

Strangely empowered, I grinned. My legs felt like jelly, like I’d really just blown two loads in rapid succession. I just had to hope that I could find my way back to the free-use universe, someday, somehow.




Free To Use: Black Bimbo Booty


Book 2 of the
 FreeUse College
 Series



I couldn't stop daydreaming about my hot, sensual encounter with Stacey, my college lab partner.

Her stupid, vacant expression when she sucked me off. Her soft, huge bimbo tits and her tight pussy.

How her slutty pink lips had looked stretched around her black boyfriend's cock while I used her wet, willing cunt.

It had been a week since I had mysteriously been thrown into an alternate reality world where my dumb lab partner was willing and open to having sex with me in any and every position… 

Since then, I couldn't stop thinking about how amazingly erotic it felt to have her body bend to my every desire. I fantasized about it when I jacked off, gripping my hard cock until it was raw, in a poor approximation of a woman's warm cunt.

But it wasn't only Stacey that I had me jerking off every night in my dorm room, ridden with sweat. Instead, all kinds of beautiful, sexy college sluts drifted through my mind, their limpid eyes beckoning me closer, teasing their huge tits through their co-ed tops.

They bent over at the waist when I told them I wanted to fuck them, there to obey my every desire.

Fuck, there were so many girls I saw at my university every day that needed to get the full treatment of my cock.

In my head I had a name for the world that I'd magically dropped into that fateful day: the freeuse universe. The fantasy of this universe where all women happily served men was occupying my mind, invading my dreams at night and my thoughts during the day.

For instance, right now: I was in a huge lecture hall, and I was supposed to be learning about applied mathematics. I didn't need to pay attention, to be honest; I'd already taught myself most of the material for fun, like a true nerd.

Instead, I could zone out, making myself horny as hell thinking about at all the hot women that surrounded me. The warm temperature of the room had a strange, magnifying effect on my libido.

This was a class of three hundred people, so there was an abundance of gorgeous girls to look at.

Three, however, stood out to me. They were the girls I most wanted to see naked. Naturally, they all looked like bimbos, my favorite type of woman.

In the row in front of me, there was a pretty black girl with long hair down her back. That wasn't her best asset, though. I was sitting behind her for one reason only: to watch her large, thick ass when she stood up.

Whether she was wearing a skirt or tight jeans, no article of clothing could hide how amazing the fat bulge of her ass was, plump at the bottom and curving upwards, leading to a tight waist.

Even more miraculous was the fact that her ass was matched in volume by a pair of huge, natural bimbo breasts.

Professor Jones, standing at the front of the lecture hall, was actually pretty hot, too. Sure, in her thirties she might not have the same tight pussy to compete with the tight nineteen-year-olds in the classroom, but she had a great pair of tits bulging out of her white sweater.

If she wasn't a college professor, she easily could have starred as a MILF porn bimbo.

She was always dressed prim and proper, but the bright red lipstick she wore was an enticing tease.

Then there was the sexy brunette with glasses sitting next to me. In her cropped, tight pink shirt and cutoff jean shorts, she was a delicious number.

Her glasses, perched on the tip of her nose, made me wonder what her face would look like with cum on it.

I could nearly smell her florid perfume, and the lurid scent was turning me on. Her large, bimbo tits made her pink shirt stretch tight across her chest.

Like a tease, she never showed cleavage.

From her tight abs, I guessed she was possibly an intercollegiate athlete. But she wasn't paying any attention to me; instead, she kept exchanging flirty looks with the Latino athlete sitting next to her.

I'd perused the rows as much as I could in the months I'd sat bored in class, and I'd finally decided that these three, the black girl, the brunette with glasses, and the big titted professor were the most cock-stiffening pieces of ass in the room.

Naturally, they were the ones who most resembled seductive, porny bimbos.

I wanted to fuck the black girl and the brunette while they sat in their chairs and tried to study, hands failing to type any words on their laptops, and in the professor's case, I wanted to fuck her lecture out of her while she tried to teach the class. Thinking about bending her over the chalkboard while she used the wood pointer was starting to cause my cock to plump up.

I struggled to cover my burgeoning erection with my shirt. The brunette girl sitting next to me shifted in her chair, looking sideways at me. I froze, hoping that she didn't notice what I was doing.

But she didn't glare at me or anything, so it probably meant nothing.

It was so freaking hot in the classroom. This was one of the oldest buildings at the college, and modern air conditioning was not something that had been added into this one, which was a crying shame.

The black girl in front of me had taken out a folder and was using it to fan herself, her sexy dark hair blowing off her shoulders.

The hot air made me feel faint. I closed my eyes for a second, willing myself to stay awake.

That proved a difficult task, and I felt my head uncontrollably bob forward once, then twice. I wished that I could take a nap.

My overheated brain had the crazy thought that I should just get up and leave, go home and fuck my hand while thinking about the hot bimbos that surrounded me. It was an enticing thought, but I knew that I couldn't risk my promising academic career over a prospective orgasm.

I clenched my jaw and forced my eyes open again.

What I saw next was utterly astonishing.

My eyes went wide when I saw the condition of the lecture hall. It was a small change on some level, but huge in another way.

The black girl in front of me had her shirt off, and was sitting only in her bra and skirt. I craned my head forward, trying to see her cleavage, but the angle was wrong.

I didn't mind too much, guessing that she had to turn around at some point. Until then, I had a lot more to look at.

This was because a lot of my classmates were now partially undressed.

The brunette next to me unfortunately wasn't one of them. But the muscled Latino athlete on the other side of her was shirtless, showing off his well-built chest.

Other guys had their shirts off too, all types of bodies on display: Dumb jocks with barrel chests, hairy fraternity bros, lithe male swimmers, and pale nerds like me whose chests never saw the sun.

Of course, I was more interested in the girls.

Tits were out everywhere. Small to large, drooping to barely-there, round and flat chests.

They jiggled and moved enticingly, some encased in bras, others roaming free, as the girls typed at their laptops or hurriedly scribbled notes in their books, as if it was completely normal to be half-undressed.

It was like a paradise, and I wasn't the only one distracted. I saw a couple in the first row groping each other, the guy's hands all over his blonde girlfriend's small, perky tits.

I grinned. I wondered if this was the same alternate universe where I'd fucked Stacey, or if I had magically traveled to a different one.

My head was reeling like I'd woken up from a dream. I couldn't believe this was happening again.

The professor struck the board with her pointer, causing all of us to jump.

"Pay attention!" She said. "I know it's hot in here, but if the heat is distracting you, please feel free to take off your shirts or other articles of clothing. We have a lot of material to get through today, so let's all try to concentrate."

My jaw dropped.

Her provocative speech reminded me how hot the room was, so I took off my shirt routinely. I let out a sigh of relief, feeling much better, my shirt no longer sticking to my chest.

I knew my body didn't measure up to some of the bigger jocks in the room, but with the societal acceptance of partial nudity I didn't feel as out of place as I'd thought I might.

I could definitely feel my cock starting to harden again, forming a sizeable bulge in the crotch of my jeans.

The couple near the front were still making out excitedly. I didn't think the girl was that hot, personally, but her enthusiasm for sticking her tongue down this guy's throat was hot.

I couldn't see where their hands were. If I wanted to grope myself here, I didn't know if that would be permissible, so I kept looking for a sign.

It was easy to imagine that they had their hands down each other's pants, but hard to see with how the table their laptops were on was positioned.

"Professor Jones!"

Someone raised his voice from one of the middle rows. I scanned the room, looking for him, but couldn't identify him in the midst of hundreds of co-eds. His voice was clear, and carried well, but his tone was definitely not insistent or rude.

"Professor, would you mind removing your sweater?"

Professor Jones looked up, her perfectly red lips parting in surprise. "Of course!" She said, as if she'd never heard of a better idea in her life. "Why, I'm surprised that no one asked me sooner."

She crossed her arms over her front and pulled her heavy sweater over her head, revealing large tits encased perilously in a leopard-print bra.

Her bimbo breasts swung pendulously as she leaned over to put her sweater on the speaker's podium. She unclipped the small mic from the sweater and put it on the strap of her bra.

"Can you still hear me?" She asked politely.

The lecture hall responded with murmurs of agreement, and with that, the lesson resumed.

Not that I was paying any small part of my attention to applied math.

My mind was lost to the world of erotic fantasy. My professor's big tits, the black girl in front of me who still hadn't turned around, the still-clothed brunette with glasses sitting next to me.

The three hottest women in the room, displaying the ultimate sexual availability.

Finally, my curiosity and rock-hard erection got the best of me.

"Hey, ‘scuse me," I called down to the black girl in the row below.

She turned obediently, her waist a beautiful, small curve when she twisted her arm around the back of the chair and did a half-turn to face me.

"Yes?"

I felt my breathing speed up like I'd just run a marathon.

Her dark breasts were absolutely massive.

They looked soft and womanly, curving into the cups of her lime green bra. The gorgeous, brown color of her perfect skin stood out against the pale straps of her bra.

I needed to have my cock between her breasts.

Suddenly, I saw the positions of the couple in the front row change. The girl moved out of her seat and I saw her kneel in front of her boyfriend.

No one in the lecture hall except me seemed shocked by this at all.

Even the professor had no reaction.

It was like a lightning bolt opening my mind, and I immediately felt powerful again, just like I had in the hallway a week ago, fucking Stacey's bee-stung lips.

So this really was a world where men could just fuck women when they pleased, and women were willing and happy to please them.

"Did you need something?" The black girl called up to me, blinking her big eyes stupidly, like she was confused about something.

Heady with anticipation, I decided to take a chance.

I quickly asked her name, so I would feel a little less weird. Give her some individuality in my mind, right?

"Alisha."

"Alisha, would you mind giving me a titfuck?"

Instantly, she uncrossed her long, toned legs and started to stand up. "Yeah, sounds cool. I thought our class was making an effort to concentrate more on the lesson and less on sex, since most of us are failing, but I'm totally happy to get a break. It's not like I understand what's going on, anyways."

She made her way towards my row efficiently, while other students pulled in their chairs to let her pass through.

She knelt in front of me with assurance, as if she felt completely natural in this position. The floor couldn't be that comfortable, but she had absolutely no complaints.

I couldn't wait for what was coming next.

Her hands went around her back to unclasp her bra. I saw the exact moment when the bra hooks separated from each other and the front started to fall to the floor.

Her bra dropped to the floor of the classroom, in front of hundreds of people. Her bountiful, plush breasts came spilling out, the mountains of titflesh jiggling like gelatin.

My cock got even stiffer, and I licked my lips.

Alisha unzipped my jeans with ease, taking my dick out of my boxers with no pretense. It sprung out, pointing towards my stomach. I was rock-hard, and a little bead of precum had formed at the slit of my cockhead.

My jeans were making it hard for her to get between my knees, so she worked them down my legs along with my boxers.

I was half-naked in class and no one was taking a second look at me except for this black bimbo. This was like my wildest fantasy coming true, again.

Alisha didn't bother to touch the precum and wedged herself between my spread knees. Her hands came up to her breasts, and she slipped them around my big cock.

Her tits stroked my dick enthusiastically, even though her face showed only concentration, perhaps little interest.

I didn't care, living only for the incredible feeling of her smooth breasts. It felt like my cock was pushing into a well-lubed pussy.

She drooled messily on the tip of my cock, using her own hot spit as lubrication. Her swollen lips, pale pink and shiny with gloss, still hadn't touched my cock.

I knew that if I wanted to, she would suck me, but for now I was just enjoying the pleasure of her tits alone.

I'd spent months dreaming about fucking this girl, and now she was willing and available for my cock anytime.

I wondered if there were any limits on the acts I could ask her to do.

Her soft tits were making me so horny, but I didn't want to blow my load just yet. I had a lot left to experience with this prime college slut, and I wasn't even close to done.

Her overflowing breasts stroked me with amazing technique, as if she had been born to do this. I thrust my cock hard into them, feeling every tendon of her neck when a particularly violent thrust overtook her breasts.

She gave me a polite smile and kept going, the bright green nail polish on her hands standing out against the pretty, beautiful color of her skin.

With the face and body she had on her, she could have made millions in the porn industry. But instead, she was studying at my university. It was enough to make me curious.

"What's your major?"

Alisha kept pumping me with her big, bimbo tits. "I haven't totally decided. Like, maybe marine biology?"

It was rare that I had normal conversations with any girl my age, let alone one this sexy.

But with my cock in between her breasts, I felt more confident.

"Cool," I said. "I'm Kevin, by the way."

She nodded, her gaze directed downwards, paying more attention to my thick cock than my face. I felt flattered.

"Hey, can you maybe go slower? You're doing a great job, just... Almost too
 good, if you know what I mean."

"Naturally." It seemed to pain her to say a four-syllable word, but she obeyed me.

The slow tease of her breasts was just as delicious. I thrust into the tight valley, all that dark, smooth flesh feeling hot and creamy and moist with her own spit.

I heard a squeal coming from the front of the classroom.

My attention had been so single-mindedly focused on Alisha that I hadn't looked up in ages. I did so now, and my dick throbbed between her tits with that I saw.

The couple in the first row were now bucking, the blond girl's tiny body barely moving with how hard the guy was gripping her, but she was begging for more.

They weren't the only ones.

Somehow, at least one-third of the people in the classroom were now involved in some kind of sexual act.

I could see people in other rows making out in various states of undress too. Random couples, guys getting blowjobs from multiple girls, it was all happening, right here, right now.

Most shocking of all, there was a senior guy, who wore the letters of a fraternity on his shirt, up at the front of the classroom. He was standing behind the professor while she continued to lecture to the class, and he was groping her naked tits.

The professor's voice stuttered every time the frat bro's large hands tweaked her nipples.

It was clear that he wasn't going to be satisfied just with some over and under the bra touching, and to the excitement of every guy in the lecture hall, within moments he had plunged his hands into the cups of her bra and taken out her tits.

Her large breasts swelled out, large and heavy, bursting out of her bra like they were meant to go free. They fell over the band of her bra. Now it was supporting nothing at the moment, just the wrapping on a lewd, dirty present.

I felt my body kick into overdrive, my face feeling hot.

It was almost like being part of a massive orgy, except that all the participants lacked any sense of perversion or abnormality about the sexual experience they were having.

For all of them, it was totally normal, everyday and routine that the guys could fuck the girls at any time.

What's more, a lot of the girls seemed bored, but others seemed to be really, really into getting fucked. The front row blonde was wailing with pleasure when her boyfriend drove in impossibly harder.

The strange thing in this scenario wasn't the girls being used for sex in the classroom; it was the girls who weren't.

More and more guys were joining in, feeling the overall libido of the room rising to match the horribly hot temperature. They stripped their female classmates, who willingly got on their knees and started to suck.

Or they bent over the desks or pragmatically just got on all fours on the ground, knowing what they were going to be used for after all of us college guys saw the appealing tightness of their co-ed pussies.

Which made it strange, almost unreasonable that the brunette girl in glasses sitting next to me had yet to be used.

Her glasses sat primly on her nose, and her straight brown hair tumbled down her back. Her face was very pretty, with a cute nose and an approachable, girl-next-door quality, if you ignored the large, mascara-darkened eyelashes.

To add to her perfect package, her body was basically out of this world. Her large tits added to her bimbo aesthetic, which made it all the more shameful that she still had all her clothes on. Pink, tight lacy top and jean shorts.

I was loving watching this hot black bimbo titfucking my dick like crazy, but with all of the commotion in the classroom, I convinced myself that I needed to reach even further for the stars.

Timidly, I tapped the brunette bimbo sitting next to me on the shoulder. I mimicked the anonymous guy who had made a request of the professor earlier, and asked my own question.

"Would you take your shirt off?" My voice squeaked embarrassingly at the end, but I tried not to care. It wasn't like she would want to refuse me, right?

She tilted her head and blinked widely.

"Only if you kiss me first," she said, and winked a large, blue eye.

My blood ran cold, and I almost forgot about the amazing pair of tits that I was fucking.

Almost, but not quite. Alisha had started using her tongue on me to supplement her tits, and it felt fucking terrific.

I forced myself to remain normal, whatever that meant in this odd, paranormal world.

So what if the brunette girl had made a joke to me instead of immediately doing what I asked with a side helping of blank, staring eyes and obedient smile?

Did that mean there were exceptions to this world?

The Latino athlete sitting two seats down let out a long, appraising whistle. My attention quickly turned to him.

"This bitch give you trouble?" He said, indicating the brunette sitting between us. I noticed that he had a petite Asian girl between his large thighs.

She was sucking him off like a vacuum cleaner. Her mouth was so small, it almost seemed like it was hard for the head of his dick to even breach her soft lips.

"No," the brunette said, with a quick, flirty smile.

She started to take off her pink shirt, revealing a sizeable pair of tits. She looked ready for sex with those big bimbo breasts spilling over the cups of her plain white bra, like water overflowing a creek.

"Are these real?" The Latino guy asked her conversationally.

"No," she said, grinning. A perfect display of pearly white teeth. "I wanted to satisfy men better, so I purchased breast implants."

The Latino guy seemed to accept that pretty well as truth, more interested in the Asian slut sucking him off, but I wasn't fooled. Not this time.

"Are you being sarcastic?" I asked her, groaning with pleasure when Alisha sucked particularly hard on my next thrust up through her cleavage.

Her mouth opened with surprise. "Why would you think that? As if I could lie to you, a man."

I gave her my best deadpan stare, as if I were one of the girls getting fucked in the classroom.

"Try again." I looked at her paper, searching for a name, something to call this brunette minx. But there was nothing that told her identity. "Do I know you from somewhere?"

Her manicured hand flipped her shiny hair over her shoulder. "I might have seen you around. Like in the hallway last week." She winked again.

My breath caught in my throat.

She was the brunette girl who had been leaning over me, checking if I was okay, after my encounter with Stacey!

But... how did she remember that, now that we were in the freeuse world?

All of these thoughts evaporated from my mind when Alisha leaned forward, her tits pumping my cock. Her posture let me see her large, dark ass, and the waistband of her jeans gaped so I could see the naughty little thong that she was wearing.

Even more of a distraction, I saw that the professor was now naked at the front of the classroom.

Needless to say, she was failing to lecture effectively. The frat guy had merely taken his cock out of his pants, and he was rutting into her with animalistic fervor, concentrated only on his own pleasure.

Not to say that Professor Jones wasn't achieving any gratification of her own, if her low and constant moans were anything to go by. She was bent forward, still facing us, and her mic was on the ground in front of her. Every startled noise of wicked pleasure that she made, it all carried through the sound system.

Her large, oversized tits swung back and forth, flopping in rhythm with the guy's thrusts.

My cock twitched within the confines of Alisha's breasts, practically disappearing into the wet mounds of titflesh, and I let out a moan of my own.

Ignoring the brunette next to me, I decided I absolutely needed to take advantage of this situation while I could. Just like last time with Stacey, it was up to me to move this sensual encounter to the next level.

I tapped Alisha on the shoulder and she looked up at me with large, blank eyes, zoned out from all of the commotion in the room.

Maybe it was pleasant to have no thoughts inside her head except how best to serve men. Either way, I had a sexy idea in my head, and I hoped that she'd be willing to go along with it.

"You have a fantastic ass," I said. "You know, I'd love to fuck it."

Alisha took her hands off her breasts, which jiggled on my cock and thighs. She wiped her mouth. "All right, no problem."

She crawled out from between my legs and started to strip methodically.

"Hold on," I said, and then told her how I wanted her to get undressed.

She nodded considerately and then turned around, her jean-clad ass facing me. Slowly, just as I'd asked, she bent over, performing in my own personal strip show.

Her jeans began to slide down her voluptuous thighs. Her ass began to come into view, a wondrous sight. The top was full and round, a lovely shape, and as she inched her jeans down torturously slowly, the bottom half came into view, rounding out into a perfect heart shape.

The only pesky thing was her lime green thong getting in the way.

But that, too, was luxuriously brought down her legs.

What it revealed was a pretty pink pussy, neatly revealed at the angle she was bending over, and framed by dark, smooth skin.

But what caught my attention the most was the tiny wink of her brown asshole, the cherry on the top of a magnificent, sexy package.

It was one of the most erotic things I'd ever seen in my life.

"Nice ass," the brunette girl next to me said. The Latino guy had moved his attentions onto her now, and he was groping her tits.

She was biting her lip, like she was enjoying her breasts being manhandled.

I ignored her and got up from my chair. Alisha was already positioning herself, bending over the small, cramped desk I'd been typing at my laptop on.

Her body was primed for the ultimate pounding.

I was ready for this. I had needed to satisfy my urges to claim bimbo women for ages. My hard cock was wet from precum and Alisha's own saliva.

Just as slowly as she'd stripped for me, I put the tip of my cock to her small asshole and pushed forward. I wasn't inconsiderate; I wanted to make it as enjoyable for her as possible.

Anal. It was something that I'd watched porn stars do many, many times, and I'd done some research of my own, preparing for the day when a girl would let me into her prized backdoor.

That day had finally come. At first it seemed like my cock wouldn't make it inside the tight hole. Her massive ass cheeks enveloped my cock, so I pulled them apart with hands to monitor my progress.

With those delicious, dark cheeks pulled apart, I could see that it was going in. I could feel
 it too, the almost painful squeeze on my cock as her ridged walls started to let me in.

It was an incredible tease.

I held my breath and put a tad more force into my thrust, giving it a push.

It turned out to be just the push that I needed. My cock slid in faster, her ass clenching and unclenching on me, and more and more of my cock disappeared between the fat cheeks of her ass.

Stacey had been the first taste, and Alisha was going to be my second addition to my trophy case of hot, porny women that I'd fucked.

Alisha let out a dumb giggle when I slid home. My thick cock was all sheathed inside her ass, finally.

I pulled out just a little, so I could see my pale cock coming out of her dark ass, and really started fucking her, grabbing her wide, toned hips for extra leverage.

I could smell sex in the air. The majority of male students in the room were fucking the girls now, all combinations of sexual depravity.

I saw a hot double blowjob happening a little to my left, some marching band members that I never would have guessed had that kind of sexual ferocity in them.

When I glanced at the teacher, checking on her progress, I saw that she was still taking the frat boy, but another guy, probably from the same frat judging by the letters on his baseball cap, had joined them for some double penetration action.

They were too far away to see whether they were one in her ass, one in her pussy, or if they were both in her slutty pussy.

It was a testament to how hot Alisha was that I found my full attention torn back to her thick ass on my next thrust.

Uncontrollably, my hand pushed on the small of her back, forcing the fat bubble of her ass to stick out even more.

She eagerly leaned into my touch, with little, breathy noises escaping her mouth.

"You like my big cock in your ass?" I said.

“Um, yeah," she said, clearly trying to keep control but failing. "You're bigger than a lot of the guys that take my ass every day, and it feels so good when you’re pounding me."

"Good slut," I said, grinning at her response. Formerly quiet, her unleashed, uninhibited personality was super horny.

And all it took was a good, hard anal fucking.

After a few minutes, her horny attitude kicked into overdrive.

"Please don't stop fucking me... Keep fucking my big ass! Thank you for choosing to use me! Ahh!"

She cried out when the palm of my hand slammed down on her ass. Her big, fat ass rippled pleasingly, and I felt my arousal growing even hotter, burning to the surface of my skin.

"Dirty bimbo," I said. "Your fat bimbo ass, teasing me... Teasing all us college guys for so long..."

I had no idea what I was saying, but telling her exactly what I thought of her slutty, bimbo body was making me feel even more turned on.

Alisha accepted everything that I threw at her, verbally and physically, as if it was all normal, everyday behavior. In fact, it seemed like guys used her multiple times a day, so of course it made sense that she was used to taking cock like a true professional.

I had something for her, too, to reward her for being such a good girl.

I reached under her body with an unpracticed hand and thumbed her clit.

Her reaction was instantaneous and gratifying. She squealed in a high-pitched tone that told me how good it felt when I did that.

Feeling like a sex god, I continued to pound her thick ass. Her anus was swallowing my cock like a hungry, sucking mouth, and I was fingering her clit at the same time.

I felt her body building to a crescendo, in tune with mine. The rest of the world was blacked out from my mind, nothing compared to the two of us in perfect sync. Her bimbo body was mine to use, her pleasure mine to control.

Her aroused moans grew to a fever point, and I used my control mercifully.

"Come," I told her, pressing down hard on her clit at the same time I gave a particularly vicious thrust into her ass.

Alisha screamed with ecstasy, her neck arching back and her whole body seizing up. She came hard, without grace, the hottest thing I'd ever seen.

Her tight anal passage tightened to a stranglehold around my cock, and I knew I was about to follow her over the edge of the cliff.

I thrust fully into her ass, grabbing the dark flesh of her ass as she started to come down from her orgasm, and started churning my sperm into her tight, lewd cavern.

It felt like I was cumming for an eternity in her slutty bimbo ass.

Her hot little ass tried to milk me; she was making short, aborted movements to maximize my pleasure, just like a good freeuse girl.

I was breathing like I'd just run a marathon when I finally withdrew from her ass, my cock emerging palely from the expanses and folds of her creamy, chocolate-colored skin.

Alisha seemed winded too, but she didn't get to rest for long. Another guy came up to her while she was still bent over, his cock dangling out of his pants, and without saying a word to either of us he had thrust inside her well-lubed passage again.

I moved out of the way accommodatingly, not caring what happened to Alisha now that I'd used her.

But while my feet tried to avoid stepping on anyone else's, I discovered that I'd accidentally elbowed someone.

"I'm sorry," the brunette girl with glasses said, because of course I'd bumped into her.

Her tone was either entirely sincere or utterly sarcastic. It was hard to tell which one it was, though.

Even more weirdly, she was getting fucked by the Latino guy, but it seemed like she lacked the exact obedience and receptiveness of all the other girls in the room.

She didn't seem like Stacey, or Alisha, who had blankly agreed to whatever sexual act I wanted from them. For them, female pleasure was an afterthought, while male pleasure was the essential, main event.

The brunette seemed to actively enjoy getting fucked, even though the guy doing it definitely wasn't trying to make it that great for her.

Her big, bimbo tits probably were fake, because they were barely moving while he fucked her, but that pretty much made her even hotter to me.

But fake tits didn't explain anything else about her strange behavior. So with my mind more sharp now that I'd already cum, I cleared my throat.

Before I could say anything, the brunette was already speaking.

"You've got questions?" She smiled, an innocent, angelic mask. "Once he finishes fucking me, I'll give you some answers..."
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I was panting from the hard orgasm I'd just unloaded into Alisha's round, black ass. Her tight passage was now lined with my hot cum.

But in my immediate post-orgasm clarity, I was distracted by something else: the strange way that the hot brunette bimbo right next to me had been acting.

Strange, that is, when compared to the other sexy co-ed girls in the classroom, who were all getting freely used by all the guys in our college classroom.

In fact, it was hard to believe that the brunette was capable of coherent thought at all, when right now her slutty, bimbo body was getting reamed by a strong, Latino athlete, another classmate of ours.

Maybe I had imagined the whole thing?

The brunette girl cried out with loud moans of pleasure as our classmate fucked her from behind. Her large, heavy tits swung back and forth in her bra.

"You like my tight pussy?" She asked him, clearly trying to coax his orgasm out of him. Her calculating expression was an odd look compared to the blank, willing expressions the other horny college girls wore.

The guy let out a huge groan and his harsh thrusts into her stuttered. Her strategy had worked! He was cumming deep inside her wet pussy.

I felt my cock twitch with interest, even though I had just cum moments earlier.

The brunette wiped drool off her mouth, a sign of how much she'd lost herself to pleasure while getting fucked.

She smiled sweetly at me, and I felt the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. I couldn't tell whether I was getting aroused, or only feeling a supernatural sense of foreboding.

"Want to come with me and learn more, Kevin?" She said. Her hair was messed up from the way the Latino guy had been pulling on it.

He was stepping away now, having sated himself on her voluptuous curves.

"Sure," I said. "Wait... I never told you my name."

She finished tucking her clothes back into place and smiled at me again.

"I'm Sarah. Now you know mine."

It was an oddly plain name for a girl who looked like a top-rate porn escort, with a college flavor.

Her pink top encased her huge, bimbo tits again, cropped to reveal a tight stomach. Her lips were painted a whorish pink, like they were ready for a brutal mouth-fucking.

I pulled my own clothes back into place, barely noticing that Alisha had already gone back to her seat only for another guy to slide into her tight backdoor hole, one that only a nineteen-year-old could possess.

The big titted professor had gone back to her lecture on applied math, but topless for good now.

As I followed Sarah out of the classroom, no one taking any notice of us, I contemplated the pleasurable, strange alternate world I'd found myself in.

It should have freaked me out how easily my mind had adapted to the freeuse universe, crawling around the idea and making myself a home there.

Don't get me wrong, I loved it, all of it. How men could just ask women for sex at any point in any time, and girls would eagerly bend over, all of their tight little holes available for use.

It seemed like all types of girls were getting used equally back in the classroom too: big tits, small tits, pretty, average, athletic... the list went on and on.

Personally, I just favored the bimbo type, and Sarah utterly fit the look.

We had left the building now and were entering one of the fancier dormitories, one that belonged mostly to upperclassmen. It was an old brick building, similar to most of our campus.

My heart thrummed with anticipation.

Sarah was humming a little tune to herself mindlessly. We'd gotten stopped once on the way over by a guy who wanted to cum on Sarah's slutty, gorgeous face, pushing her to her knees while she grinned.

She'd stuck out her tongue like a practiced whore to take the facial, moaning to add to the random guy's experience.

He didn't thank her afterwards, just zipped up his jeans and walked away.

So by the time we got to the dormitory, Sarah leading the way, I was half-hard again. Her cute ass swaying in her jeans had me raring to go again.

But not until I got some answers.

Sarah brought me up the stairs to a double room, which was decorated in garish shades of pink and blue.

"Welcome!" She said, lounging on one of the beds. "Make yourself at home. This is where my roommate and I live. We're both seniors."

She patted the seat next to her and I sat down without thinking.

I was busy staring at the walls in shock, because they were covered in pornographic images.

Blowjobs, anal, creampies, facials, BDSM, all the different categories you could think of, there were girls and guys doing all of it, blown up into extremely erotic photos on the wall. I recognized a couple porn actresses that were regulars in my own masturbatory fantasies.

There were girls of all different shapes and sizes, and I noticed there was a fair amount of sexy girl-on-girl action too.

"Hang on," I said. "Is that you?" I pointed at one image on the wall. It looked like Sarah and a hot Asian girl were making out around a guy's big, thick cock.

Sarah said gleefully, "Yeah, totally! My friend is a photographer, so he did that one for me as, like, a huge favor."

"So..." I willed my erection to subside, not wanting to be too distracted.

"I bet you're wondering how this super fantastic world happened to you."

I shrugged, but in my mind I was thinking Yeah, more than anything.


Sarah smiled at me, sticking her chest out. My eyes were mesmerized by the sexy curves of her breasts beneath her pink top. "Sorry, but I don't know."

"Huh?"

Sarah stood up, her tits almost brushing my face. "I think it's like I got a wish from a genie, except there was no genie, like, ever... Instead I just woke up one day and found out that all my fantasies had come true!

"I love being submissive during sex, and watching porn, and actually there's nothing I love more than watching other sexy girls getting fucked, too! I love girls! So one day I just got up in the morning and the whole world had lost its silly inhibitions..."

Sarah was taking my cock out of my pants now as she kept talking, masterfully stroking my big dick to full hardness. She continued speaking with a coquettish look.

"And guys were finally taking me like I wanted, using my hot little body to satisfy themselves. It's funny, that gets me off more than anything, you know. And yeah, I can go back and forth between worlds, like when I fall asleep and stuff, but I keep spending more and more time here.

"But then I wanted to try an experiment. What if I could bring a regular guy into this world too, and we could both enjoy the fruits of its pleasures? I spent days looking for the perfect one, who always longed to make sexy girls into his personal sluts."

She giggled, now stroking me with a vengeance, forcing pre-cum to the tip of my cock. It felt amazing, her soft hands with those fake, acrylic nails, a garish color.

"On the other hand, you know, what guy doesn't want that? So I just went for you in the end. I concentrated all my mind on you when I saw you fall that day near that big titted blonde bimbo. What a bitch! It was so sexy watching you fuck her."

"You were there?" I panted.

"Yeah, me and my roommate, Shelley. She's super into that kind of sexy stuff. But anyways, I was shocked that it worked! But I wanted to make sure you were okay, so we came by afterwards. Hey, I think she's coming up to the room now."

My cock was stiff as a pole in her hands, hot and aching in her grasp. I was speechless.

"You got started without me," said a high-pitched voice from the doorway.

I looked up and bit my lip, because the girl standing there was a prime specimen of bimbo with a particular flavor that I didn't see very often: the naughty Asian bimbo.

Her tits were big and pushed up in her short red mini-dress that looked more suited for a club than a college dorm room, and her dark black hair trailed down her back, straight as a board.

Her legs were thin and muscled, a gorgeous, unique color. And her deep brown eyes were framed by sexy, teased eyelashes, made up heavily, just like the rest of her bimbo face.

I couldn't decide who was hotter: Sarah or Shelley! But my cock liked the attention of two girls just fine, swelling in Sarah's grasp.

Sarah shifted on the floor, making room for Shelley to come sit next to her. They knelt together like they wanted nothing more than to be seated on the floor just like this, waiting for my cock to favor them.

Shelley's gorgeous almond eyes looked up at me, flirting wordlessly.

"Can I fuck your faces?" I asked.

Shelley bit her lip, looking entirely too innocent for the slutty position she was in right now, her big tits towering over the fabric of her dress. "You don't even need to ask," she said in a sultry tone.

I didn't need any more encouragement.

This whole exercise in the freeuse world had taught me nothing if not to seize each moment as it came, so with a clear, open mind I grabbed my throbbing cock by the base and plunged it between Shelley's hot, bee-stung lips.

I was thrilled by her reaction, my heart pumping fast in my chest.

She immediately gulped my cock down her mouth, opening the back of her throat like a practiced whore to take me deep, deep inside. It felt warm and tight like a nice pussy engulfing my cock.

It was an amazing sensation. The only thing that made it better was Sarah cheering her on, or, actually, grabbing the long black strands of Shelley's perfect, sexy hair and using it to push her down further on my cock.

Was it too much for her to handle?

Hardly. They seemed used to working as a duo. Sarah seemed to know exactly when to apply pressure to the back of Shelley's head and when to back off.

I felt heady and aroused out of my mind right now, just watching as these two beautiful bimbos worked together to make this blowjob as hot an experience as possible for me.

After a while, I wanted a change from the admittedly skilled deepthroating I was receiving, so I pulled myself out of her mouth fully.

Struck by a naughty, dirty idea, I held my hard dick and started to slap Shelley on the face with it.

With every slap of my cock on her face, there was a wet, nasty sound from the lubed spit that coated my cock.

It made my arousal kick into higher gear when I began to alternate between Shelley's slutty, Asian face and Sarah's, who had her tongue stuck out, just begging for it.

When I hit my cock on Sarah's pink tongue, then back to Shelley's plump, oversized pink lips, it was one of the most pleasurable things I'd ever felt in my life. I almost started to cum right then, but barely held myself back.

After I finished satisfying my inner dom with the cockslapping, they started to make out around the tip of my cock.

Their tongues were intertwining around my cock like a pair of hardcore porn stars.

And the noises they made were so overwhelmingly sexy. They moaned and grabbed at each other clothes, tits wobbling in their tight bimbo clothing, asses tilting up like they wanted to get spanked.

I could smell both of their perfumes combined in the air along with the scent of pure lust, which emanated from all of our bodies.

They licked me up and down, their eyes half-shut and begging for more.

With a sudden jolt, another particular spike in my arousal, I realized that they were each rubbing their pussies, too.

Shelley's tight red minidress had ridden up to show that she wasn't wearing any panties, just like a good free-to-use slut. Her hand made sexy, slick noises on her cunt.

I couldn't see it well from this angle, but I was betting that she was tight like a vice.

Sarah, too, had a hand down her jean shorts, her soft fingertips working herself frantically.

"Oh yeah, touch yourselves, you fucking bimbos," I said, gratified beyond belief when they both moaned and squealed at hearing my words. "Dirty sluts, keep working for my cum!"

My breath was almost squeezed out of my lungs when they both started to lick and suck at me with renewed fervor, their soft tongues and pretty faces and whorish attitudes all culminating in a world-class blowjob experience.

I knew I was going to cum soon, and I knew it was far from the last time I was going to cum for these two! After this, I was going to use all their sexy holes.

This was just to take the edge off.

And it did. With a strangled groan, I started cumming into the bimbo's mouth whose lips were currently fixed around the head of my cock, which happened to be Shelley. Sarah continued to work the base and shaft of my cock while I came, milking it all out of me.

Like a proper porny girl, Shelley opened her mouth when I was done, showing me and Sarah all the milky white cum she'd collected on her tongue and palate.

Sarah let out a high-pitched moan and her hand worked faster in her jean shorts. She grabbed Shelley and they started making out, swapping my cum between their mouths until it was all gone.

My cock barely faltered in its intensity; at least, after a couple minutes of watching their lesbian exhibitionism, I was ready to go again.

Sensing my needs, the girls got up on the bed and started to strip down, revealing their sexy bodies. They bent over on the bed, presenting their pretty little holes for my enjoyment.

Once naked, I couldn't help but compare the two slutty girls.

Sarah was more tanned, and she was taller, so her big tits seemed to spill forward on her frame. Her legs were long and toned like an athlete, but her ass was really what caught my attention.

For a skinny girl, it was massive!

The ultimate apple bottom shape: it was uplifted as if she was wearing layers of spandex or shapewear, except that she was clad in nothing.

In comparison, Shelley's huge bimbo breasts were the main attraction on her tight Asian body.

She had an ideal hourglass shape, rare on an Asian girl, and her tiny waist looked perfect to grab onto. Her face had a lot of makeup on it, solidifying her status as a hot, formerly untouchable bimbo.

Her long, silky black hair falling down her back also looked like a great addition to doggy style sex when it was pulled.

They were both cleanly shaven.

What's more, bent over I could clearly see both their pussies now. They were perfectly shaped and colored, Sarah a little more wet and dripping than Shelley was, but both of them were clearly primed and raring to go.

Acting on instinct again, I spanked Sarah's ass, watching it jiggle. It was like her ass was begging for me to come inside.

But I had other plans. I seized Shelley's perfect waist, watching her face twist into a happy mask of anticipation, and rammed my large cock all the way inside her.

She screamed out so loudly the whole college dormitory almost heard her.

It was a noise of pure pleasure, her face immediately joyful, like she was finally getting used the way she always wanted to, no, needed
 to get fucked.

I had never felt more alive, more powerful.

Her pussy was as tight as it looked; no, tighter. She squeezed me like an iron vice lined with velvet, an amazingly hot sensation on my hard, leaking dick.

I thrust into her dripping cunt like there was no other place in the world I wanted to be. Sarah urged us on with vulgar words, occasionally slapping her Asian roommate's nice, big ass as encouragement.

Shelley put her face on the bed so she could move her hands back to her ass, spreading her pussy.

"Fuck her little Asian pussy," Sarah told me with a wicked grin.

I heaved another breath and made my next thrust a hard one.

Shelley could barely formulate words. She was getting fucked stupid, although she kept making continual appreciative, kittenish noises.

Her roommate seemed to be getting a little impatient, rubbing her own slutty cunt with her hand, those hot pink nails of hers standing out like a bruise when she moved her fingers up and down, slipping them over her clit.

It was wet from her own pussy juices.

Sarah eventually leaned down of the bed to kiss her sexy roommate. The two girls made out, immediately making my blood runner hotter than it already was.

I couldn't believe how hot these two girls were!

They were just letting me do anything I wanted to their bodies, while begging for it.

They truly got off on being used like nothing more than my own fucktoys.

I wondered if they liked it just as much with another guy. Maybe men were interchangeable in their little minds.

Maybe anyone who gave them a good enough, big enough cock down their throat, or pussy, or ass seemed the same to them.

Strangely, that thought didn't bother me.

If anything, I was even more turned on by thinking about any random guy coming up to these two and fucking them. They would give the porn star treatment to any anonymous man who approached them.

As long as he had a cock, it wouldn't matter if he was old or young, ugly or handsome, overweight or athletic or a scrawny nerd like me.

This was the college free-use world that Sarah had graciously brought me into by chance, and I was nothing if not grateful.

So grateful that I was going to fuck her next.

I used Shelley's good little cunt for another couple minutes before deciding I wanted a change of scenery.

I slapped her sexy, thick ass and withdrew from Shelley's Asian pussy.

Sarah must have thought that I was going to fuck her in doggy, just like her roommate, but I had other plans for her.

I got on the bed myself, fully stripping my shirt and other clothes off this time, and laid on my back with my hands behind my head. I felt cocky as any star college athlete or fraternity bro.

"I want you to sit on my cock and ride me with everything your slutty body's got, Sarah."

Sarah's pretty eyes lit up with a renewed fire. "Yes, Kevin!" She started to swing her leg over on me, facing me, but I stopped her with a wordless gesture.

"Turn around," I told her, speaking in a derisive tone as if she was stupid.

"Of course!" She gasped, blushing a hot pink in her embarrassment of her misstep.

I wasn't done with her yet.

Right when she was about to lower her shaved cunt down onto my big, hard cock, I stopped her yet again, landing a stinging spank on her ass cheek with my hand.

Shelley, who had positioned herself lying next to me with a great view of the action, laughed, her almond eyes blinking with mirth.

"Not that hole," I reprimanded Sarah again.

She looked at me with bright eyes, like she was finally satisfied with the rough treatment she was getting from me.

"My ass?" She gasped, pretending to be shocked.

"That's right, slut!"

With that instruction, Sarah obediently started to feed my cock into her sexy backdoor hole, holding the base of my cock as she balanced on her knees.

My cock started to slip inside her little by little, a beautiful tight clenching feeling as she lowered herself, knowing exactly what to do. Clearly, she was practiced in the mystical art of anal.

Her ass was marvelous.

Soft and jiggly, with a layer of fat over the clearly toned gluteal muscles, I watched as my dick seemed to disappear into the mountain of hot flesh.

Her waist in comparison was small and perfect for gripping when she started to ride me at last.

It felt like the smoothest suction I'd ever experienced when she started lifting herself, all of her own accord, and then lowering her sexy ass back down.

She leaned forward, bracing herself on her elbows, so I got the maximum visual pleasure out of her enticing ass.

Every time she lifted up, I got this fantastic, erotic view of her little, tiny hole that was somehow magically taking my huge cock all the way in, in and out, in and out.

I thrust my hips up, not that she wasn't doing a great job, but I wanted to take a more active role. I pumped upwards like I was trying to lift a weight off of my chest, my heart straining and pumping blood that all seemed to be collected in my rock hard erection.

Sarah made me so horny.

Her noises were pure arousal, high-pitched and moaning like a true porny bimbo, her mane of long brown hair floating down her back like a hot model.

I noticed that Shelley was frantically rubbing at her cunt now that she was fully undressed, her weight on the bed next to us a reminder of the hot voyeurism she was engaging in. Her Asian face was contorted with pleasure.

I hadn't forgotten about her, so I beckoned her closer and invited her in for a sweltering kiss.

Her pretty, bee-stung lips felt like pure satin against mine, puffy and warm, an acute reminder of how sexy her cunt had felt squeezing around my cock.

She was making out with me furiously, like she needed to keep her sexual arousal up to live.

Life had never been better.

I thought that I'd never want to leave this universe of total male sexual freedom. Gone were my repressed thoughts and days of jerking off silently in my dorm room, gone were the days where my fellow female classmates would never take a second look at me, let alone give me a chance to satisfy them in bed.

Now, I was the one in control, I was the one whose fantasies had all come true before me.

Miraculously, Sarah and Shelley were of the same mind as I was. They seemed to be loving our current engagement, eager to try to coax my big dick to cum as much as possible for their hot college bimbo bodies.

These hot, slutty bitches were satisfying my every wish, my deepest seated desires.

Whatever I wanted, I knew I could get from them, and they would be more than happy to provide their sexual services.

In fact, "overjoyed" would probably be a better way to describe their current attitudes.

Shelley's eyes were half-closed when I came up for air from our scorching makeout session, her pretty Asian face tilted back in bliss.

Meanwhile, Sarah was bouncing on my cock like a trampoline, enthusiastic and wanton. The dirty slap of skin on skin was an erotic musical drumbeat like no other.

It felt like the room was overheating in the best possible way, our three bodies working in counterpoint.

I hated to risk upsetting the balance in any way, but I wanted Sarah to see her hot Asian roommate's naughty behavior, so I told her to turn around and face me.

In a truly impressive maneuver, Sarah used her athletic body to turn around to face me without lifting off my cock. It felt amazing.

Now that she was facing me, I could also appreciate her big, buoyant tits. I reached out my hands to grab them, feeling their juicy weight in my hands.

They were a little hard to the touch, so I thought that she must have been telling the truth back in the classroom, and they really were partially implants.

That made her hotter to me, honestly. It was like she had wanted to use her slutty body to satisfy men so badly that she'd gotten plastic implanted into her tits to make herself even more of a female sexual paradise.

"Oh fuck, that's hot," Sarah moaned, when she saw Shelley lean over to kiss me again.

Shelley was practically begging for more attention at this point.

"Shelley, I want you to sit on my face so I can eat out your pretty Asian cunt," I told her, grinning when her face lit up like fireworks.

"Thank you!" She said, climbing to straddle my face.

Her scent was hot, womanly and cloying, and I never wanted it to leave my mind.

I started by licking delicately at her lips, pressing my lips to her inner thighs. Just teasing for now, inviting my brain to relax and fully appreciate all of the sexy, wonderful sensations of going down on a slutty Asian bimbo.

She was trembling just a tad, with anticipation and arousal. Her slutty little pussy was wet already for me, nice and lubed up from the earlier fucking she'd got and from watching me and Sarah.

I let Sarah keep doing her thing on my cock, her ass still tight, occasionally catching on the head of my big dick, while I focused in on pleasing Shelley.

I used the flat of my tongue on Shelley's inner lips.

She was completely shaven, bare, and her skin was the most gorgeous color.

Her lips were a hot, unique shade of pink, and I started to use my tongue faster on her, barely scraping the tip of my tongue over her clit, just once, a tease.

"Ooh, that feels soo good!" She exclaimed, drawing out the words with heated pleasure.

I spoke into her hot cunt, letting the vibrations wash over her. "You like that, you slut?"

She screamed, "Yes!!" when I plunged my tongue into her Asian cunt.

"That is so fucking sexy," I heard Sarah say, and her ass squeezed me just right.

I kept tongue-fucking Shelley, her cunt starting to drip with sharp arousal. She was cupping her own breasts in her hands, bouncing them up and down and thumbing at her nipples.

She was making me crazy to give her an orgasm. I loved being able to control her pleasure.

I knew if I asked, then she would dismount my face and go blow ten guys in the hallways, lucky college seniors who also got to use her nice Asian holes whenever they wanted.

Or I could tell that she'd be totally willing to engage in a gangbang, too, letting the whole male population of the dorm just take her over and over again until she was dripping in cum.

I felt her hot body starting to shake harder and harder.

"Yeah, Kevin! Eat her out," Sarah wailed, still bouncing on my cock like she had nothing else to live for.

Shelley moaned in a soft whisper, horny as hell, "Please, oh, that feels so good... Please keep going, use me like your little toy!"

Her cunt was dripping and hot, like a volcano about to erupt, but I wasn't even close to done with her.

I wet one of my fingers in her fruitful juices and slid it inside her tight hole. Her noises picked up in volume and rhythm, and I started to crook it inside her, searching for that spot that would make her see stars.

I decided to tease her a little, first.

"You like that, slut?"

She frantically said yes, her hips twitching down like she needed more inside her.

"Tell your bimbo roommate what you want." I smiled wickedly, denying her the second and third fingers that her naughty Asian body craved.

Shelley sounded like she'd been holding her breath when she finally spoke, her luscious cunt wet around my fingers, starting to drench my hand.

"Sarah, he's so good! I'm all his to use, whatever he wants to give me is what I'll take, I'm just his to serve. Just like you, mmm!"

Her voice pitched upwards into a squeal when I finally allowed more fingers to slide into her.

My tongue worked around her entrance, too, making her contract so fucking tight around my knuckles, buried deep inside her.

I thought it was about time that I wanted her to cum, Sarah's teasing moves on my cock making me feel close as well. But I didn't want to cum in Sarah's admittedly amazing ass; no, I had other plans for how I was going to enjoy my next orgasm with these bimbos.

My tongue sped up rapidly and focused more on her clit, as I continued to pump my fingers inside Shelley. I felt totally immersed in the hot, exotic scent of her, ready to tell her body what to do.

Her tight little shaved cunt was so sexy, it almost made me blow when she started to cum. She started to shake and moan and clench so, so hard on my fingers, and her breathing and heartbeat sped like a runaway freight train.

It was incredibly sexy, and I felt my cock twitch inside Sarah's bimbo asshole, almost tipping me over the edge.

But not quite. I waited for Shelley to come down from her magnificent orgasm, and then I told her to dismount and make out with Sarah again.

Now that Shelley wasn't straddling my face, I could concentrate fully on Sarah's equally, if not more arousing services.

Her big plastic bimbo tits were bouncing heavily, barely moving with their perfect spherical weight as she rode me like her life depended on it.

That expanse of her long, shiny brown hair was pushed back from her face, revealing an expression of pure female ecstasy.

I loved this world I was in. Sarah was probably one of the most sexually satisfied people alive, and so was I.

I didn't care anymore about how I'd gotten here, or Sarah's miraculous story. So she'd probably picked me at random out of a crowd, a random nerd who happened to have a moment of uncoordination at the right time-- as long as I was fucking these two bimbos now, whatever circumstances of fate that had led me here were more than fine in my book.

Maybe we could even bring more of our college classmates into this alternate freeuse universe.

I didn't have time to think about that much longer, because Sarah's hot, slutty asshole was gripping my cock so tightly, and she was working my cock just right.

Her nice smooth pussy was dripping on me, and I told her to finger herself in her cunt while she rode me.

She eagerly obeyed, utterly in tune with my every wish and desire as a man.

Sarah and Shelley kept making out, eroticizing their kissing for my benefit.

Their hot, lipsticked mouths twisted around each other, and their tongues intertwined with an exhibitionist slant.

They performed for me like I was the camera of a porn scene, their slutty, puffy lips all over each other, enthusiastic and lusty.

Suddenly, I knew I had to cum soon.

Sarah had already cum multiple times just riding my cock with her luscious ass, and I quickly grabbed her trim waist and pushed her off, forcing her smooth shoulders to the ground.

She knew immediately what I wanted, as did Shelley. But I figured it wouldn't hurt to give some more orders, just for the gratifying heck of it.

"Fuck, you bimbos need to suck my cock until I cum all over your hot faces!" I panted, breathless and incredibly horny.

They obliged with winks and giggles, their faces expectant and wanton.

Those gorgeous, bee-stung lips started to eagerly work my cock like professionals, slurping and groaning as they took turns throating my hard, large shaft.

Sarah took one side of my cock, and Shelley took the other, and they used their combined mouths almost like a vacuum, sucking up and down and licking in this insanely sexy visual picture.

They were such nasty bimbos, and I couldn't even believe they were bothering with college when porn was definitely a lucrative future for them, but I wasn't complaining!

My cock felt like it was hard as a rock, and my mind was entirely concentrated on how slutty and hot these whores looked, slurping on my shaft like I owned them.

Their mouths came together at the head of my cock, kissing each other and I knew that I had to cum.

"Ohh, stick out your tongues, you sexy bitches!"

I felt a rush of adrenaline when they happily obeyed. As soon as I saw their sexy pink tongues sticking out of those hot mouths, making their faces picture-perfect for a man's cum, I was ready to blow.

I held my cock, stroking just once, twice, three times and then I was cumming like a rocket, shooting my big load first at Sarah's naughty face, all over her glasses and forehead, and then switching to aim at Shelley, my cum landing on her cheeks and nose and chin, as her hot, Asian bimbo face looked up at me and begged for more.

I groaned and shot my last ropes of creamy white cum on Sarah's face.

Heart pounding, I looked at the hot mess that I'd made of their faces.

Back in the "normal" world, I knew that most college girls didn't like facials, but they'd always been something that turned me on beyond belief.

Sarah and Shelley were utterly different. They were already making out again, overjoyed to lick my cum from their covered faces, then swap it between their mouths until it was all gone.

Their faces weren't quite clear even after they slowed their frantic kissing, and I relished the thought of them going to the dining hall or their classrooms still wearing traces of my cum.

There was a harsh knock on the door, and my head whipped around to look as someone turned the knob and came in.

An unassuming Asian guy stepped forward, wearing a hoodie and jeans. "Hey, Shelley?" He said. "My roommate and I wanted to know if you were still down for some DP action tonight."

Shelley scrambled to her feet, completely naked. "Oh, totally, yeah! This guy here was using me, sorry I'm late."

"Don't worry about it," he said casually, leading her away by the hand and through the door, down the hallway for likely some more hot free-use action.

That left Sarah and me alone again.

My cock was still out, and her sexy bimbo body was naked, as well.

"So, uh," I said. "How do I get back? I mean, I've got studying to do sometime, or I'll fail out of this school before I fuck all the bimbos like you."

Sarah shrugged. Her nipples were stiff. "Just think about it, like, really hard, or lie down and go to sleep. Same for coming back."

I nodded. "Thanks. You're a pretty good fuck." I started to pull on my pants again, and reach for my shirt.

"You're welcome." Sarah beamed. "Is there anything else you'd like to do with me before you go? Use my tits this time, or another turn at my mouth or ass? Or my pussy?"

My cock was already stirring again.

I grinned and leaned back on the bed again.

"Why not? I'd like to explore all my options..."



End of Book 3
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