
        
            
                
            
        

    
COED HUCOW: SHARED AT THE COLLEGE PARTY


CHAPTER 1


"Let me show you," my boyfriend's buddy says, grinning as he pulls up a picture on his phone.


Sighing, I take a sip of coffee and look around the empty dining hall. Mike and I have been sitting here listening to Alec brag for like an hour and a half. Mike has been a lot better at humoring his friend than I have.


I lost interest in hearing about Alec's latest conquest a while ago, even though he insists she's the hottest girl in the world.


Alec tilts the phone screen, and Mike lets out a low whistle. My eyes dart over to my boyfriend, whose face is glued to the photo.


He's not humoring Alec anymore. He's genuinely blown away by this girl.


"Hand it over," I snap, reaching for the phone. Alec smirks as he presses it into my manicured hand.


It's her tits I see first — and how could I not? They take up most of the photo, after all. Her breasts are perfect: round and perky and spilling out of her crop top.


She has a pretty face too, but I know that's not what my boyfriend is staring at from over my shoulder. Instinctively, I cross my arms over my flat chest, and I click my tongue at Mike and Alec.


"Yeah, she's decent looking," I huff as Alec elbows Mike and leans forward to whisper something to my boyfriend.


But Alec isn't as quiet as he means to be. "I bet you're so jealous, man," he says to Mike. "Nikki has a tight body, but Christ, you're missing out when it comes to jugs."


Mike looks lost in thought for a moment before he gives Alec a tight smile and shrugs. Mike asks Alec where they met, and Alec launches into a long story before I slap the tabletop hard, interrupting and making the two of them look at me like I've gone insane.


"They're not real," I say matter-of-factly.


"What's not real?" Mike asks, but Alec gives me a knowing look.


"That girl's breasts. They're not real," I say insistently. It's the only explanation for how a coed with such a small body could have boobs that big.


"Oh, they're real," Alec says, laughing at my outburst. "Well, they're not implants, anyway," he adds, dropping his voice conspiratorially. "I shouldn't say any more than that," Alec says, miming zipping his lips.


But that just makes me need to know. Especially since my boyfriend is still stealing glances at the phone screen, now resting on the table between him and Alec.


"Tell me everything," I say to Alec. "You're not going to class until you spill."


Alec leans back in his chair and weaves his fingers together behind his head. "Can you keep a secret, Nikki?" he asks, smirking bigger than ever.





Mike walks me to class, both of us silent. "Do you think he was serious?" I say finally, chewing my cherry red top lip.


Taking me by the shoulders, Mike wheels me around to face him. "Alec is a pain in the ass, but he's not a liar. You know that. But look, I don't want to talk about this every day for weeks, okay? You're not actually going to do it, so there's no point talking in circles about it."


That really gets to me. This isn't the first time Mike has accused me of being all talk and no action, and it always makes me want to prove him wrong.


My face relaxes, and I smile seductively at him. "You're wrong, baby. I'm going to order those pills right now."


I stomp over to a bench and make a big show of ordering them on my phone. Mike keeps looking at me incredulously, reminding me of all the side effects Alec warned of.


But it's a delicious feeling, doing the opposite of what Mike said I would. And plus, Alec said those weird side effects were rare, and I know I could handle them even if they happened to me.


Blowing Mike a kiss and winking, I hop off the bench and glide into my classroom. He still looks dumbstruck when he meets up with me afterwards.


The pills come from somewhere far away, though, so I forget all about them over the next three weeks, especially since Alec lives off campus now and we never see him anymore.


In fact, when I get a package slip in my mailbox, I have no idea what it could be. My curiosity gets the best of me, and I start to tear open the small, brown box in the post office lobby.


But when I pull out a plastic baggie printed with an illustration of two pairs of breasts, one set tiny and one set huge, I blush crimson and stuff everything back in the box.


As I scurry back to my dorm, I feel like everyone I pass can see inside of the package, and I don't breathe easy until I'm back in my room with the door slammed behind me.


For the first time, this seems like it might be a bad idea. Pacing around my room, I think about throwing the box straight into the trash. I could tell Mike it never came, and that would be that.


Then I catch sight of the dress hanging on my closet door. Tomorrow night is the biggest party of the semester.


Alec's off-campus ragers are legendary. What if I went and my dress was tight up top instead of pitifully loose?


I can almost feel myself turning every head as I walk in. The idea of it sends a shiver up my spine, and before I can back out, I tear open the plastic bag and take both pills.


The directions say it can take like a day for them to kick in, and so for the rest of the night, I don't say anything to Mike, holding off the urge to text him. I want it to be a huge surprise when he picks me up for the party.


CHAPTER 2


The next morning, I feel different from the second I open my eyes. As I blink awake, my hands immediately travel to my chest.


And then I'm up like a shot, running over to the mirror above my dresser. I guess it's less like running and more like bouncing, actually.


Through my white camisole, I can see the curve of my new, enormous breasts. I can't even fit my hands around them they're so big.


Laughing gleefully, I turn to the side, admiring how insane my body looks now. All day, I'm thrumming with anticipation.


Wait until Mike sees me, I keep thinking. I spend the whole afternoon and evening getting ready so that my blonde hair falls in perfect layers around my face.


I carefully apply my makeup until I have smoky eyes and bright red lips. When Mike is set to arrive any minute, I finally pull on my glittery black dress.


My new cleavage looks incredible in it, and my straining, huge tits stretch the fabric to its limit. There's a knock on my door, and I give myself one last look before letting Mike in.


I've been so excited to surprise him that I tell myself his reaction might not live up to my expectations. But I'm wrong.


When I open the door, Mike's eyes go huge. He looks back and forth between my face and my tits, like he's checking that it's really me.


I respond by pulling my shoulders back and giving him a really good look. Mike hasn't looked at me this way lately, and I love how powerful it makes me feel.


Mike is seriously hot, and thanks to those two little pills I have his full attention, and I plan on keeping it. That girl Alec hooked up with has nothing on me. I swear my breasts are even bigger than hers, and I started out better looking.


"Stop staring!" I giggle at my boyfriend. But at the same time, I jiggle just enough to make sure he doesn't look away.


"I can't believe you really did it," Mike says, eyes fixed on my new assets. He brushes past me into the room. "Let's skip the party," he says, licking his lips.


"No way," I say, wagging my finger. "I've been looking forward to it for such a long time." Jutting out my lower lip, I pout and wait for him to give me what I want.


I expect him to keep fighting me on it, but Mike surprises me. The corner of his mouth pulls up, and I wonder what he's thinking. I've never seen him react this way to something I said. "Yeah, you're right," he tells me, still smirking. "We have to go to that party."


I clap my hands excitedly and launch myself at him.


"Your new look is going to be a big hit," Mike says, rubbing his stubbled jaw. He pulls out his phone and dashes off a text before he finishes his thought, "And I'm going to make sure we both have a good time."





The thumping music is loud enough to hear from outside the apartment building. I've never been to Alec's, but I can tell we're in the right place from the noise and the people milling around outside, drinking out of red plastic cups.


Taking a deep breath, I step out of Mike's sports car, still so excited to show off. Immediately, I start getting the reactions I expected.


One of the guys out front even drops his cup as I walk by. All the rest of them crane their necks so hard I think they're going to hurt themselves.


Mike puts a hand around my shoulders, pulling me close possessively. I bet he's enjoying this as much as I am, I think.


Inside the apartment, it's packed with wall-to-wall partiers, but they part to let me and Mike through. I look around, and everyone is gawking at my perfect new body.


But that's when I notice something: I'm the only girl here. There's no way Alec invited only guys, so there must be a ton of other coeds on their way, I tell myself.


"You made it!" Alec calls out, interrupting my thoughts. His booming voice cuts through the music, and Mike guides me over to him.


Alec plays it cooler than the rest of the guys. I mean, he's staring at my tits, but only when he thinks I'm not watching. And he doesn't seem surprised by them. I guess that explains who Mike texted.


"How does it feel?" Alec asks, winking.


I shrug like it's no big deal.


"Yeah, we'll see how casual she is about it a little later," Alec says to Mike. Rolling my eyes, I ignore them both. Then I excuse myself to go touch up my makeup.


But when I step into the bathroom and look in the mirror, a sharp pain flares through my chest. It's so strong that I double over. A second later, the pain is replaced by a constant throbbing pressure.


I don't even put on more lip gloss. I just work my way through the sea of people until I find Mike. "I think we should go," I say to him sharply.


Mike crosses his arms. "We just got here, babe. Relax. We're gonna have a good time." He turns back to his conversation with Alec, so I tug on his sleeve.


"I'm serious," I hiss. "Something is wrong."


Alec winks at me for the second time tonight. "Trust me, nothing's wrong. It'll all be fine. Have a glass of water," he instructs. "If you still feel bad in five minutes, I'll take you home myself."


Alec is smiling ear to ear as I grab a glass of water and knock it back. He's right: it does seem to help. Because even though the throbbing continues, it's not painful anymore.


Sure, it's uncomfortable, but my body starts to feel tingly in a good way. All of a sudden, I can't stop noticing how attractive every guy is around me. As they smile and stare, the tingling feeling moves between my legs.


I bite my lip as wetness builds in my panties. I've never felt like this before, like I need to be fucked right now.


All kinds of fantasies play out in my head. I'm a million miles away, imagining being stretched open by a huge cock when something drips on my hands.


At first, I think my water cup is leaking, but whatever is on my hands is white. I look up to the ceiling, totally confused, and Alec and Mike laugh uproariously.


"It's coming from you," Alec says, pointing at my chest. My cheeks go hot as I look down. The top of my dress is soaked. A knot forms in my stomach as I remember the side effects from the pills I took.


This cannot be happening. I can't be leaking milk in a room full of men.


CHAPTER 3


Because everyone has been staring at me all night, everyone has noticed that there's milk dripping out of me. The crowd of men gets closer and closer to me.


Mike looks me dead in the eyes. "They want to see," he tells me, and he takes the straps down from my shoulders, pulling the wet fabric off of my skin until both of my breasts bounce out in front of everyone.


I could tell what Mike was going to do before he did it, and I let him — I don't know why. This is so unlike me, but I love the attention, and I wanted to see what would happen next.


No, it's more than that. I'm so incredibly turned on that I want all these guys; I don't care which one.


The crush of men gets even closer. The sound of my heart hammering in my ears drowns out the music, and Mike reaches forward and tugs on one of my throbbing nipples.


A moan escapes my lips as a stream of milk splatters on the apartment's already sticky floor. "Don't waste that!" Alec says to Mike.


Mike nods at Alec, who dips his head down and takes my nipple between his parted lips. My whole body stiffens with pleasure as he slurps and sucks, and the men around us go wild.


They jostle and push, trying to get at my other nipple. Alec responds by throwing me over his shoulder, and I bite the inside of my cheek when he stops milking me. I need him to keep going.


Alec and Mike are big enough that they hold off most of the crowd, shutting us and a few of the party-goers into a bedroom and locking the door.


Alec sits me up on the bed, and I wait for him to keep going. But he doesn't.


Mike clears his throat, ignoring the streams of milk flowing from my desperate body. "Look, babe, the thing is, if you want to be milked, you're going to have to earn it."


My mind goes blank. All that matters to me is that I get milked and fucked.


"Show me you understand what I'm telling you," Mike says, his voice harsh and husky.


Placing my palms on the sheets, I crawl forward. The movement makes me leak even more, but I keep going. I'm on all fours, and I flip up my dress and turn around, displaying myself to everyone in the room.


"Holy shit," one guy says, chuckling. "Look how wet she is. This slut is begging for it."


I don't know most of the guys in the room, and the thought that I'm waiting for them to fuck me makes my stomach do a somersault. But that barely registers over my overwhelming need.


Luckily, the men don't keep me waiting too long. Someone jumps up onto the bed, and I look up just in time to see him unzipping his pants. His cock is so hard that the head is an angry red color.


No one has to tell me what to do. I open my mouth wide, and the guy grabs the back of my head, plunging in all the way to the back of my throat. He groans as I begin to bob up and down, sucking him off frantically.


All of a sudden, I feel someone's finger push my soaked panties to the side. I don't even know who is slipping two fingers inside me. All I Know is how amazing it feels, and I buck against them, making all the men in the room laugh.


Soon the fingers are replaced by a hard cock at my entrance, and I arch to coax the enormous member inside. This time, the man leaves me waiting, teasingly rubbing himself up the length of my slit, making me squeal and buck.


The hands tangled in my hair grip harder, and I remember it's my job to please the man in my mouth. Finally, the cock behind me pushes into my pussy, stretching me wide and making me scream around the cock I'm sucking.


The two guys find a frantic rhythm, thrusting me back and forth between them, skewering me on their dicks as they use me for their pleasure. "Work them over, babe," Mike instructs. "Don't stop until you're all filled up with cum."


Mike's command makes me move faster, and it makes me take both dicks deeper. By now, the sheets under me are soaked with milk. With each thrust, more spills out.


Alec is snickering, and my boyfriend is watching silently. I don't even care. I need someone to milk me.


I can tell the guy in my mouth is about to blow his load, so I pull back, lick the underside of his shaft, and swallow him down again. He gives a strangled cry, and his load explodes in my mouth, almost faster than I can swallow it.


The guy behind me picks up his pace, and I can feel his member start to spasm. He starts to hit the deepest spot inside me, slamming into me again and again until he starts to come too.


His grunts echo around the room, and he grabs my hips. I meet every thrust, milking out his warm load until he pulls out. I stay on all fours, knowing instinctively that I shouldn't move.


Mike walks up and pats me on the head. "That was a good start, but you're going to need to keep going," he says. Out of the corner of my eye, I see Alec open the door to let out the guys I pleased — and to let a couple new guys in.


As soon as the door clicks shut, there's a new cock in front of my lips, and a guy slapping my ass. They plunge in at the same time, and I let them take me, just like I did with the first two.


It feels right to be passed around like this, and my used body tingles. I have no idea how much time passes, or how many guys I fuck. Alec keeps opening and closing the door, and Mike commands me to service each new set of guys.


But as good as it always feels for me, I never find relief or satisfaction. My tits feel even fuller, despite how much they've leaked. They feel like they're stretched to the brink.


"Mike," I rasp. "Please."


"Please what?" Mike responds. He leans down over me during a rare break between men. "I want to hear you say it," he tells me.


"Please milk me. I'm too full of milk to come," I whisper.


Alec and Mike laugh. When Alec walks over, he's rubbing his hands together excitedly.


"Well, there's good news," Mike says. "I passed you around the whole party, so now there's just us," he says, gesturing back and forth between him and Alec.


Mike nods at Alec, who slides under my dangling, full tits and latches on. Mike walks around behind me, and I wait for my puffy, red pussy to be stretched open again.


But Mike dips himself in my wetness and then lines himself up with my backdoor. I gasp, and Mike laughs again. "I know you want it," he tells me, and he's right. I've never done it before, but I'm lost in the pleasure of Alec slurping up my milk, and my body is begging to come, no matter how.


"I always knew you'd take it in the ass one day," Mike sighs. The head of his cock presses insistently on my rosebud, and I try to relax. Biting my lip, I grip the wet sheets while Mike starts thrusting harder, grunting.


It isn't long before my body's resistance gives way, and the head of Mike's cock pops in. "Feels so good," Mike tells Alec. "I mean, I didn't want to fuck that cummy pussy, you know?"


Alec isn't paying attention, though. He's too busy switching to my other nipple. The harder he sucks, the better it feels, and the pressure in my bursting tits starts to ease.


Mike's hips slap my ass, and I know he's all the way in. Now he starts pulling out and slamming back in, making my dangling tits swing. Alec's searching tongue licks me, and my eyes roll back in my head.


Mike ruts me, making me hold onto the bedsheets to keep from sliding. He groans louder than any of the other guys, and my ass is gripping him so hard. The feeling of taking it in my backdoor changes for me: I get used to Mike's size, and the pressure turns to tingling pleasure.


There's so much going on in my body between the milking and the hard strokes my boyfriend is giving me. All the sensations combine, and soon, there's an overwhelming bliss building in my core.


Stars dance in front of my eyes, and my pussy starts to quiver. "I'm going to come!" I pant, and both men chuckle.


Mike picks up his pace, and that's it: I go over the edge. My pussy spasms wildly, even though it's empty. I grip the sheets and shake my head from side to side, my eyes scrunched closed.


This is the pleasure I've been waiting for all day. And it doesn't disappoint.


My orgasm wrecks me, and I scream and bite my lip as the bliss floods me. When I'm done, I pitch forward, but Alec holds me up so that he can keep milking my needy tits.


Mike doesn't slow down. He keeps using my body for a while until he starts to move in jerky strokes. Warmth floods my ass, and he gives a few final thrusts.


Afterwards, he and Alec leave me there, collapsed on the bed, leaking cum. I curl up, totally satisfied.


That is, until I hear the two of them talking on their way out of the room.


"Do you think she knows that her milk is only starting to come in?" Alec asks Mike.


"Nope, but that's okay. She'll learn to keep earning her milkings," my boyfriend says, shutting the door.
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