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Chapter One


T
he steam level at Professor Brock Carlson’s little “dinner party” shindig quickly unraveled into something out of a depraved porno.

Maybe someone had spiked the punch? Or maybe this was just a way for the horny young men and women to take out their frustrations, aggressions, and hormones, in a somewhat safe space. In a place that nurtured the lewd and downright dirty dispositions of practically everyone at the dinner.

Because the fact was, while no one at the party had known what to expect when arriving, deep in their minds, I was certain that they all wanted it to devolve into mass copulation and fuckery. Professor C practically guaranteed that this was the case, since it seemed there had only been one prerequisite for showing up: everyone here had had some sort of sexual relationship with the professor.

And these were his students,
 for crying out loud, which meant that everyone here was already a little bit on the perverted side. These were college kids who would go on to become lawyers and doctors and salespeople and nuns—okay, maybe nuns would be left out of the job lists—and they all had wanted to get a taste of the forbidden fruit before they moved on with their lives.

These were early twenty-somethings that wanted to live life to the fullest, to toss away responsibilities and obligations for a while, and just get down and dirty with one another.

This was my philosophy that brought these urgent, eager sluts together. We all shared a common goal here—to fuck and get fucked senseless.

For me, it had quickly started during dinner. After the professor made the announcement about his imminent retirement, and after I’d shared a conversation with a cute little twink named Kitt, I had retreated to the restroom to calm myself down. I had only just splashed some water on my face when Aiden Donohue, the huge-cocked gloryhole bandit of legend, slunk into the bathroom and railed me up against the countertop. He pulled my dress down and groped my fat tits, then hiked my dress up, thighfucked me, and skewered me on his huge fuckrod.

He left the bathroom before me, and after composing myself a bit, with the boy’s cum trickling down my legs, he had seemingly vanished from the house. But my wildest dreams had come true in the few minutes I’d been gone from the dinner party, as if Professor C had flipped the horny switch once I’d left the table.

House music was blasting in the main room. Boys and girls were making out on the dance floor, grinding against each other, looking like a bunch of pill poppers on too much molly. A couple had even stretched out on the goddamn tabletop from our abandoned dinner—right out in the open—and were fucking like rabbits, making the china and silverware shake, rattle, and roll.

My friend Angela, who had arrived with Aiden, informed me that she wasn’t sad that I’d fucked Aiden, and then she pulled me along the hallway to show me why. Opening a door into a sex-smelling room, we both watched as Aiden pounded that little femme from before, Kitt, into absolute submission on top of a bed.

Aiden had the girly boy pinned down, asshole stretched to its limits, body bouncing on the bed. He pelted his giant nuts into Kitt’s big jiggling booty, and smashed his sack against the twink’s little raisin-pouch.

I watched in awesome fascination, before running over and planting my face firmly in Aiden’s ass, so he could sit on me like a throne as I tongued his butthole and balls and he battered poor Kitt and finished the sissy off, turning him into a ragged, moaning cumdoll.

What Angela was trying to show me was that her “relationship” with Aiden was much more vague than she’d let on. It was open, and while I imagined that Angie wasn’t getting any other dick around town, it was clear that Aiden had no qualms about sowing his seed inside any warm hole that he could find, whether those holes belonged to a boy, girl, or someone in between.

Meanwhile, there were other closed doors in the hallway, snaking off in either direction. I could hear loud moans, creaking beds, pounding walls, and all the signs you envisioned coming from rough sex. My roommate Steph, who had been making out with a girl on the dance floor, retreated into a room with her new lover in tow, smiles on their dazed, drunken faces.

Knowing how well Steph could pleasure a woman—I had been the thankful recipient of a massive dicking from one of the girl’s many strap-ons—I knew that the innocent face of Steph’s young lover would soon be twisted in a grimace of shock, awe, and violent orgasms. I hoped that Steph would make the girl skirt the line between pain and pleasure, before they both erupted in climactic bliss together.

In fact, I sort of wanted to join them . . .

But a more pressing matter was finding out what had happened to Professor C—where had the dominant older man crept off to, and with whom? He was gone from his own house, apparently, as he had not been in the main dancing room or the dining room when I’d come back to the party. A few other boys and girls had also disappeared.

I knew he was probably behind one of these doors, but I didn’t want to just start banging on doors and bursting them open like the FBI . . .

Or did I?

Despite most of the people here not giving a single fuck about the voyeuristic and exhibitionist tendencies of the majority of the partygoers, the ones behind closed doors seemingly wanted to keep things a bit more private . . . or exclusive . . .

As I sauntered out of the bedroom with a glazed look in my eyes, ping-ponging off the walls as my mind slowly settled from the facesitting I’d received from Aiden, I put a hand on the nearest doorknob.

“W-What are you doing, Cari?” Angela asked meekly from behind me.

“Trying to find the professor. I want to see what he’s getting up to.”

I looked over my shoulder and saw she was frowning. Just moments ago, her fingers had been lodged inside her pussy as she screamed and creamed herself while watching Aiden, myself, and Kitt, so I’m not sure what she was so bummed about.

“What is it?”

“Do you really want to barge in on these people? It sounds like they’re in the heat of the moment.”

I sighed. “I’d thought about that . . . but decided I don’t care.”

Aiden stepped out of the bedroom, wearing only the undergarment T-shirt of his tailored suit. He was bottomless, which meant his huge flaccid cock flapped in the wind unbidden, swinging around like a python hanging from a tree branch. His floppy donkey dick nearly reached his knees, and it was wet and glistening, oozing strands of precum that dripped down to the floor.

My eyes widened as I took in the confident sight of the short young man. I found myself backing into the door behind me as he approached, a smug smirk on his face.

“Cari, you giant slut, were you about to barge into that room and disrupt those poor fuckers?” he asked. His tone was somewhat dark and condescending, which I wasn’t used to from the hung femboy.

I nodded hurriedly, unable to speak due to the sight of him—so slender and small, and yet so big and gruff. The contrast of sizes was an absolute turn-on, because it was so different than anyone else I’d ever met. Even Kitt, who had been skinny and slight like Aiden, had the sort of cock I’d imagined from such a little guy—small, cute, and dinky. But not Aiden . . .

Unconcerned with my hesitance and surprised face, the boy turned to his girlfriend, Angela. Her face was bright red with embarrassment, but her eyes couldn’t keep from straying to the massive package between Aiden’s skinny legs.

Aiden leaned forward and pecked Angela on the lips, which ignited a surge of jealousy within me, even as Angie closed her eyes and tried to pull Aiden closer.

But he quickly spurned her, turning away and continuing down the hall.

“W-Where are you going?” I asked, watching his cute little butt wobble as he marched down the hall like he owned the place.

“You forget,” he called over his shoulder, “we already know where Professor Carlson’s room is, Cari. Or did you just want to impose on those poor people to see if they were as nasty as you?”

I blushed furiously and stutter-stepped in his direction, realizing that he was correct. I did already know where Brock’s master bedroom was, I’d just forgotten in the midst of my foggy haze.

Or had I?

Maybe Aiden was right. Maybe I really did just want to bust all these doors down and watch my peers—the other students at my college—going through the lovemaking motions. Maybe I just wanted to see how big the competition was, how naughty they were, and if they held a candle to my lewdness. Did the girls that Professor C fucked have my huge tits? Did they have big swinging hips, my giant ass? My sassiness? Did the boys compare favorably to Aiden’s oversized endowment? Were they gentle like a panda bear, or aggressive like a grizzly bear?  

I was curious about all of it.

Instead, so as not to further embarrass myself, I continued down the hall in Aiden’s shadow, heading toward the doorway at the end—toward Professor Carlson’s master bedroom.
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I SHOULD HAVE EXPECTED
 nothing less, and yet it was still quite a shock to see what sort of shenanigans Brock Carlson was getting into in his bedroom.

Professor C was the only man in a sea of naked women. One blonde girl was lying on her back, legs dangling off the edge of the bed, totally used and soaked in sweat. Her legs were spread apart, her pussy stretched and leaking cum, and her perky little tits rose and fell with her shallow breathing.

Brock sat next to the woman on the edge of the bed, feet firmly planted on the ground. His powerful legs were taut, rippled with muscle as he bounced a girl on his cock, one arm wrapped around her waist to hug her against his strong abs, the other hand tugging her head back by her brunette ponytail as she rode him cowgirl. With her head being pulled, she let out rasping moans while being forced to stare up at the ceiling.

A third girl was on her knees between Brock’s legs, licking his balls and the girl’s asscrack, probably forced to act as their pet. I knew that feeling all too well.

When Brock heard the door open, he continued to rock the brunette on his thick meatstick, but he slowed his pace. His head popped up from over the girl’s shoulder, a pleased expression on his gristly, chiseled face.

Smiling directly at me, he said, “Ah, Cari Morrison, my favorite student! I was wondering when you’d find me.” His smile lingered as his eyes moved to the half-naked femboy beside me, and the boy’s giant limp dick that was beginning to twitch between his legs. “Oh, you had to get a taste of the little boy’s beefy slab before you found me, I see.”

I flushed, thinking back on the bedroom scene of Aiden dominating Kitt. “No,” I said, then remembered the bathroom episode that sparked this whole shebang, when Aiden had doggy-style fucked me while I watched us in the mirror. “Uh, well, yes . . .”

Seeing as that I was clearly confused, Brock squinted at Angela, hiding in mine and Aiden’s shadows behind us. “And who is that shy girl behind you two?”

Entering the room, I stepped aside. “You don’t remember Angela Friedman? You should—she was one of the top grades in your class . . .”

The girl twiddled her thumbs in front of her, staring down with her face as ripe as a tomato. Brock was having this easy conversation while in the middle of bouncing a girl on his lap, and he seemed unlabored and full of energy. It was a testament to his endurance, but it was also probably embarrassing for Angie to see her professor in this compromised position.

Poor girl.

“Right, right,” he said. He grunted and slammed the girl on his lap as hard as he could, releasing his hold on her ponytail so her head snapped back up. She moaned as her big butt smacked loudly on top of Brock’s thighs. Trembling, she reached out and rested her hands on Brock’s shoulders.

“D-Daddy . . . why’d you stop?” she asked innocently.

The professor scowled at her. “Didn’t you just hear me, my little hussy? My favorite student has arrived.”

“So . . . ?”

Brock’s frown grew on his face. “So it means get the fuck off my cock. Go find another cock to tease—believe me, there are plenty.”

The young woman gasped, shocked at his outburst. He slapped her ass and then lifted her with his powerful arms, flexing. His hard cock drew out of her and leaned over against his hairy thigh.

The girl folded her arms on her chest. She hadn’t even bothered to turn to look at the three of us standing in the doorway. “But I want your
 dick, daddy! You promised me.”

“And you’ve had it. I hope it was everything you remembered—”

“I only came twice!”

Brock abruptly jumped to his feet, towering over the poor girl. His cock bounced, swaying in the air like a doorstopper. His ripped body clenched, the muscles and tendons and veins standing on edge.

The girl shrank back, afraid that he might slap her. I put a hand to my mouth, worried for the same reason. I couldn’t imagine the professor ever doing something like that, but he did seem unreasonably angry at her talking back.

Brock was dominant and rough, but he wasn’t a woman beater, as far as I knew . . .

Sure enough, Brock relaxed within seconds, his knotted fists opening and relaxing at his sides. “And you should be happy with the orgasms I gave you, girl.”

The woman pouted, then spun around. Her face was a mask of anger and sorrow as she passed me, roughly elbowing me out of the way, and scowled at Aiden. Then her eyes fell to his hung dick and widened at the sight. Choking on her own spit, she hurried out of the door, still naked. 

“Get up, come on,” Brock said, motioning with his hands to the other two. The girl who had been crouched between his legs started to stand, and Brock put his hand on her head, patting her. “No, no, my sweet. Crawl out of here on all fours. Find your next mate and let them fuck you like a mare, yes?”

The girl nodded. “Y-Yes, sir.”

I felt bad at her being debased and patronized like this, but I knew the power of Brock’s words . . . he could convince me to do anything, too. And sure enough, she crawled between Aiden and I and disappeared into the hallway, her face full of shame.

The third girl, Brock had to physically lift from her back on the bed. She was still dazed and seemed drunk. She wobbled to her feet, unbalanced, and a spurt of cum burped out of her pussy as she stood. “S-Sorry, daddy.”

Brock ran a soft, tender finger down her cheek. Apparently, she had been the first one that the professor had taken care of. “Don’t be sorry, my sweet. We’ve had our fun, but I have to fulfill the others, you see?”

She nodded solemnly.

“I’ll see you soon, Jessica.” His voice was soft and purring with her, and I desperately wanted that for myself. It turned me on, making me wet as a rolling sensation went through my body. I remembered Jessica as being the girl from the dinner table who had responded to Brock’s retirement announcement with, “But you’re our favorite!”

Clearly, Brock enjoyed her, too.

But within seconds, she was through the door, and then it was just us three—me, Aiden, Angela.

Brock plopped back down on the edge of the bed, stroked his girthy cock until it was at full-mast, and smiled at us. “Now, where were we?” he asked with a smile.

I took a step forward—

He put a hand out to stop me, and like a magic trick I was frozen in place.

Frowning, I furrowed my eyebrows. “B-But, you just said—”

“That you’re my favorite? I know what I said. And you will all get a chance, Cari, but first . . .”

He trailed off, his steely eyes leveling at my sides, to the two smaller people surrounding me. Then his lips curled.

“Aiden, boy, your big cock looks oversexed. Can you get it up?”

Aiden crossed his skinny arms over his chest, scoffing. “I can always get it up, Professor.”

“I thought so,” Brock said, enjoying the boy’s confidence. “Then step forward and show me . . .”

The indifferent attitude that Aiden had showed was washed away in an instant. His arms fell to his sides, his indignant face falling slack, and he simply nodded. “O-Okay . . .”

Like a zombie—just how I would have done it—he slowly meandered toward the professor and his large shaft.
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Chapter Two


P
rofessor C slapped the tops of his thighs with both hands, and I eagerly watched the muscles clench and the flesh jiggle. “Come on, brat,” he said to Aiden, “come sit on daddy’s lap.”

Aiden was in a trance. He simply nodded, eyes wide, and said, “Yes, master.”

The femboy walked between Brock’s muscled legs and was about to lift himself up to straddle the professor when Brock clicked his tongue. “Nuh-uh,” he said, waving a finger. “Reverse. Don’t you want to let your friends see your huge cock flopping wildly in the air?”

Aiden gulped and nodded. “Of course, daddy.”

“Of course,” Brock echoed. He licked his lips as Aiden turned around, facing me and Angie with a helpless look on his cute face. The femboy’s eyebrows were angled on his forehead, almost like he was sad that he was succumbing to the professor’s needs so easily.

Brock put his large man-hands on Aiden’s slender sides and then pulled his T-shirt over the boy’s head, so Aiden was completely naked. Sending his pale, nude body made his incredible size even more alarming, especially contrasted next to the beefy, toned body of the masculine professor and his more reasonable cock. And the professor had a big dick, too—nice and thick and juicy—but Aiden was just a ridiculously large boy.

Despite having an enormous bitch-breaker that he could use to dominate anyone he wished, Aiden wasn’t immune to domination himself. Actually, I knew firsthand that he enjoyed being controlled and topped, because I’d done it to him . . .

The femme backed up into Brock’s nutsack and then he was being lifted in the air. He spread his legs so he could straddle Brock’s larger thighs, and he had to stretch to even get around those bulky, muscled legs.

Professor C lowered him onto his thick, erect dick and Aiden let out a coo, his face reddening as the thick penis tickled his asshole and then plunged into his anus.

As it breached the boy’s tight hole, I saw all the fight go out of Aiden. Where he had been tense before, now he let himself deflate, relaxing on that large cock and letting the professor do his worst. He slid down the length of Brock’s shaft, and before long the shadow of the professor’s cock had disappeared completely inside Aiden’s bum.

He had a small butt—despite his giant package—so it amazed me that he could stuff so much cock inside there. I found myself sinking my teeth into my bottom lip, and I couldn’t help but reach down and tear my dress aside so I could start fingering myself.

I slid two fingers inside my wet pussy and rubbed my clit with the heel of my palm. My moans matched Aiden’s as the professor started moving the femboy on top of his cock, up and down.

“God, you little brat, are you trying to rip my dick off?!?” Brock growled.

Aiden’s breath caught in his throat. His voice lilted from the motion of sliding up and down Brock’s cock. “W-What, daddy?”

“The walls of your ass are clutching so tightly to my shaft! It’s such a crammed space!”

As the professor grunted, his hands placed on Aiden’s slender waist, I watched the pleasure overtake the femboy’s features. He melted back into Brock and let his mouth drop open, so his tongue could freely taste the air and savor the scent of the masculine man underneath him.

The professor started moving Aiden faster on his lap, until the boy’s limp cock was bouncing up and down. His nuts weightily jumped in the air, bouncing around with his penis.

“Y-Your crushing my prostate so hard, daddy! Oww, it feels so good!”

Brock grunted like an animal. He rested his chin on Aiden’s shoulder, letting the boy’s curly black hair fall over his forehead. Then he hugged the boy with both arms, tightly bringing him back, and started pumping his hips from below. The bed creaked as the man’s hairy thighs lifted off the bed to sink his cock deep into Aiden’s asshole.

The entire time, Angie and I simply stood in the doorway and watched. Angela had had the presence of mind to close the door, but neither of us made a move. I glanced over and saw that she was fingerblasting herself, too, taking after me. She had waiting until I sunk my fingers knuckles-deep in my cunt before joining me, because she didn’t have the kind of depraved relationship with the professor that I did.

“Pleasure your little friend, slut!” Brock called out. He was grinding his teeth together as he kicked up into Aiden’s ass tunnel and hilted his wide cock on the boy’s puffy anus.

No one was sure who he was talking to, so I took the initiative. I walked over to Angie and abruptly pulled the top of her dress down, revealing her small tits. She yelped, but didn’t resist.

With one hand, I massaged her breast, squeezing and molding it to my fingers. With the other, I continued fingering myself, while I stood over the girl, peering above her shoulder directly into the professor’s eyes. We locked stares and I smirked.

It was clear who the two dominant ones in this room were, and I could  tell that Aiden was just an appetizer for him.

I would be the main course.

But watching the femboy’s huge cock flop around like an errant helicopter sent me in a lustful frenzy. The harder that Brock pounded his ass, the harder the boy was getting. His cock was beginning to rise from his body, lifting from between his legs as his sphincter was smashed.

The big meatloaf grew thicker and longer, until it curved upward and bobbed in the air, veiny and stiff. Aiden’s hands were pinned to his arms by Brock’s dominant hold on him. He could only watch helplessly as his dick levered up and down in front of him, until it was nearly smacking him in the stomach.

“Oh, master, d-daddy, you’re turning me into a girl! Your cock feels so good controlling my asshole!” he yelled.

Brock snorted. His hands reached down and cupped the bottoms of Aiden’s thighs, giving the twink a bit more mobility on his lap. He scoffed, “I’m guessing you’ve met Kitt? Then you’ll know that turning cute boys into cute girls is a particular hobby of mine, you subby little bitch!”

With that, he abruptly flew back toward the top of the bed, reclining onto his back and pulling Aiden with him. He growled as Aiden yipped like a dog that had just had its tail stepped on.

I gasped.

The new angle was even more obscene—Professor C completely on his back, with Aiden on top of him facing the ceiling. The trap’s legs were yanked up until his feet were nearly touching his ears. Thank God the boy was so flexible, or else he would have been in a ton of pain.

But Aiden took the abrupt position switch with aplomb, and his yelp of surprise turned into a moan of ecstatic delight. His feet were kicking near his head. His giant cockslab was literally waving in the air in a 180-degree arc like a windshield wiper, smacking him on the belly and then swinging out toward his thighs as he was juggled on top of Brock’s girthy shaft.

The professor had Aiden in a prone, reverse cowgirl full-nelson, if it had to have a name. From my angle, when they both flew backwards, I could now see the deep penetration of Brock’s broad cock inside Aiden’s tiny butthole, and the incredible stretching that he was subjecting the boy to.

My fingers slowed on Angie’s chest. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the bed, and it was taking up my entire sense of concentration. I felt like a dumb slut, just watching with a gaping jaw and bulging eyes.

The tiptoes of Brock’s feet were still on the ground, since he was tall, and he was using the balls of his feet to push up and down, driving his dick deep into Aiden’s asshole before sliding it out halfway.

I could see the jumping of the professor’s nuts, as they collided with Aiden’s low-hangers, smacking off each other with loud, fleshy claps.

Precum was spurting from Aiden’s cockhead and I knew it wouldn’t be long—

“Graaagh!” Brock yelled wildly, squeezing hard on Aiden’s thighs with his arm-bar. The boy made a lolling sound with his flapping tongue, a staccato uh-uh-uh-uh
 in rapid succession. 

Then his gargantuan cock, which swung in the air like the centerpiece of a human statue built for erotic needs, it seemed to grow bigger. It throbbed and pulsed, the veins protruding. His heavy ballsack tightened up against the curve of his little buttocks.

Still waving wildly, his cock expunged ropes of cum, sending the thick, lumpy spunk flying into the air like a Doppler machine reading. The white milk surged into the air, and due to his swinging dick, it rained down like a Jackson Pollock splatter. Except Aiden was the canvas here, and the fountain of jizz simply showered his own body, landing on his legs and neck and face, even in the back of his throat as a wad dipped into his opened mouth. Some of it even landed on me, the creamy ejaculation being flung into the air forward. Some of it landed on the ceiling, it shot so high and mightily.

He choked on his own spunk as he came, and Brock was still blasting into him just as harshly as before. The bed was shaking and trembling, creaking like nothing else. The professor let out another howl, this time as I saw his own thick shaft broaden and pulse as it ruined Aiden’s insides.

He came inside the boy’s butthole in a furious snarl, hilting his cock one last time to the base of his shaft before exploding deep inside him. He smooshed his dick upwards against Aiden’s buttcheeks, their heavy balls rubbing together.

I was shocked that Aiden could take the whole big thing, but he didn’t complain—he only seemed to give another small orgasmic spurt.  

Moments later, after the intense orgasm, Brock pushed Aiden off of him. They were both panting and heaving as Aiden rolled onto his side and let the cum trickle from his gaping anus.

I came with a twitch. The sight of the femboy and the macho man spewing their juicy nectar all over the place drove me wild. From my fondling of her breasts, Angie also climaxed.

It all happened in about twenty seconds, like a domino effect that started with Aiden’s dripping, spewing dicktip, forcing that jizz into the air to rain down on us like boy-bombs.

I sat down on a nearby chair, collecting myself.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Brock growled at me.

My heart raced. “N-Nowhere!”

“Get up. You’re going to help us.”

I jumped up, despite my aching chest and damp pussy. My legs wobbled as I stood. “Yes, sir. How so?”

Brock reached blindly to his side, staring up at the ceiling, until he had a firm hand on Aiden’s buttcheek. He spanked the boy, then flipped him over to his stomach.

With Aiden facedown and ass up, and almost comatose from the rough anal sex he’d just endured, the boy groaned but gave no resistance against the much stronger man.

Brock went on his hands and knees for a moment, hopping on the bed like a rabid animal, until he was positioned behind Aiden’s butt. He rested both palms on those tiny cheeks, then spread them apart and smiled at his handiwork—at the river of cum still leaking out of his tender anus.

“Get on the bed,” Brock demanded, his harsh words directed at me. “In the same position I was just in.”

I gulped, hesitating.

“Don’t worry, we’re going to have a little fun . . .”
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Chapter Three


M
y eyes widened as the huge shadow descended over my face. This was just absurd, but Professor Carlson had a way of making people do whatever he wanted. He had an absolutely commanding presence.

Currently, he had his thick cock shoved back into Aiden’s asshole. The boy was groaning, his eyes half-lidded as he crawled forward on his hands and knees, while speared through the bum.

I was laying flat on my back, legs off the edge of the bed. As Brock guided Aiden forward, the femboy slowly scurried over me, straddling the top of my body with the top of his, in a sixty-nine position. He drooled on my face, his mouth agape. His large floppy cock dragged over my hair, then my forehead, then my nose and mouth. It smelled like man-sweat and cum. I wrinkled my nose as it glided over my face, then it started to get hard and lift away once more.

How these fuck buddies managed to stay hard so long, so often, was something I’d never understand. With their big tools, they should have been in porn.

Once Aiden was positioned over me, his skinny arms shaking and framing my shoulders, Brock put a hand on his back and pushed down . . . 

And the shadow of Aiden’s enormous alpha nuts descended toward my face, hurtling toward me like a comet. I could do nothing to stop it, positioned under him, and I didn’t want to do anything but feel those heavy boulders smothering me.

I stuck my tongue out at the last second, right before the satisfying plop of his ballsack. It drooped over the ridge of my nose, covered my eyes, and as he was pushed further down on top of me, it covered the entire circumference of my face. I could feel the individual testicles, oversized and gigantic on my cheeks, as they rolled around and pillowed my head.

I gagged as his scrotum dropped into my mouth, filling my facehole and making it hard to breathe. All I could see was the darkness of his smooth orbs smearing all over my face, the leathery texture of his nutsack gliding over my tongue. Behind my lids, red and yellow dots flashed as he rolled around on top of my eyes. It was stinky and sweaty and asphyxiating, but I loved every second of it. I was addicted to Aiden’s giant balls, and Brock knew it. He had put me here on purpose.

I felt something hard press against the top of my cleavage. A moment later, Aiden’s big fat dick was skewering my breasts, splitting them apart as he hotdogged my boob window.

He moved his body forward and lunged, fucking my tits in a reverse sixty-nine, while Brock commandeered the whole thing and fucked him doggy-style, leading him around like a puppet with a hand up his ass—except in this case it was the man’s thick fuckrod up his tight asshole.

The three of us were conjoined. Brock hovering over Aiden, leaning on top of him; Aiden hovering over me, screwing my tits while he smudged his nuts on my face, rolling them back and forth on my tongue, cheeks, nose, and forehead.

I was so goddamn wet, I thought I’d explode. But I needed . . . something down there . . .

As if reading my thoughts, I felt a breath of cold wind as my red dress was lifted from my legs.

Something warm and wet plopped onto my pussy lips. It was immensely satisfying, and I heard the high-pitched moaning a moment later.

Angie had come to play.

At the foot of the bed, she had crouched down between my legs, hands squeezing my flabby thighs, and now she tongued my pussy while Aiden fucked my tits, smothered my face, and was in turn getting his guts rearranged.

I started flailing my legs around Angie’s face, and it probably seemed as though I was suffocating. I was, partly, but the erotic asphyxiation was pleasant and I wasn’t in any danger of actually going under.

We repeated the back and forth motions. My body twitched as I came all over Angela’s face—who knew the girl could eat a pussy so well?

The little nerd licked her lips and rearranged her glasses, then continued dining on my cunt like it was a homemade meal. Her nose pressed against my clit, making it throb and jut out from its hood. Her tongue penetrated my vagina and prodded my walls.

I squeezed my legs around her head and brought her closer, trying my best to suffocate her.
 I hoped she was getting something out of this, besides an amazing show full of weird, odd positions and oversized dicks.

The door to the room opened. I heard Steph’s voice speaking before she stepped into the room.

“Cari are you in—”

She gasped.

“. . . here.”

The moaning and smell of spent jizz and sweaty bodies probably short-circuited her brain. I could only imagine what she thought she was looking at: four people lost in an incredible orgy, pleasuring each other in the strangest ways.

A small young lady perched between my legs, my calves wrapped around the back of her little pinhead as she gave me cunnilingus that Steph would have been proud of; A small young man doing pushups on my face, squishing his giant nutsack on me while he impaled my tits with his monstercock; an older man slapping his nuts against that boy’s ass, grunting as he anally reamed the moaning sap.

It was probably hard for Steph to tell where one body started and one body began. We were upside down, turned around, feasting on each other like we were trying our best on a Twister map.

“N-Never mind,” she croaked from the doorway. “Tracy, let’s go back to my place. I have a special dildo with your name on it.”

“C-Can we try . . . that?”
 the mystery woman asked, clearly astounded at the sight of our fornicating.

“I don’t think we have enough limbs.”

“Hmph.”

The two disappeared, but not before Steph ended with, “I’ll see you . . . back at the house, Cari? M-Maybe.” Then she closed the door behind her and was gone, leaving us to our lewd, ridiculous ways.

Aiden was the first to cum—he’d been doing so damn much of that, but he still had a lot stored up in his monstrous cum-tanks. I felt his heavy kegs constrict on my face, then deflate as he let out a loud, abrupt Gah!
 like he’d just blown a gasket.

Thick cum shot out from the bottom of my cleavage, plastering my flat tummy. Angela was caught in the crossfire, catching a spitfire load on her forehead as she munched on my pussy. The boy then collapsed on top of me.

I heard Brock’s cock slide out of him with a grotesque, wet squelch. He pushed Aiden aside, then went on his knees and leaned over me.

Grabbing the bottoms of my thighs, I found myself doing a somersault backwards. Angie’s tongue was forcefully extricated from my pussy as my legs lifted into the air, and I let my leg-lock loosen on her head.

She stared up as my backside rose into the air.

I was rolled roughly onto my shoulders and neck, and it was incredibly painful. I let out a ragged scream, then felt my legs being spread apart in the air.

I couldn’t see shit. My heavy tits fell around my face, bumping into my chin. I was looking up at the dark side of Brock’s moon—up at his taint and balls.

He hugged my pussy to his cock, standing and crouching, then penetrated my and dripped into my pussy upside down.

My eyes bulge with shock as I felt the bell-shaped ridge of his cockhead kiss the bottom of my tunnel and dive deep inside me. He straddled my shoulders and started fucking me like a primal animal, letting out inarticulate grunts and growls. His big balls slapped against my stomach.

The bed started shaking again, the frame creaking. The headboard thudded against the wall behind us.

He had me in a reverse piledriver—instead of fucking down into me from above, he was doing it but facing the opposite direction. Usually, someone piledriving a woman would be looking down into her face to gleefully see the helplessness there. As it stood, Professor C was either staring down at Angie at the foot of the bed, or the door behind her.  

His hands roughly clutched my bouncing asscheeks to get a good purchase, while his feet were surrounding my shoulders.

I came for a second or third time, the feeling overwhelming my senses and sending my body into a panicked overdrive. My shoulders and neck ached, but still Brock dicked me down senselessly, ruthlessly. My legs were in a T shape, up in the air. My back was totally scrunched and I was folded like a lawn chair.

The next time I came, after a few more hard pumps that sent his cock careening down my tunnel toward my cervix, I squirted up into the air, all over Brock’s face. Milliseconds later, the shower of lady-cum and juices rained down on top of me.

I yelled, my voice strangely high and strangled sounding. My eyes were still blurry from the massive nuts that had been hanging out on top of them. My wobbling boobs hit my face.

I felt so goddamn full, my vaginal walls clenching down on the thick shaft going into me upside down.

The professor roared, embedded his fingers deep into my buttcheeks, then unloaded inside me without a care in the world.

My slick wetness mixed with his greedy cum as he filled my tunnel and womb. At the last moment, as I felt the semen brimming me, he pulled out and shook his hard cock. Cum splattered down on my chest and tummy.

He let go of my long legs, and they took a long way to right themselves and fall backward—back over the edge of the bed.

And then it was over, and I was on my back, much like the original girl I’d spotted when first coming into this room. My stomach was rising and falling. Everyone was groaning and moaning all around me, our voices a mixture of disbelief and satisfaction.

We had all climaxed so fucking hard, so fucking often. I could barely feel my lower limbs, and my spine felt slightly out of place from being forced into that backwards piledriver position.  

We were all thrown onto the bed in a tangle of limbs and body parts. Aiden’s arm was stretched over my belly, his cock flaccid dick dangerously close to my mouth. Brock was facedown on the bed, panting and sweating. Angie hopped on and hugged me, our warm bodies mingling together. Her little arms and legs wrapped around me and she felt amazing cuddling me like a sex doll.

Our breaths came out ragged. We tried to exhale deeply, but were still too caught up in the absurdity of what we’d just done.

I don’t know if it was the best sex of my life, but it was certainly the strangest. It all started with Aiden reverse cowgirling the professor. The prone full-nelson, the reverse tittyfucking, the facesitting, the leg-lock cunnilingus, the doggy-style anal, the reverse piledriver . . . I wondered if Brock had studied the Kama Sutra
 as a young professor or student of his own. Maybe I hadn’t given the dom enough credit in the bedroom—he was amazing, to be able to orchestrate all of this.

I felt so damn tired.

“T-That was . . . intense,” I croaked, then chuckled dryly.

“. . . like camping,” Angie finished, her head buried between my slimy tits, lapping up the cum between them like a puppy.

Stupid ass puns. I made no response, but her giggling, vibrating voice felt nice against my breasts.

“I need . . . nap,” Aiden said with a raspy voice. “And some water.”

“I need some booze,” Brock said, his voice deep and gravelly. He sounded like he’d been sleeping for days, and a little rough around the edges. “And another warm hole to stuff.”

“Haven’t you done enough?” I asked, trying to look around, but finding him nowhere. The stucco ceiling was the only thing in my vision, besides the lingering chicken arm of Aiden’s. But I could hear his voice around me, permeating through my brain.

“No, my little pet slut, my succubus,” the professor drawled. “This is my last hoorah. You might be spent, but I have to service the rest of my students—it’s what they all came here for.”

“I think they’re busy enjoying each other,” I said.

“But we all know what they really want,” Brock replied.

“A big cock to impale them and bring them to oblivion,” Aiden said, sighing.

“Yes, just like you, my sissy bitch.”

“You . . . got that right.”

The sweat on my body was getting cold. As the heat of our intermingling copulation started to subside, my body began to shiver. I couldn’t stop it. Angie tightened herself around me, clinging on like a baby kangaroo, but her thin frame and bony extremities didn’t provide much warmth.

Aiden hugged me as well, and I heard the professor stand up on shaky legs.

“I’ll bring you guys some water,” he said, his voice faraway. “If I get the chance.”

“I have a feeling your night is only just beginning,” I said, not bothering to look toward the door. “Your students need you, Professor C. They want you—they all came for your benefit.”

“And now they’ll cum for my benefit again.”

“Give them a nice sendoff,” I said, and then he left the room to leave the three of us in a puddle of jizz and body parts.
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Chapter Four


W
hat a goddamn debacle.

I had known this party was going to get lewd, but I’d underestimated to what extent. It was like stepping into this house sent up a barrier that barricaded all things sweet and peaceful. Here, there was only nastiness and perversion.

After Brock Carlson finally left us in peace, alone, lying on his bed while we soaked his sheets in our sweat and cum, I quickly fell asleep.

I couldn’t believe how tired I’d been. Once I closed my eye and the red and yellow dots returned, I was out before Angie could snap her fingers. I fell asleep with the girl’s face resting on my boobs. If it wasn’t for the depravity we had all displayed, it would have been cute.

I slept like the dead. No dreams, no nightmares, just utter darkness. It was a restful sleep, and by morning time I could feel the sun’s warmth on my face. It made me smile. At some point, I had repositioned myself to the top of the bed, like a proper human being, and my head was sinking into a fluffy pillow when I woke up. 

Planning my day before I even opened my eyes, I decided I would go back to Steph’s house, then sleep even longer. Maybe hit the beach later. Steph would probably be pleased that I hadn’t returned in the middle of the night, since she would’ve been fist deep in that girl Tracy’s pussy.

But my plan was ruined before it even began.

With my eyes still closed, I heard a disconcerting sound next to me. It started as a sniff, then a gag, and then a snort. The snorting continued, like a pig rutting in shit.

Furrowing my brow, I opened one eye and glanced over to my right, where the sound was coming from. Both of my eyes quickly jolted open in surprise.

Less than two feet away, the twink from the night before, Kitt, was crouched on top of someone, hugging their face with both hands like an alien trying to suck the person’s soul out of their facehole. The diminutive femboy was ranting, naked as the day he was born.

It was such a startling way to start the day, it almost made me pass out from dizziness and shock.

It was Aiden doing the snorting—Aiden being the one trapped under the femme’s embracing body. It looked like Kitt was humping a pillow, and he was moving so fast I wasn’t sure what I was seeing.

But as the blurriness left my eyes, I saw it as clear as day: Kitt was facefucking Aiden with all the speed and ferocity he could muster. His tiny two-inch dick was as hard as a little red rocket. It probed and jutted into Aiden’s mouth, parting his lips and jabbing into the roof of his mouth.

He was humping Aiden’s face so fast, his big wobbly ass was a blur, shaking and rippling wildly on top of Aiden’s chest. The crouched little trap looked like a crazy person, and the incessant, eager, pitiful sounds coming from his throat wasn’t helping.

At first, I thought Aiden might’ve still been asleep, in which case I would have helped him by smacking Kitt over the head. But then I saw my big-dicked femboy’s hands flailing at his sides, then slowly succumbing to the skullfucking. He cupped his dainty hands into Kitt’s puffy asscheeks and let the boy go to town.

If this was the way that Kitt dealt with his morning wood, I truly never wanted to be around him when he woke up. The bed started creaking and it brought a strange acid flashback from the night before, when we’d been tangled like a bunch of perverted trapeze artists.

I slowly sat up, propping my elbows on the pillow. I couldn’t turn away, despite how pathetic and obsessed this seemed.

Angela was nowhere to be found, which I thought was a good thing—she had already seen her “boyfriend” engage in way too much extracurricular activities for one lifetime.

But somehow, Aiden seemed to be . . . enjoying it. He was snorting like a hog, but down below, I saw the bedsheets rising as his massive cock sprang to life and lifted the covers into a giant tent almost a foot high.

Slowly, the covers pulled back at the sheer size of his towering penis, exposing him to the morning sun. His dick came swinging back toward his body, then smacked into Kitt’s grinding asscrack with a loud slap.

Unbeknownst to Kitt, his shaking ass was giving Aiden an excellent assjob, hotdogging up and down the length of the monolithic shaft.

I simply watched with a bemused expression. From my side angle, I could see Kitt’s tiny nuts bouncing off Aiden’s chin like so many marbles. His babydick move in a flurry of motion—

Jab-jab-jab-jab—

And Aiden snorted and snuffed the entire time as he held on for dear life, clutching Kitty’s asscheeks. He was moving the boys buttocks up and down now, gliding them over his huge boner and forcing the flesh to envelop his meatpole.

Before Kitt could cum, he slid away and down, letting that giant dick pull back as it dragged against his balls, taint, and asshole. When he was on the other side of it, the fat slab snapped back like a slingshot or a catapult, smacking hard into Aiden and jolting his entire body.

Kitt took the weapon of ass destruction in both hands and jerked it off, then kissed it and slobbered on it, rolling his tongue over the smooth edges, the cylindrical shaft, and over the protruding veins.

The tiny femboy then went lower, grabbing either of Aiden’s nuts in his palms, squeezing and pulling on them. Aiden just groaned and closed his eyes, not sure what else to do.

Kitt took that monstrous sack and put it in his lap, using the sheer size of Aiden’s satchel to his advantage, pulling on it like a drawstring.

He surrounded his wimpy dick with the huge orbs—which dwarfed his mini pecker—and started humping them, too. He laughed giddily as he fucked Aiden’s balls, greedily pumping his hips with mad abandon while he kneaded the monstersack like clay. His little wiener was basically engulfed by the alpha nuts—each testicle nearly as big as his palm. He smooshed the leathery sack around his tool and just fucked away, screwing his beloved, big-dicked femboy’s bloated sack until there wasn’t any feeling left in his cock.

“Oh my God, baby, your giant nuts are so swollen!”

“Hnngh,” Aiden croaked.

“Can I please nuzzle your sack while your big ol’ floppy cock rests on my head?”

“M-Maybe later, Kitty.”

Kitt nodded and moved up from Aiden’s balls. He took both hands and wrapped them around his shaft and Aiden’s, together. The size difference was even more striking when they were rubbing their shafts together, because his penis didn’t even come up a quarter of the length or width of Aiden’s. And considering their similar build and height, it was an alarming sight, like a monkey trying to fuck an elephant’s trunk.

But Aiden was game. I don’t know why he was letting himself just be used like a fuckdoll, but he clearly enjoyed it. When Kitt put both hands around his cock and the base of Aiden’s, touching fingertips around the two shafts, Aiden wrapped his hands around the middle and top of his own cunt-stretcher. With all four hands working in tandem, they jerked each other off, Kitt sitting on the hung femboy’s legs.

Their moans rang out next to me, ragged and sleepy.

It was already crazy enough to watch as babydick Kitty got a balljob from his boytoy, but now it seemed they were both on the verge of cumming from the mutual frottage.

“Want in on this, Cari?” Aiden asked, turning to me and winking with a grin.

My slack face just shook, my jowls jiggling. “N-No thank you, Aidy. You seem to have it covered.”

“Fair enough.” He faced Kitt again. “Get back in my mouth, boy, before you cum all over my dick.”

Kitt pouted. “B-But, I want to unload all over your nuts, hun. Can’t I watch my jizz pool in the crease between your—”

“In my mouth! Now!”

Kitt actually meowed like a cat, then jumped forward and started fucking Aiden’s face again. This time, when the massive femboy’s dick slid up to part Kitt’s asscrack apart, he pried the buttocks open with his hands.

A moment later, Kitt moaned as Aiden forced his bulbous cockhead inside the boy’s anus.

Keeping a firm grip on Kitt’s bouncing buttocks, Aiden started to power-bottom the poor femme until he was a drooling mess. While Aiden gave him excellent morning anal, he returned the favor by plunging his tiny prick in Aiden’s mouth—his cheeks hollowed out while he slobbered and sucked on the pindick.

From my profile angle, I could see that enormous penis ripping up into Kitt’s guts, and I wondered how the boy could survive such a vicious pounding with such a tight asshole. Granted, his butt was huge, but that didn’t mean his sphincter was . . . unless it had been stretched out beyond repair the night before, which was highly likely since Aiden had fucked him then, too.

The door to the room opened and my head jerked over. I felt like a slimy voyeur for the umpteenth time, but there was nothing I could do!

Angela stood in the doorway. She quickly gawked, then hid her expression as a look of content fell over her. “Wow, going at it so early, Aidy?”

“I don’t think it was his idea,” I said, peering strangely at the girl. Why did she seem so happy?

“I finally got to feel a footballer inside me, Cari. I let one of the boys from last night dick me down.” She smiled shyly.

I scratched the back of my head. “Oh, right. That was your goal all along, right? You wanted to be flung around like a ragdoll while some stud pinned you to the wall.”

She nodded profusely, then hurried into the room. While we held this normal conversation, there was lewd buttfucking and facehumping going on right next to us.

She sat on the edge of the bed.

“How was it?” I asked.

Angie’s chin jutted over to Aiden, who was currently trying to fit at least eight inches of cock inside Kitt’s stretched butthole, and he had plenty more to go. “I liked his better.”

“He’s rougher, isn’t he?”

“He can be,” she answered. “Like right now.”

I coughed lightly. “Yes, he can also be sweet.” Clearing my throat, I added, “Though I’m not sure if all that sweetness is gone by now. I haven’t seen it since I’ve been in town . . .”

Angie sighed. “I think he was just eager to bone you again, Cari. You’ll have to forgive him.”

“Will I?”

She blushed. “Er, you’re right. I won’t tell you how to think. But don’t you still . . . like him?”

I glanced over at the buttfuckers. Aiden grunted, stuffed as much of Kitt’s hole as he could, and unloaded with a fire hose of jizz up the boy’s rectum. At the same time as he got creampied, Kitt let loose inside Aiden’s screaming mouth. The screaming, coupled with the throatpie, forced watery jizz out of Aiden’s nostrils and he sputtered up the cum, coughing and hacking wildly.

“Of course I do,” I said, sighing. “As I’ve said before . . . everyone forgives a huge cock.”

She nodded. Just like that, we were talking again, and the two panting, raving femboys were tangled in each other’s arms, hugging and finishing their spunk-spurts.

“That gangbang last night was amazing,” she said in a low voice, biting her bottom lip.

I nodded. “It really was something. I wouldn’t mind doing it again . . .”

She looked at me hesitantly, her eyes big and round in her skull. Pushing her glasses up the bridge of her nose, she said, “Me too.”

I tilted my head to the side. “Oh? Did you like eating my pussy?”

She giggled, then nodded. “It was sweet. And the way you tried to strangle me with your legs . . . that was insane. I came so hard!”

I smiled. “Glad to hear it. But just know, I wouldn’t have let you pass out with your tongue jammed up my cunt. I’m not like Aiden.”

“Hey, I heard that,” the femboy said beside me, his voice somewhat muffled from all the cum coating his lips.

“Good,” I said, a bit angrily. “You shouldn’t be screwing Angela’s unconscious body, jerk.”

“N-No, no, it’s okay. I want Aidy to feel good, too. I can’t handle his size all that well yet, so sometimes I black out for a minute and let him keep going. It’s no big deal.”

I sighed. I wasn’t going to argue with her, if that’s what she really wanted, but I had the sudden urge to leave this place and never return.

Like I’d thought earlier, there was a magic force field at Professor C’s house, where the only thing you could talk about or do was hardcore sex. I needed to get out into the sun, take a shower, have some breakfast . . . do all the things normal people did. I couldn’t just be locked away for the entire winter break in a state of constant arousal, could I?

The door opened and Brock stepped inside wearing nothing but long-johns, his hanging cock pronounced between his legs, half-hard.

I sighed as he closed the door behind him, his arms falling over his chest.

Maybe I could . . .
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Chapter Five


M
y God, it was too much.

I needed salvation—freedom from these oversized cocks pounding me senseless. Yes, this coming from Cari Morrison, the size queen extraordinaire.

When I had come back into town for winter break, it was because I yearned for these salacious penises. I longed for the manly touch of my professor, the caressing hands of Aiden . . .

But this was overboard.

I had been filled and stretched to maximum capacity, screwed beyond imagining, and they weren’t done with me yet. I needed a damn break, but there was no quarter given in the house of Brock Carlson.

Of course, it felt amazing, but I was cumming like Niagara Falls! My poor pussy needed a rest!

Brock had come in hot, saying, “You know I can’t let you leave until I plug you one last time, right, Cari?”

My eyebrows jumped, my eyes bulging. Was he not seeing the crumpled mess of naked boy-limbs next to me—the femboy sandwich that was Aiden and Kitt? Had he no response to that?

No, his eyes were centered on me, those piercing buds making goose bumps crawl on my skin.

“I don’t want you to ever forget that I control all of your holes,” he said with a smirk.

How could I, when he was blasting so mercilessly into me? These people had no concept of gentle, vanilla sex. Everything was rough and tumble, with legs flying and tits jiggling, my ass swinging around and getting spanked until it was red and raw.

My stupid crow brain had long since given up. I couldn’t think about anything decent—everything was cocks, cocks, cocks. I guess this is what I deserved for seeking out my hometown doms . . .

Like most men, Professor C came to take care of his morning wood. Of course, I would be the recipient of his hard erection, which strained against the front of his long-johns as he waltzed in.

His skintight underwear left nothing to the imagination, and within seconds the undergarment was ringed around his ankles and he was stepping out of them, big dick swinging.

“For some extra sauce, I want you joining me, Aiden,” he said, creeping closer to me.

I backed up until my head thumped the headboard. “Ow.” I rubbed it.

Then Brock pounced, and I let out a short yelp before his hands were tearing my dress apart and exposing my fat tits. The jumbled out in front of me, hanging like two fat melons. His callused fingers squished and caressed my breasts, pinching my nipples and making them hard as diamonds.

I moaned. My voice was raspy and dry—it still hadn’t recovered from the night before. I could still feel the sticky jizz coating the front of my stomach where Aiden had launched his cum-blaster down the bottom of my tit window.

I put my hands on Brock’s bulging forearms, just to give them something to do, and rubbed his hairy arms up and down. My eyes sank to his cock, which was swaying in the breeze as he fondled and molested me.

He could see the helpless, pathetic expression on my face, but it only seemed to drive his hunger—his need for young flesh and warm, tight holes to expand.

With a quickness, he lifted me from the bed. I loved that he was strong enough to do that, since he was so much bigger than anyone else in the room. Most boys had trouble lifting my big ass, because I was tall and thick.

But he clutched my asscheeks like he owned them, then pressed my heavy breasts against his hard chest. Without ceremony, he dropped me on his erect cock, the thick member spearing up into me. My eyes bulged at the same time as my stomach did.

My mouth dropped open but no sound came out.

I heard Aiden spitting, and I looked over to see him lubing up his cock. He gave Kitt a pat on the head, then jumped out of bed.

Like the boy wonder that he was, the femboy was hard as a rock again. He massaged his shaft with both hands as he approached us, rounding the bed until he was behind me.

More goose bumps broke out on my skin. I was scared.

“W-Wait, Aiden,” I croaked. “Where are you gonna . . . stick that thing?”

“You know where, honey,” he said darkly. “There’s only one hole I can reach.”

“No!” I cried. “Please, it’s too big for my ass! You’ll break me in half!”

“It’ll hurt for a moment, babe, but then you’ll love it. I guarantee it.”

I was shaking my head, but his words soothed my dumb brain. Like I said, I had no control over my thoughts, and they were all deep, deep in the gutter.

Maybe he was right? Maybe I would love it. I’d never had something so huge in my asshole before, but I’d definitely stuck some fat stuff up there . . .

I felt his huge cockhead prodding, poking around down there. I couldn’t see anything, but I could feel its sheer size as it slipped around my asshole, my tight rosebud flexing against his girth.

Brock lowered me slightly, and the pang of cock jutting up into my canal sent a shiver down my spine. He was lowering me for Aiden’s benefit, because the boy was too short to reach me otherwise.

Going on his tiptoes, I heard Aiden grunt.

My eyes screwed up as he licked his palm, shined his knob one last time, and then gently eased it into my butthole. One eye went wide, one squinted, so I looked like a fucked-silly mess.

I came when he stuck it in my ass, and that was only the first two inches or so. But it felt like I was giving birth out the wrong hole, and I screamed.

“Oh my God, stop!” Angie yelled from behind us, her fingers fidgeting wildly in front of her stomach. “You’re going to break her, Aidy, she just said that!”

“Just a little . . . more . . .” he groaned, gritting his teeth together.

My asshole made a tearing sound, and I was sure I was bleeding—but it could have just been the wetness of my pussy soaking me down there. The pain was immense as he slogged on, rising up into me.

As he went deeper and deeper, I thought he was impaling me. Would it poke through my stomach, up my esophagus, and come out my goddamn mouth? Because it felt like it.

The feeling of fullness was too much for me—they really did have control of my holes, and there was nothing I could do to stop them.

Secretly, I didn’t want them to. But I wailed anyway, because my brain couldn’t think of anything else to do.

“Ugh, she still has one more hole we need to fill up, to get her to shut up,” Brock said, rolling his eyes. He bounced me on his cock a few times, and it made my voice echo and lilt like it was bouncing over a hill.

“Uhhahhh—
uhhahhh
!”

I could feel their thick tubes rubbing against each other, the shafts from my lovers separated only by the thin flesh that kept my pussy and asshole separated.

Aiden’s cock absolutely demolished my rectum. It pushed my walls to their brink, and I could only imagine how wide my asshole would be gaping once this was all done. I just hoped I wouldn’t have a prolapsed anus, because I didn’t want to be shitting pancakes for a week.

At least his sweaty, wet cock was partly lubed up, or else it truly wouldn’t have even gone in more than an inch.

“Let loose!” Aiden grunted. “Your butt’s too tight, Cari! Stop clenching!”

“I caaaan’t!”

I tried my hardest to forget that there was a baseball bat impaling my bum. A sense of numbness took over, rising up from my insides and spanning outward to my extremities.

When I finally couldn’t feel my ass, I let out a loud breath and loosened my bowels so Aiden could dig in deeper. My eyes rolled to the back of my head, and I thought I’d pass out.

I went dizzy on their cocks.

But Aiden was deep enough for some serious anal destruction, and now that they had be skewered in both holes, they could move me up and down.

My tits rubbed against Brock’s chest. I felt the seesaw pattern of their movements, and as they fell into a rhythm, feeling started to blossom back into me . . .

And it felt amazing!

Somehow, they were both digging in so damn deep that my clit was like a skittle of orgasms. My body was twitching as they bounced me on their oversized wieners, the hardness stretching and filling me out.

The separation between my butthole and pussy was nonexistent.

“G-God, they’re crammed so deep inside her!” Angela cried, a worried timbre to her voice.

Kitt was watching with wide-eyed disbelief also, and I could see that his tiny pecker was hard. He was stroking his cock in his fist, hard again—it probably didn’t take too much bloodflow to get that thing raring to go.

After I came my brains out for around ten minutes straight, they gently lowered me to the ground. Not the bed, but on all fours. Their cocks slid out with a schlorp,
 and twin rivers of jizz dribbled out of both holes.

The double penetration had been intense,
 but I had a feeling it wasn’t over.

“Look at her butthole, Professor,” Aiden said with a chuckle. “Have you ever seen something so gaped?”

Brock chuckled, and it pissed me off that they were so chummy with each other, examining my ruined, decimated anus. It felt like a black hole.

And Aiden proved that it was, because I felt something hard and knuckly going inside there. My eyes widened again and I groaned like a tired animal. I fell forward on the carpet, eyes closing, as I realized it wasn’t his wet cock sliding back into me, but rather his fingers.

All of them. In a fist.

My pussy spurt liquids all over the floor. He fisted me and laughed, saying, “Wow, I can’t believe my hole hand can fit inside there!”

“You guys are so cruel!” Angela squeaked. It was nice to have a cheerleader on my side, but she wasn’t doing much help. If anything, I was worried that they’d take their expansive dongs out on her, next, and I knew
 she wouldn’t be able to take it.

At least I could put up the façade.

Aiden’s fist went in and out my asshole, up to his wrist. It made a lewd slopping, squelching sound as it penetrated me, then fluttered as air escaped my body.

I blushed dramatically, realizing that it was sounding like I was letting out a long string of farts.

Kitt ran over, hiding his wiener in his hand. “C-Can I join?”

I groaned, and seconds later everyone was laughing again—except me and Angela.

Kitt lifted my head with both hands, clutching my cheeks like I was a prized artifact. “C-Can I use your mouth, Cari?”

I spoke out of spite, which probably wasn’t in my best interest because I had no leg to stand on—literally. “I only let hung boys use my throat as a cocksleeve, Kitty.”

He harrumphed, scowling at me.

“J-Just kidding,” I said a moment later. “Just stick your little meat in my face and I’ll drain you dry.”  

His face lit up and he jabbed his cock in my mouth. I only had to part my lips a meager amount to let him facefuck me. He was power-fucking me within seconds, just like he’d done against Aiden’s mouth.

Aiden slid under me, then reached up to suck on my hanging udders. He nibbled on my nipples and played around with my tits, which made me hotter than ever. “F-Fuck, yes, molest my huge tits, Aidy! Grope them and make them your property! They’re all yours!”

He grinned, then disappeared further beneath me. I felt his wet cockhead flicking my clit, then rubbing against my tender lips. “Go ahead, Professor, have one last crack at her asshole. I think I’ve opened it up wide enough for you.”

Brock chuckled. “You certainly have, brat. I didn’t think I’d ever have the hotdog-down-a-hallway problem.”

They all laughed. Oh, what funny fucking chums they were.

Kitt could see the disgusted look on my face, even as he rammed his cock into my mouth. He smiled down at me, patted my head, and said, “Oh, come now, Cari, you know you love it when a stud shoves a hung dick up your fat ass. I know I do!”

“Mmmph! Gawk!”

“I’ll never forget your beautiful fuckhole, Cari,” Aiden whispered to me from below. It made me blush, even as he stabbed up into me and lit my belly on fire.

Almost simultaneously, Brock shoved his cock in my ass, and then I was rocking back and forth again. At least I had a little more mobility and control, situated on my own knees and hands. But it was a cajoling—a brutal foursome where all the boys had me plugged up. I could hardly breathe, my pussy came nearly constantly, and my asshole was making that lewd gassy sound.

Angela just watched in disbelief as the boys took their time dominating me.

My brain was a dizzy wreck. Heavy balls slapped into my bum and pussy and collided together and the whole thing jumpstarted my system every time they touched my sweaty flesh.

I hadn’t even had my morning coffee yet, and here I was taking it in every orifice. I wept involuntarily, but they became happy tears.

The guys were right—eventually, I settled into their rhythm and felt nothing but the utmost pleasure. I came to realize that Professor C was telling the truth: I would miss this.

Returning back to Texas, away from my hung boys—even from tiny-dicked Kitt—it wouldn’t be the same. I would return to my classes recharged and reenergized.

I don’t know if I would take my next sabbatical in San Diego, but for now, I just needed to enjoy the abuse that my pussy, asshole, and mouth were taking.

It was an overwhelming amount of cum that eventually shot into me from every side. Kitt’s watery spurts were the weakest and cutest, and his face was adorable as he jizzed down my esophagus. He held my head hard, knocking me on the back of the skull to make sure all his cum slid down my throat, into my belly.

On the other end, the two tremendous cocks ruined me and came at the same time. The amount of thick cum roiling into my system and screwing up my insides mingled with my own powerful orgasm. Jizz shot out everywhere, spraying like a heavy downpour. The boys laughed as the fluids fountained.

Then we all watched as my belly inflated from the jizz-load. It looked like I was a couple months pregnant, and once they pulled out of me, my flabby, gaping holes unleashed their spunk like tidal waves.

He fell onto my tits, on the floor, and left them staring down at me—their used up cum-dump. Their pretty little cock-sock.

It was flattering that they all wanted me, that they kept coming back to me, out of all the girls who had slept over at Professor C’s house.

But I played dead. I couldn’t take anymore, and I needed to fall back asleep.

My morning was ruined—hell, my whole day was ruined. I probably wouldn’t walk right for a week. I was sore and aching, and my body was still twitching from the aftershocks.

I’d never known an orgy so raunchy and unrelenting. Brock Carlson certainly knew how to throw a party. But I wanted to see Steph again—she was my one saving grace from this whole place, surprisingly.

Everyone else just treated me like a cum-puppet, though there wasn’t anything wrong with that.

In the end, I knew I would return to Texas a changed woman. I think I’d had enough dick for a lifetime, so I could truly settle down and focus on my studies.

And if not . . . San Diego was a short plane ride away, and I could always return to my big-dicked loverboys, knowing that they’d welcome me with open arms and gigantic cocks.
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The End

. . . for now
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Take a look at these other selected hot books by Bella Beaumont, in similar niches as this story:

A hot college athlete falls for her dorky stepbrother when she discovers the ridiculous heat he’s packing between his legs!


Forbidden Lust: Books 1-3
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A MILF professor finds out a student has a pussy-breaking cock at his disposal, and she does everything she can to steal him away from his peers.


Little Big Man: Books 1-3
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A mother who can’t stop spying on her son fucking everyone around!


The Taboo Voyeur: Books 1-3
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Or this series about a young man finding his way as a sissy, and the hung femboy who turns him into one:


Making a Sissy: Books 1-3
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If you would like info about specials and free stuff Bella is offering, join Bella’s newsletter by visiting BellaBeaumont.com.

Stay tuned for the next part of this steamy saga! And if you liked this one, please take a moment to post a review on Amazon!
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