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    Chapter 1 – Naughty Nora


  


  Saturday. May 25th. 1:17 PM.


  Mom told her this was part of dating. Relationships were never smooth sailing. In fact, if you don’t have an occasional fight with your partner, then things probably weren’t as good as you think. Maybe the pictures everyone uploaded to Facebook weren’t realistic? Perhaps the smiling families, adventures around the world, and twenty-four seven facade that everyone seemed to be putting on was bullshit. What if life wasn’t a fairy tale with Prince Charming waiting to sweep her off her feet?


  She was officially taking a break from her on-again, off-again boyfriend, Brad. How many more times were they going to do this? Why couldn’t she accept the fact that long-distance relationships almost never worked?


  They’d been dating since high school, but their chemistry hit a bit of a snag when they went off to different colleges. FaceTime, texting, and constant communication helped keep them together, but how could two people prosper without physical intimacy? Brad had always been just a phone call away from being there for her mentally and emotionally, but she was on her own when it came to the tangible end of things.


  Sometimes she longed for a boyfriend who lived down the street—for a guy who could swing by after work and fool around. She could still recall how much she hated having sex in the backseat of her parents’ car years ago in high school. A college dorm was a palace compared to the privacy she lacked throughout her youth; but now that she was on her own, there was no one to enjoy that luxury with.


  So, the two decided to take a break. Well, it was more like Nora’s idea. What did that mean? She wasn’t exactly sure. It wasn’t like she was eager to find some other guy. She loved what she had with Brad, but maintaining this primarily digital relationship had become exhausting. Maybe it would be best to take a vacation from men for a while. Would anything be wrong with staying single for the summer? No job, no school, and no boyfriend: it was like she was a kid again.


  Nora wouldn’t exactly be on her own for the next three months. Summer vacation was here, and the twenty-two-year-old math major was back in her childhood bedroom for twelve weeks—not that she had any complaints. She had a great relationship with her parents, and not having to cook or do her own laundry was a life of leisure.


  The sun was shining, birds were chirping, and she felt cooped up inside the house. She could use some fresh air. The brunette tossed on a tank top and a pair of workout shorts, and made her way out the backdoor. How many years had it been since she walked this path? Two? Maybe three? A journey down the road and along a few side streets led to a beautiful park which backed up to an upper-class neighborhood. Her parents weren’t poor, but they definitely didn’t live in a house like these.


  A paved path circled a huge field of freshly cut grass before venturing off into the woods. That was her favorite part of the trail: when the wilderness took over. Few things were more amazing than watching a deer run in front of her while she was walking. She missed this while off at school.


  Sometimes the best parts of life were the simple things. Sometimes she wanted to shut off her brain and mindlessly stroll along a path that had already been paved for her. College was hard; real life was even more difficult. You don’t realize how carefree being a child is until you’re staring at four hours of problem sets for your algebraic topology class. Stressing out over her driver’s test didn’t compare to making it to her eight o’clock class on time. Back when she was a kid, all she wanted was to be grown-up: to have money, a car, and the ability to go to the mall whenever she wanted. And now that she was an adult, she yearned for the days of someone telling her what her plans were for the night, but there wasn’t a man in her life to do that.


  And that was really her biggest problem with Brad. He returned home for the summer as well, and his parents had moved out of state after he’d graduated high school. So, once again, they were still apart even with her being home. But maybe that was a good thing. Maybe the physical distance granted her more room to think. Maybe a few months without a significant other would allow her to only focus on herself. Maybe she could figure out what she wanted from her life.


  She made her way off the road and into the park on this gorgeous eighty-degree afternoon. Brad, her lack of love life, and building stress levels couldn’t bring her down. Nothing could damper her spirits. For today at least, she didn’t have a problem in the world. Everything was perfect.


  Nora abruptly froze in her tracks.


  Her previous steps further up the grass had taken her past a collage of trees blocking her view from the field. That expansion of grass was almost always vacant. Occasionally, there would be someone throwing a Frisbee to a dog or playing catch with their child, but this was the first time she’d ever seen anything like this.


  Sixteen orange cones: eight being used to create two touchdowns, and another eight to mark both sidelines; nine young guys: six shirtless, and three deciding to stay clothed on this warm day; and one ball sailing high in the sky before landing perfectly in a receiver’s arms, who emphatically spiked it after scoring a touchdown.


  A group of high school boys were playing a pickup football game.


  Now, why was Nora frozen? Why did she care that this group of eighteen-year-old kids were playing football? Well, there was something she preferred to forget. Something about seeing these shirtless jocks brought back memories. One little part of her life would never sit well with her until the day she died.


  She used to be overweight.


  Teasing, bullying, and horrible insecurities—she’d experienced it all. There were no cheerleading practices or jock boyfriends in her past. Not that she ever wanted to be a cheerleader; but if she had, she would’ve been shit out of luck. Immense determination led to her shedding vast amounts of weight throughout middle school, which resulted in significantly less pestering by the time she hit high school. She still dealt with catty classmates, but the preppy girls had moved on to new and easier targets for the most part.


  But those feelings of uncertainty never left. They didn’t vanish from her soul after she’d lost the weight. She was five-foot-two, a tad over one hundred and twenty pounds, and her sizable chest remained after her weight loss. Her 32GG bust stood out even more on her now petite frame, and her perky backside caught plenty of eyes when she walked into class every morning. She almost always dressed down at school. She was there to learn, not be hit on, and showing any skin resulted in unwanted attention.


  She was living a bit of a secret life. In fact, only Brad knew about her other persona. There were two different versions of Nora: real life Nora, and internet Nora.


  Real life Nora overthought everything. She stressed every little detail, was nervous and shy around her peers, and wasn’t much for the party scene. She wasn’t a shut-in; and definitely loosened up after a drink or two, but a night at home with her boyfriend and Netflix was her dream evening. Isolation prevented her from being hurt. No one could tease or mock her if she closed them off. The real world was harsh, and sometimes she preferred to pretend it didn’t exist.


  Internet Nora was a much different person. It all started around the end of high school. She was in the mood for some fun having just turned eighteen, so what did she do? Well, she posted a few topless pictures of herself online. Remember all that stuff about the real world being cruel? Expectations were sky-high and no one ever seemed pleased. Sometimes it felt like she lived on a planet with seven billion people who were out to get her, but the internet was different. Comments raving about her body poured in by the hundreds. Each picture resulted in a wave of new admirers. Is this what celebrities felt like? Was this life with a clamoring of fans waiting on your every move?


  Internet Nora wasn’t burdened by timelines, responsibilities, or perfect blonde cheerleaders calling her fat. Internet Nora was a star. Internet Nora was confident, strong, and could take on anyone or anything. Internet Nora had a boyfriend who was up for making sex videos to upload for her followers.


  Internet Nora wasn’t real.


  Because after she shut down her laptop and locked her phone, real life Nora was back. The insecure, timid, shy girl was front and center. All of her insecurities and scared thoughts filled her mind. Masking her real self with perfect angles and airbrushed filters gave her a warm feeling inside. Being called a perfect ten by some random guy in California made her giddy. Life online was easy; and more times than not, she wanted to stay there.


  But back to real life. She’d yet to move because the boys had switched sides and were now headed the other direction. These guys represented the jocks she unfairly hated. These were the hunks back in high school who dated the girls she secretly wanted to be. Nora didn’t want to be five-foot-two; she wanted to be five-foot-ten. She would trade her brown hair and brown eyes for blonde hair and blue eyes in a heartbeat. She desired to be one of the flawless girls from the magazine covers at the grocery store. Nine innocent high school kids had opened a floodgate of insecurities into her world. No matter where she went or what she did, she just couldn’t escape it.


  She turned to head back before stopping herself. What was she doing? She wanted to work for NASA one day. She was a graduate student and these were high school punks. Punks? They hadn’t even done anything! Everyone wasn’t out to get her. She was going to stay on the path and walk around the field before disappearing into the woods. No problem at all. She’d take that mile long trek deep into nature, find herself back on the road, and head home. Easy-peasy.


  –


  Mike wasn’t happy. “That’s the laziest fucking route ever!”


  “Yeah, well, are you trying to get me killed?” Connor asked on his way back to the huddle.


  Four shirtless teens surrounded Mike who was playing all-time quarterback, per usual. It was the only way to keep things fair. If he didn’t, then whatever team had him would easily win. The all-state quarterback was a dual threat with both his arm and his legs, but the former was what his best friend had a problem with.


  “It was like six inches higher than it should’ve been,” Mike told him. “Dude, jump for it.”


  Connor wasn’t so on board with that. “So I can get destroyed? Tom is headhunting back there. The last thing I’m gonna do is jump anywhere over the middle of the field.”


  The six-foot-three, brown-haired, brown-eyed, muscular quarterback rolled his eyes, a shiny layer of sweat causing his defined arms and ripped abs to glisten in the sun. As if he wasn’t already more talented than the rest of his buddies, he was the best-looking of the bunch to top it off. Hell, every one of his female classmates wanted to date him, so his friends weren’t exactly complaining about the hoard of women that followed him everywhere he went. They were more than happy to move in on any of the girls he didn’t want.


  Mike shouldn’t have cared who won since he was playing for both teams, but if you asked anyone who knew him, they would tell you that he was the most competitive person on the planet. There was a reason he’d received a full-ride to an elite football school come fall. No one worked harder or cared more about winning than the jock who was glaring at his receiver.


  “Don’t want to get hit?” he huffed, still not happy that his great pass hadn’t been caught. “Okay, here’s what we’re gonna do. Connor, split out right by yourself. Everyone else is on my left. I want you to run a stop and go, and don’t hesitate—even if Tyler doesn’t fall for it. I’m going to drop the ball right into your hands.”


  Ten seconds later, Mike snapped the ball, waited for his buddy to run his route, and watched as Tyler didn’t fall for his fake. It didn’t matter. Perfect coverage had no impact on his ability to get the ball to his receiver.


  He let the ball fly and just as expected, it landed perfectly in his friend’s hands. Connor was dragged down moments after making the catch in the end zone for a touchdown.


  “All tied at seven!” Mike shouted as he headed down the field. “Next touchdown wins.”


  “He bobbled it!”


  Long overdue. How had they made it this far without Tom’s nonsense? They could never get through a pickup football game without his bullshit.


  “Are you out of your mind?” Mike asked, now standing next to the safety who had a much clearer view of the touchdown catch than he had. Better angle or not, he never believed a word Tom said when it came to anything competitive. “He completed the catch.”


  “My ass he did!” Tom argued. “Dude, the ball shifted when Tyler tackled him and he hit the ground. That’s an incomplete pass. It’s fourth down.”


  This time, it was Connor who jumped in. “No, it’s not. I didn’t bobble shit. I caught it.”


  “No, you didn’t!” Tom snapped at him.


  “Yes, I did!” Conner shot back.


  “No, you didn’t!”


  “Yes, I did!”


  “Holy fuck…”


  Connor and Tom put their argument on hold, and the six other teens who were ready to tell their own sides of the story, instead turned to Mike. He was just so passionate about the call moments ago, but now he’d groaned “Holy fuck…” out of nowhere. It didn’t take long for Conner to figure out what was the cause of Mike stopping in his tracks either.


  Little black shorts, a pink tank top, and a body that the group of high schoolers had only seen in porn. Who was this busty goddess strolling along the pathway? And where had she come from?


  “Look at those fuckin’ tits.”


  No one was sure who said those rather vulgar five words, but all nine of them were simultaneously thinking it. There was maybe one girl at school who could rival the bust on this mysterious brunette, and she was pushing close to two hundred pounds. Nobody was lining up to date Kim Sayers, but every single one of them wanted a chance with whoever this stunner was.


  “That ass ain’t so bad either,” Tyler added. “Jesus Christ, who is that chick?”


  Mike looked back at his friends with a confident smirk and said, “I don’t know, but we’re about to find out.”


  The eight of them grinned at each other as Mike jogged toward the angel who was obliviously continuing her afternoon walk. They’d all seen this story before. Had he ever struck out with any girl? There was no doubt who would be joining them in a matter of minutes.


  –


  Nora was in a full-blown panic. Her earbuds wouldn’t be able to save her from this. One of the boys from the game was clearly jogging over to her, and he was the cutest of the bunch on top of it! She wanted to melt into the pathway. She wanted to blend into the trees. She just wanted to disappear.


  “Thank God you’re here!”


  She stopped and slowly removed her earbuds. “Umm…what?”


  “Oh my God, we need your help!” he exclaimed, bent over at the waist as he dramatically panted. “We’re in trouble!”


  Her attention left the shirtless jock to find eight boys calmly staring at her in the distance. The last thing they appeared to be was in trouble. She moved back to this younger guy; and when she did, her insides promptly fluttered.


  Her previously darting eyes locked in on the stud in front of her. This cutie didn’t look anything like Brad. Her boyfriend wasn’t fat, but he wasn’t a gym guy either. That wasn’t the case with this hunk. He must have lived in the gym! Big arms with bulging veins, wide shoulders, and a ripped midsection with six mouthwatering abs. And oh my God, he had an Adonis belt! Two glorious shallow grooves started at his hip bone, before disappearing under the cotton of his red gym shorts. It was something she’d never witnessed in person. He was amazing.


  Her focus climbed higher as she scaled this perfect specimen. He had to be at least a foot taller than her; and his handsome face, striking brown eyes, light stubble, and thick head of messy brown hair were equally captivating. Every one of his features screamed of rugged masculinity. She would kill for Brad to look this good.


  She gulped in an attempt to collect herself. Her mouth was bone-dry. “You’re in-in trou-trouble?”


  “Big time,” he told her, now standing straight. “We need your help.”


  She timidly made eye contact with this unknown stud and asked, “Do-do you ne-need my phone?”


  He placed his hand on her bare shoulder and her body immediately went limp. His touch was electric. His calloused palms from extensive weightlifting were giving her a motionless massage. Even the size of his hands dwarfed those of Brad’s. Everything on this guy was bigger, more chiseled, and significantly more manly than her ex-boyfriend.


  “What’s your name?”


  “Nora,” she meekly answered.


  “I don’t need your phone or even a lot of your time, but you’ll never been burdened with a more significant task in your life,” he explained. “Nora, I need you to do something of the utmost importance. Something I wouldn’t even trust my closest friends or family members with.”


  She nervously waited.


  “I need you to referee our football game,” he revealed.


  She instantly smiled.


  Mike moved to her side and wrapped his arm around her shoulders. “You see that guy in the blue shorts and the obnoxiously bright green shoes?”


  “Yeah,” she laughed.


  “He’s the world’s biggest bullshitter,” Mike went on. “Now, what I need from you is to oversee our game. The next touchdown wins so it won’t take long, but I guarantee that Mr. Clown Shoes over there has more shenanigans planned.”


  Some random guy had his sweaty arm along her upper back, but she couldn’t care less. The perspiration from some hunk she’d just met was melting into her body, and she was on cloud nine. She looked up at the handsome face of the guy towering above her; and suddenly, her anxiety vanished. She wasn’t real life Nora or internet Nora. For the first time in her life, she was happy being herself.


  “I can—”


  Mike cut in before she could offer to help. “I normally don’t do this, but I’m willing to really make it worth your while. This might even sound crazy.”


  She had no idea what was about to come out of his mouth.


  “If you help us out, I’ll take you to Rick’s Ice Cream Shack down the road after we’re done, and I’ll let you pick out your very own ice cream.”


  She couldn’t help but laugh.


  “A cake cone, sugar cone, or you could get crazy and even get a waffle cone,” he said. “Now, Nora, this is where things get wild. You could get one, two, or even three scoops on that cone! I’m talkin’ vanilla, chocolate or strawberry. Or maybe you really want to let loose and get one scoop of honey cinnamon oatmeal cookie, another scoop of lemon-blueberry cheesecake on top of that, and finish it off with one last scoop of pineapple cilantro sorbet. Nora, the world is at your fingertips. Big Rick has every flavor under the sun.”


  A now embarrassed Nora had loudly snorted after hearing that. Charisma oozed from every pore of this guy. It’d taken Brad almost an entire year to ask her out despite her best attempts to constantly smile at him. How obvious is it that a girl likes you when she’s always smiling in your direction? She’d never asked her ex-boyfriend if he had been too scared to make a move or if he was just oblivious; and at this moment, she really didn’t care.


  This was how a real man acted. There wasn’t a second of hesitation on Mike’s end. He was fun and flirty. He didn’t just offer her ice cream; instead, he reeled off three of the most bizarre flavor combinations in the world while confidently holding her like his longtime girlfriend. His deep voice sent her to a world of relaxation and comfort. His charm put her at ease. She didn’t know the first thing about this kid, but she was ready to do anything for him.


  “And what if I want sprinkles?” she asked, joining in on the playful fun.


  “Nora, Nora, Nora…” he jokingly teased. “Sprinkles now? You really are a high maintenance gal, aren’t you? Not only can you get sprinkles, but I’ll treat you to rainbow sprinkles.”


  She couldn’t believe how excited she was to entertain his act. “Are rainbow sprinkles more expensive than regular ones?”


  “They should be,” answered Mike. “They’re way better.”


  “Well, what if I want a milkshake?” she asked.


  “A milkshake? Jesus, Nora, you’re asking a lot from me now. We’re talking four, maybe even five dollars.” He took a dramatic deep breath to ponder her request. “You know what? I think I could manage a milkshake.”


  She smiled as he led her over to his group of friends.


  “Boys, meet our referee,” Mike announced.


  Eight smitten teenagers simultaneously waived.


  “This is Nora,” Mike continued. “She’s going to keep an eye on the rest of our game. No arguing, or bullshitting, or lying. I’m talking about you, Tom.”


  Tom rolled his eyes.


  “What she says goes,” Mike said. “We good?”


  Tom clearly wasn’t good. “Does she know anything about football?”


  “Umm…I watch…sometimes,” she answered. “I mean, I know the general rules.”


  “What about the play that just happened?” inquired Tom. “Was that a catch?”


  “She wasn’t watching then, dumbass,” one of the boys chimed in, resulting in a laugh from his buddies.


  Nora looked at the blond-haired high schooler who was clearly skeptical of her presence. “Explain what happened.”


  “Conner caught the ball, but he bobbled it on the way to the ground, and it shifted in his hands when he landed,” Tom told her.


  “No, it didn’t,” Conner argued.


  “Yes, it did,” Tom snapped back. “The ball shifted when you got tackled.”


  Nora wasn’t following. “The ball can’t shift?”


  “Oh my God, are you kidding me?” huffed Tom. “This is our ref? She doesn’t even—”


  She curiously watched him cut himself off and peer down at the ground like a child who’d been reprimanded by their parent. Her eyes moved to Mike, and a chill shot down her spine after she did. This stud was staring a hole through his friend.


  “Nora is nice enough to give us her time and help us out,” Mike verbally chastised his buddy. “She didn’t come over her to be talked down to. Apologize.”


  “I’m sorry,” Tom immediately said, his eyes still locked on the grass below.


  A light dampness overtook her senses. She didn’t know the relationship these guys had other than being friends, and she wasn’t familiar with their pecking order, but it was clear that Mike was on top. He calmly corrected one of his peers for stepping out of line, and Tom had instantly apologized. She shouldn’t be wet, but she was.


  She went out to a bar with Brad last summer, only to spend close to twenty minutes being catcalled and whistled at by a table of drunk college kids. She didn’t expect Brad to fight five inebriated frat boys—especially with them being larger than him—but saying something would’ve been nice. What was his solution to her being harassed? To ignore them. Did it make sense logically? Sure, it was what a mature man would do, but sometimes she wanted a guy with balls. There was no way that Mike would be okay with turning the other cheek. He absolutely would’ve said something., and part of her was thinking those guys would’ve shut up real quick if Mike told them to watch their mouths.


  The boys finished their game without any issues. It was Tom of all people who caught the game-winning touchdown from Mike. A chest bump between the two friends squashed any potential tension as the boys celebrated their victory.


  “Hey!”


  Nora was on her way to the woods when a loud voice caused her to stop and turn back. She couldn’t explain why, but she wanted to slip out of there. She agreed to help, the game was over, and now she craved to be back in her bedroom. She was getting anxiety again.


  Mike jogged over to her. “I owe someone a milkshake.”


  “No, it’s fine,” she declined. “Really. I have some stuff to do today, so—”


  “Nora, I promised you a milkshake,” he interjected. “That was the deal.”


  “No, I—”


  That was the look Tom had seen. It was an authoritative stare. It was a glare that said he would get his way. Mike explained the situation with his eyes. There was no pleading, begging, or even asking. This kid told her she was coming with him, and that was the end of the story. Who was she to say no?


  She nodded before walking alongside him to his car. The other boys were busy going over their plans in the parking lot, and a skinny kid with his fair share of acne announced that a party was taking place at Cindy Brookside’s house tonight—which the majority of them declared their intentions of attending—Mike included.


  Simply informing his friends of his plan to be at the party got them excited. She knew she wasn’t alone. There was an energy which followed Mike. This hunk had an aura that made him fun to be around.


  Depression flowed through her body when she watched him throw on a t-shirt before hoping into the car. She was quick to find the passenger seat. And just like that, she was off to get a milkshake with a guy she barely knew, but she had never been more comfortable in her life.


  




  

    Chapter 2 – A Relentless Kid


  


  Was she really doing this? She hadn’t even put up a protest. Somehow; unbeknownst to her, she’d agreed to go back to Mike’s house with him. Why hadn’t she asked to be dropped off at home? Or better yet, back at the park so she could finish her walk? Was this how good girls behaved? Did they venture into some some unknown guy’s house?


  She wasn’t going to do anything with this kid. She knew that. She’d discovered that he was eighteen years old and in high school, so the last thing she would do was mess around with some boy who probably didn’t even do his own laundry. Something about their time together captivated her, however. She’d only known him for an hour, but what an hour it was.


  



  Fifty-Three Minutes Ago.


  “NASA?”


  She embarrassingly peered down at the picnic table they were enjoying their milkshakes on. Why did she tell him that she wanted to work for NASA? Guys don’t like nerds. Their conversation would be so uncomfortable now.


  She started, “Well, I—”


  “You should work for SpaceX instead,” he interrupted. “That’s where the future is at. NASA is bullshit.”


  “Bullshit?”


  “I think so,” Mike told her. “Personally, I think we’re either on other planets, or we’ve never been past the Van Allen belts.”


  He knew what the Van Allen belts were? Could he be any more perfect? “That’s a big difference.”


  “No doubt,” he agreed. “It just doesn’t make sense to me otherwise. We landed on the Moon in 1969, but we can’t put anyone on Mars fifty years later? To me, we’ve either never gone up there, or we’re on Mars, Europa, and all kinds of other places.”


  “Oh my God, have you ever seen Europa Report?” she asked, her voice full of excitement.


  “All-time underrated movie,” he swiftly nodded. “It might be my favorite space flick ever, and it’s probably based on a true story too. Other than the bioluminescent octopus thing that attacks them at the end.”


  She wouldn’t argue that point. It was a rather outlandish finale to an otherwise great movie. “You really think we’ve been to one of Jupiter’s moons?”


  “Either we have, or we’ve never been more than six hundred miles up,” he explained his thoughts. “Now, SpaceX is a different story. Let’s say we can get past the Van Allen belts. If so, I absolutely believe Elon Musk is going to get to Mars, and I think trips to the Moon will be a thing within our lifetime too. Maybe it’ll never be affordable to people like us, but how unbelievable would that be? Your friend is going to the Bahamas, your parents are vacationing in London, and you’re going to the fuckin’ Moon.”


  Nora burst into laughter.


  “I’m serious,” Mike smiled. “People don’t appreciate the beauty we have on earth. They complain about where they live and how boring it is. Everyone wants to travel someplace else. The Appalachian Mountains took one hundred million years to form, and I don’t personally know a single person who’s hiked the Appalachian Trail. And it’s just a couple of hours away! But you know what’s impossible to ignore?”


  “Space,” she said.


  “You got it,” he verified her answer. “No one has ever denied the captivation that is space. It’s mysterious, but no one would turn down a chance to go up and explore it. It’s dangerous, but everyone from little kids to the elderly would give every penny to their name for a seat on a shuttle. It’s limitless, but it isn’t. Everyone pictures space as endless. You look up at night and it’s impossible to comprehend how it doesn’t go on forever, but it doesn’t. I remember seeing a picture from the Hubble eXtreme Deep Field when I was a kid. My teacher told us it was the deepest picture of the universe ever taken. There were thousands of galaxies in that image—each a different size, shape, and color. It was the first time I realized just how worthless my existence truly was. There were galaxies in that image over thirteen billion years old, and there I was, a twelve-year-old kid, and my biggest concern was playing Xbox online with my friends that night.”


  She was speechless. He was so different from every other man in her life.


  “There isn’t a lot of work worth doing,” he went on. “Most people have pointless jobs, and leave little impact on this planet other than the DNA they pass down to their children. It always makes me laugh how artists and actors look at themselves as important. Are they famous? Sure. Are they really meaningful to the world? Absolutely not. How many kids under twenty could name the four members of The Beatles?”


  “Probably not a lot,” she voiced.


  “They’re the most famous band ever, yet an entire generation of kids barely know who they are,” he said. “Do you think anyone is going to remember some Instagram model, or some guy with a huge YouTube following fifty years from now? Shit, how about in five years? But what about the people who truly leave an impact? You looked down—all shy—when mentioning wanting to work for NASA. Never do that again. Take pride in your passions. Don’t be ashamed of your intelligence. If you have a gift, refuse to waste it.”


  Currently in Mike’s Kitchen.


  It all made sense how she’d ended up at his house. The better question would be how couldn’t she be standing in his kitchen? This was a guy she was supposed to walk away from? Mike was someone who she would allow to fade from her life? They talked about space! And she rambled on about everything under the sun until they pulled into his driveway.


  His ability to have a conversation without dominating it was memorizing. The way he didn’t reveal himself left her wanting more. She told him everything: where she went to school, her issues with her ex-boyfriend, her hopes and aspirations, and her love of Quentin Tarantino movies. The latter led to a ten minute argument over whether True Romance should be considered a Tarantino movie since he only wrote it, but didn’t direct it. Mike thought it was on par with Pulp Fiction, and she responded by calling him crazy. It was a playful fight—like a longtime couple might have—but they weren’t a longtime couple. They barely knew each other!


  She felt outmatched by him. Was it his allure that drew her in? He came off as more intelligent than her, and there was no denying that her charisma and charm didn’t rival his. Even the looks at the ice cream shack were on him. She’d never experienced that with Brad. People walked by their table, and their focus would be on the handsome jock sitting across from her. It was everything she wanted: a guy who could break her out of her shell, but take the spotlight off of her at the same time.


  But none of that changed the fact that she was fresh out of a relationship, four years older than him, and she didn’t really know anything about this stranger. What if he was a sociopath? What if he wanted to cut her up and throw her body in a lake? She’d never opened herself up this way to anyone, so why was she so trusting of an eighteen-year-old high school kid?


  “Want something to drink?” he asked


  Did she want something to drink? No, what she really wanted to do was leave, so she could get out of here before something bad happened. What if his parents came home? How would she explain herself then? “Oh, hey, I’m just some twenty-two-year-old college girl who is somewhat infatuated with your son even though I barely know him. I wasn’t planning on messing around with him, but I can’t guarantee it. Nice to meet you, by the way.” Yeah, that probably wouldn’t go over so smoothly.


  “No, I should probably get going,” she said. “Thanks for the milkshake.”


  He calmly retrieved a glass from the cabinet and filled it with water from the tap, his eyes never leaving her. “You have plans?”


  That was perfect! All she had to do was tell him that she had something going on! “Yeah, I—”


  “Because I have plans,” he cut her off. Slow, methodical footsteps carried the still sweaty teen closer to the timid brunette who had her back leaning against the refrigerator door. “In fact, my calendar is jam-packed today.”


  “You have that party with your friends, right?” she asked with her eyes down on the floor. Suddenly, her world was brought upward. Strong fingers slipped under her chin and raised her vision up to him.


  “That’s a lot later,” he told her. “I have something penciled in for my afternoon, however.”


  His warm breath tickled her forehead as he spoke. Her nostrils soaked in the minty scent coming from his mouth. His towering presence made her feel like a child. What could she do if this stud decided to turn things violent? He had over a foot in height and probably eighty pounds in weight on her. How effortlessly could one of his muscular arms throw her across the room? How badly would a slap across the face hurt? She’d put herself in this situation, and now everything could go wrong. She trusted a guy whom she didn’t even know the last name of. She was in trouble.


  His left palm thudded against the metal to her rear. The cool sensation of the fridge door chilled her neck. Mike’s strong, masculine frame dwarfed her, but the glass he was holding in his right hand allowed her access to escape. She wasn’t trapped. There was plenty of room to her left if she wanted to put an end to this situation, so why wasn’t she moving?


  “You see, Nora, there’s something about me you don’t know.”


  She nervously gulped.


  He nonchalantly took a sip of water before peering back down at her. “I always get what I want.”


  “Umm…”


  “Want to know what my middle school football coach told me back in the sixth grade?” he spoke.


  “Wha-what did he-he tell you?” she stammered, quivering with nervous energy.


  “I was a skinny kid back then,” he started, calm as ever. “Lanky, would probably be the best way to describe me. My coach told me that I would never be big enough to play at the high school level. He told me my body wouldn’t hold up from the amount of punishment high school quarterbacks take. So, do you know what I did?”


  Her eyes glanced to her left to observe all the open space she had to leave. Instead, she waited for him to continue.


  “I started working out,” Mike filled her in. “That asshole told me that I would never be good enough on a Tuesday in early September, and I was in the weight room on Wednesday. I’ve never missed a single day in six years. If I’m sick, I still lift. If my shoulder hurts, I do legs instead. If it’s Christmas, I workout in my basement. And not only did I play in high school, but I received a scholarship to play for a nationally ranked college next year. I’m fueled by people doubting me. I’m motivated by things I’m told I can’t have. I always get my way.”


  She glanced up once again to find two strikingly dark eyes staring down at her. It was an all too familiar look. It was the same glare Tom had received after criticizing her, and one that had been sent her way when she’d declined his original offer for a milkshake.


  “And then I had a teacher in ninth grade tell me I would never be accepted into college because my grades weren’t good enough, so I decided to start applying myself. School is wrapping up and I recently found out that I’m the salutatorian of my class. I wasn’t happy to hear that. I spent the past four years striving to be our valedictorian, but what am I supposed to do about Amy Matthews? I mean, the girl’s a genius.”


  Their conversation over dessert made it very clear that he was intelligent, but she hadn’t expected to hear this. He was the salutatorian of his class? She hadn’t come close to being in the running for any of those kinds of honors in high school. What else was he hiding from her?


  “Guess what I want at this very moment?” he asked.


  She didn’t have to think twice to answer that question. The pair of lips which were moving closer to her mouth made it fairly obvious that she was next on his list.


  But an expected wave of electricity didn’t shoot through her body. Her toes didn’t tingle and her hands didn’t turn to goo. There was no magic moment of lust, because his lips never reached hers. Instead, they stopped mere millimeters from her mouth.


  “For you to suck my cock.”


  Her heart stopped. A kiss would have been taboo. She would give it to him, but it wouldn’t feel right. She wasn’t a girl who slept around or had one-night stands. She was a woman who enjoyed sex in a meaningful relationship with someone she loved.


  This, however, was so far out of the realm of possibility. A blowjob? And who asks that way? Who demands that someone suck their cock?


  She watched him slightly pull back and place his glass of water on the kitchen counter. His hand had a clear mission. It had a target and nothing could stop it. Whether she was okay with it or not, it was coming for the top of her head.


  She shivered from weight of his palm now resting on her brown hair. That hand could probably pick her right up off the floor if it wanted to. But any ideas of being sent skyward were swiftly corrected. She wasn’t going up. No, Nora was going down.


  “Get on your knees.”


  One little push immediately sent her to the kitchen floor. Was there a way out of this now? There wasn’t a hand on her head any longer, but this jock’s imposing frame had her trapped. Or did it? Why couldn’t she tell if she really wanted this or not? Life isn’t that hard! Most questions can be answered with a simple yes or no; but like most problems in her world, she went with a maybe.


  Her fingers journeyed up the mesh of his athletic shorts at a snail’s pace. There were no orders to do this part. Her hands were instinctively going for his waistband, eager to reveal the growing bulge hidden from her view. All of a sudden, she froze.


  What about Brad?


  They were just taking a break! Yes, technically they weren’t together, but it wasn’t like they had gone through some brutal breakup. A break was meant to figure things out—to take some time to reflect on the relationship they once had—but Mike was special. She couldn’t explain how she knew it, but she did. There wasn’t a Mike on every college campus or dating app. Guys like him didn’t pop up randomly throughout her day. No one had ever made her feel this way. No one had the ability to bring her into a conversation the way he’d done. No guy could get her to suck his cock an hour after meeting him, but that was exactly what she was about to do.


  Her fingers scurried up his shorts until they locked inside his waistband. One firm tug sent them south, and a loud thud echoed throughout the kitchen as a result. She didn’t need to look down to see what had caused that sound. She could feel it.


  With the back of her head positioned against the refrigerator door, she slid to the right as the warmness of his manhood moved along her neck and chin. He wasn’t even smiling. His demeanor was so confident. It was like he expected her to be down on her knees for him.


  The touch of his manhood vanished from her skin, her eyes moving away from his face. She peered at a particular part of him which had felt rather big, and immediately questioned her ability to estimate.


  Had she honestly expected anything else?


  Six-foot-three, over two hundred pounds of rock hard muscle, and a personality which scream of self-assurance. All the signs were there. The rivers of veins running the length of his now erect cock made her second-guess what a real man looked like. The sheer size and girth caused her to question just how big Brad really was. A glisten of precum oozed from the tiny slit on the big head. A pair of big, low-hanging balls complemented his powerful penis to a tee. He was perfect. But then it hit her.


  His scent.


  It was masculinity. His trimmed pubic hair gave off the smell of an eighteen-year-old who was on a different level than his peers. He may have been in high school, but he didn’t carry himself as such. He didn’t act like the idiots on her campus either. His manhood represented him exquisitely. It was what she fantasized about. It was attached to a guy who caused her to think and explore deep parts of her mind. It belonged to a man who could discuss space one minute, and order her to her knees the next.


  She couldn’t go further though. She had to stop herself. She could still back out now and hold onto her self-respect. Nothing actually happened: they didn’t kiss, she hadn’t put her mouth on him, and it was just a mix of lust and frustration. All she had to do was get out of here and walk home. She should be thinking about how to make a relationship with Brad actually work, or focusing on improving herself over this three month break. Anything would be more productive than giving into her primal desires.


  “Open up,” he firmly demanded.


  And with that, Nora lost her last shred of dignity.


  It wasn’t her fault! His words had some kind of power over her. Her body couldn’t fight what her mind told her to turn away from. The demand to “Open up” caused her lips to promptly part. His cock pushed inside her accepting mouth without a hint of fight from the busty brunette. She was screaming at herself to stop. How could she ever trust herself again after this?


  Nora pulled her mouth away from him. “I-I-I have to go.”


  A big hand met her when she attempted to get to her feet. It found her forehead, and gave her a light push back down to the floor. “You’re not going anywhere.”


  “No, I can’t,” she protested. “I’m not that kind of girl.”


  “Suck my cock, slut.”


  “I’m not a slut!” she shouted.


  His grin didn’t agree with that. This wasn’t the same guy she’d enjoyed a milkshake with. What happened to their discussion about life and space? Where was the man who demanded that she not waste her intelligence? It was like the guy who valued her mind mere minutes ago, now looked at her as a piece of meat.


  Her eyes left his chiseled face and moved down to the head of his penis which glistened with remnants of her spit and saliva. Why wasn’t she protesting this? Why was she allowing some high school punk to speak to her this way? A slut? She wasn’t a slut. She was a responsible college student with a—


  Her thoughts were derailed by two hands gripping the sides of her head and pulling her mouth onto his dick. His thrusting hips repeatedly sent his thick meat down her throat, causing her to choke as a result of her gag reflex being hit. Her obvious discomfort didn’t bother him in the slightest. He just kept right on using her.


  “Fuck yeah,” Mike grunted, now firmly pulling her into him in an attempt to make his manhood disappear. “Give me that fuckin’ throat.”


  Nora may not have been a slut, but she sure felt like one at the moment. Here she was, on some stranger’s kitchen floor, with tears pouring down her face thanks to what felt like a baby arm being forced down her throat. But the sluttiest part of the entire experience was the soaking wet mess her panties had turned into. Why couldn’t her mind and body work in unison? Why couldn’t she realize that nothing good would come from being some eighteen-year-old’s porn star fantasy? God, why did all of this feel so good?


  He pulled back, finally allowing her a chance to breathe. Her lungs were desperate for air, but the only thing her mouth desired was his cock. No one had ever forcible taken her before. Brad had gotten rough a few times, but it involved some light spanking and the faintest of choking. It also required that she ask for it. What Mike had just done didn’t resemble any type of sex she was familiar with. She felt the urge to be used. She wanted to be his little slut. Nora didn’t realize; but with every passing second, she was becoming more and more turned on.


  Mike’s big balls dropped over her mouth while she recovered. She immediately began lapping at them. They bounced slightly as he stroked himself and she lunged at them, taking each one into her mouth in turn.


  So what if she wanted to have a little fun with a guy who possessed a bit of a nasty streak? Was that really the end of the world? Shit, Brad hadn’t even existed for the past ten glorious seconds. Her ex-boyfriend didn’t matter. Her classmates, the guys who flirted with her, and cute boy who lived next door: they were all erased. It was only her and this amazing hunk that every girl would kill for a chance to be with.


  Plop.


  He dropped his dick and it thudded down on her face. That was how he looked at her, didn’t he? As a piece of ass. As some girl down the block who was waiting hand and foot to take care of his needs. But she realized something as she soaked in the feel of his heavy manhood resting on her nose; covering the insides of both her eyes and pressing against her forehead, before finally coming to an end up in her hair. Nora’s body came to a conclusion that her mind couldn’t process: she needed this.


  She needed to be someone’s plaything. She needed a man who took what he wanted. Brad had been a good boyfriend; but deep down, every girl wants a bad boy. There wasn’t a woman alive who could turn down the dangerous combination of traits Mike possessed. Knee-weakening good looks, rugged features, a body that belonged on a Hollywood action star, and a cock she’d only seen in porn: where else could she find a man like this? But there was one more quality of his that did it for her like nothing else. It was a certain something that drove her insane.


  His confidence.


  He hadn’t flinched for a single second—even while she protested his actions. He made his intentions perfectly clear. He saw something he wanted, so he took it. Maybe she hadn’t fully appreciated the situation. She was that something this unbelievable guy wanted. She was the girl on his mind—not his classmates, teachers, or God knows who else he could get. Part of her loved that.


  Mike took control of his dick and shot her that grin she was growing rather familiar with. “Who’s my little slut?”


  She wasn’t actually going to say it, was she?


  “Nora, who’s my little slut?” he repeated.


  Engaging in dirty talk would be crossing the line. There was something emotional about not only dirty talk, but talking during sex at all. It represented a line of trust with someone. Was she really already there with him? It took years before she got nasty with her ex-boyfriend, but she was already acting slutty for Mike.


  “I am…”


  “I can’t hear you,” he told her.


  “I am,” she firmly stated, now gazing up at his handsome face. “I’m your little slut.”


  There was a smirk of accomplishment being sent her way. It was a look of achievement. He’d taken this smart, personable, savvy girl, and broken her down to her truest form: a slut. And he was just getting started.


  He took a few steps to the right before snapping his fingers. “Follow me.”


  Nora rose to her feet before a loud “Down!” caused her to stop. Mike was glaring at her.


  His finger pointed straight down at the floor. He’d directed her to follow him but he wanted her back on her knees? How was she supposed—


  It suddenly made sense.


  She dropped to her knees and extended her hands along the laminate flooring. This was degrading, humiliating, and rather embarrassing, and she’d never been more wet in her life.


  “Let’s go, bitch.”


  Correction. She was now at her most wet.


  A senior in high school ordered her to her knees, referred to her as a “Bitch,” and demanded she crawl behind him. Light tingles burned in her bare knees after every jolt forward. The floor turned to hardwood as she continued to trail his path, now out into the hallway. How would someone react to walking in on this scene? Would anyone even be able to look her in the eyes? What kind of graduate student behaves this way? Future NASA employees don’t act like porn sluts. Confident women don’t crawl around on all fours like a dog. But it all felt so good!


  Mike took a few steps up the stairs before shooting her another demanding glance. No words needed to be exchanged to understand what he wanted. There wouldn’t be any easy route up those twelve daunting wood steps.


  She crawled her way up, carefully ascending behind a now grinning Mike.


  She finally made it to the top where he was already at the end of the upstairs hallway. Her eyes caught a hint of his white t-shirt before he slipped into a room on his left.


  There was really no going back from this now. The journey down the hall represented her world officially changing. If Mike treated her like a worthless whore in his parents’ kitchen, then what did he have planned once they moved to his bedroom? It was sure to be something completely new to her rather sexually-reserved world.


  Nora hustled down the hall, still on her hands and knees. Mike wasn’t anywhere to be found, but she could still feel him. His glances and glares lingered. His open door was just feet away and she couldn’t get there fast enough.


  Finally! Her knees met blue carpet as she let out a deep breath of relief. No more hardwood floors!


  She attempted to familiarize herself with her surroundings. This sure looked like a high school boy’s bedroom. There was a flat screen TV with an Xbox in the entertainment center below it, random pieces of clothing scattered along the floor, and a wooden desk that had what appeared to be books for school on it. But then her view became a little blurry. The surprises just kept on coming.


  A strong hand gripped the back of her neck and dragged her toward the bed. She was half crawling and half being pulled to a mattress resting on a wooden bed frame. This kid was treating her like a rag doll—like a dog that had pissed on the carpet. She’d been softened from years of love and respect from her ex-boyfriend. Her body was quick to jump on board with this new type of rough treatment, her mind; however, was still far behind.


  Suddenly, she was on a roller coaster. Her body flew through the air and landed on the comfy mattress below. His strength was intoxicating. The way he manhandled her was effortless. He’d picked her up and launched her into the air with only his right hand!


  She couldn’t help but wet her lips as he pulled his t-shirt over his head and tossed it to the side. He was on a beeline right for her.


  His weight caused the bed to bounce when he jumped up to join her. But that was the last thing she saw. His hand found her neck once again, and buried her face down into the comforter.


  “Get that fat ass up in the air.”


  The firmness of his cadence gave her chills, but his presence was soothing. It was a blur of emotions as her shorts and panties were yanked down and tossed to the floor. Was this the part of him that took what he wanted? There wouldn’t be any lit candles or long make out sessions, were there? And she wasn’t exactly expecting oral sex. Not that she needed it. She had never been more ready to go in her life.


  That pair of strong hands gripped the back of her pink tank top and ripped it apart, resulted in a surprised screech from the somewhat stunned brunette. Her bra was next in line to be roughly removed. Naked, blind, and completely vulnerable to anything and everything: it was unfamiliar territory for her. It was a feeling of helplessness that she was beginning to enjoy.


  “What do you want?”


  Nora didn’t respond.


  Mike viciously slapped her on the ass, causing her to yelp out in pain. “I asked you a question, whore.”


  Twenty minutes ago, she was sitting at a picnic table, having one of the most enjoyable conversations of her life with a guy she barely knew. Now, she was face down and ass up on his bed, being spanked because she hadn’t answered his question. What happened to the guy she’d discussed space with? Where had those handsome eyes and that soft smile gone? And more importantly, why was she wiggling her butt at him? She had no control over her body, but her mind was still attempting to fight back.


  She decided to stay silent. She couldn’t admit to what she really wanted. She’d already told him that she was his little slut, and it resulted in her crawling throughout his house. Wait, didn’t she kind of like that though? Shit, she couldn’t tell anymore!


  “You aren’t going to be able to sit for a week if you don’t answer my fuckin’ question,” he firmly stated, his deep voice showing no signs of weakness.


  This was no longer playful. There were consequences for putting herself in this position, and she was quickly learning just how harsh they could be.


  “To get fucked…” she quietly answered.


  “You can go on Tinder for that,” Mike chuckled. “That’s not why you’re here.”


  He was right. That wasn’t why she was here. Her ex-boyfriend, the married husband stocking shelves at the grocery store, or some cute guy on a hookup app could fuck her. There was a long list of men who’d be willing to wait in line for a chance with her. She needed something more than just sex.


  “To get fucked…hard,” she admitted, hesitant as ever.


  Her soaked pussy remained vacant. Her curvy hips didn’t have anyone gripping them. She was still all alone, and she didn’t know why.


  “My patience is running thin, Nora,” he said. “Now, stop bullshitting me and tell me what you really want.”


  She needed to turn off her brain. It wasn’t easy. Her mind was always working. More times than not, she would lie in bed at night for hours, unable to fail asleep due to her thoughts and fantasies. She was envious of people who simply drifted off to sleep without a worry in the world. Right now, she had to be one of those people. She needed to start thinking with her body. If not, she would be in a world of hurt.


  She took a deep breath, the right side of her face pressed against the soft cotton of his bed comforter. Here goes nothing…


  “For you…for you…to…umm…”


  Her hesitation was making his cock throb.


  “To umm…”


  “To use all your little holes?” he asked.


  “I…umm…”


  “To show you what it’s like to get fucked by a real man?” he questioned again.


  Nora’s head was spinning.


  “Maybe I’ll grab one of my belts and wrap it around your neck. Or maybe I’ll put a collar and leash on you and take you for a walk around my neighborhood.”


  She was dripping now.


  “How’s that sound?” he continued. “You want my neighbors to see what a little slut you are? It really doesn’t matter what you think though, does it? You see, Nora, you’re my little toy. It’s up to me to decide what I want to do with you. So, let’s try this again. You want some real cock, don’t you?”


  A few moments of silence passed before she finally answered, “Yes.”


  “You want your little pussy stretched out?” he asked. “In ways your ex-boyfriend couldn’t.”


  Those few moments of hesitation had been reduced to mere seconds this time. “Yes.”


  “Yes, what?” he questioned.


  “Yes, please,” she begged.


  “I’m a little fuckin’ whore for Daddy. Say it,” he demanded.


  “I’m a little fuckin’ whore for Daddy,” Nora repeated.


  The fat head of his cock pushed inside her.


  The humiliation of what just happened would make this the quickest orgasm ever. She’d begged for a big dick like some rabid slut. He didn’t just make her ask for it either. He made her admit to being a whore for him. Two big hands were locked on her hips, and she was being driven into with unimaginable force. How was this possible? How could someone be this rough? Good girls get oral before gentle sex, bad girls receive a light spanking and some hard thrusts, but only whores get fucked like someone was trying to break them in half. Nothing about this was soft or romantic. Mike was attempting to rearrange her insides.


  “What do you think your ex-boyfriend is doing right now?” he grunted between brutal thrusts.


  She opened her mouth but no words found their way out. What was she supposed to say? Her ex was probably playing games on his computer or something. Why did it matter?


  Her right hip grew cold as his hand left her body and snapped her neck back by her hair. It suddenly made sense how this was so rough. Mike was squatting behind her, using his entire lower body to drive into her helpless pussy.


  “No ex-girlfriend of mine would ignore a question she’d been asked. Just how useless was this Brad guy?” he questioned, his voice reeking of arrogance. “You’re gonna be fun to break.”


  Her mouth hung open, drool running down her chin courtesy of the hardest pounding of her life. Fun to break? Break how?


  A wetness slammed into her cheek, sending remnants of something into her right eye. He couldn’t have just done that. There’s degrading, and then there’s being spit on. Did this kid really just hawk a wad of saliva at her face?


  “I bet he’s thinking about you,” Mike grinned, slowing his pace to allow her the opportunity to process his words. “You broke his heart. He’s probably devastated. He’s thinking about all the things you two did together. About all the memories you made. I’m sure he’s been crying, wondering what his innocent ex-girlfriend is up to on this beautiful Saturday afternoon. Maybe she’s hanging out at home or taking her dog for a walk, or perhaps she’s getting fucked like the worthless piece of shit she is. Open your whore mouth.”


  Her lips parted as another loogie was sent at her, landing perfectly on her tongue. It was thick, wet, and beyond disgusting.


  “You know what you want to do with that,” he added.


  She closed her mouth and instantly swallowed.


  His grin changed to a satisfied smile before he pushed her head into the sheets, sending her once again into a world of darkness. His hands found their original spots on her hips; and with that, the only sounds anyone could make out were Nora’s moans, and his pelvis crashing into her ass.


  “You’re going to cum all over my cock, aren’t you?”


  “Yes!” she cried, trying to push away any thoughts of why she was allowing him to treat her this way. “I’m-I’m gonna cum-cum so hard!”


  “What’s your middle name?”


  “It’s-it’s-it’s-it’s,” she attempted to answer. “Oh my God!!!”


  He was trying to kill her. There was no other explanation for how she was being fucked. His big balls repeatedly slammed into her clit, and her mind was finally ready to betray her. Her ears filled with the thunderous sound of his pelvis hammering into her ass. There was no more holding back. She was ready to explode.


  His hand left her hip once again as she braced for her neck to be snapped back. Instead, he drove her face further into the mattress with all of his weight.


  Nora went off like never before.


  Her orgasms always had slow builds. There would be a warmness in her toes, which spread to her thighs, hit her stomach, before eventually overtaking her body. They were enjoyable, but it was nothing life-changing. Now, if she could suck up some earth-shattering orgasm with a syringe and inject it directly into her veins, then that’s what Nora just experienced.


  The typical warmness had been replaced by waves of vibrating heat—but not a warm heat. It was a scorching heat. The sensation of waking up from a dream where you’re falling off a cliff was repeatedly playing inside her. She was helpless to what her body was doing. The pounding continued as her insides jumped into pools of lava. Her skin boiled. Her mind was on fire. Life was meaningless, but everything made sense at the same time. She was put on Earth to experience this. Her grades, family, and her ex-boyfriend didn’t matter in the grand scheme of things. She needed for some stud to impale her while he did his best to drive her head through his mattress. She would never be able to masturbate again. Nora had found her true calling.


  And then it was gone.


  The fullness of his thick girth, the hand pummeling her face into the sheets, and the brutal thrusts all vanished. She turned her head to observe him leaving the room.


  “Where are you going?” she asked.


  “Get on your back, whore,” he ordered from out in the hallway.


  She followed his request without hesitation. Whore? She wasn’t a whore. She was a good girl. Look at her patiently waiting with her back resting along his wrinkled bed sheets. She was like a dog that had been told to sit, except she didn’t have an owner with a treat. No, she had a dream guy with a big cock and a bit of an attitude problem. Her body was completely motionless with the exception of her wiggling toes. Was she excited or nervous? Maybe she was a bit scared. And was a little part of her terrified? What exactly was Mike up to?


  Footsteps headed down the stairs before quickly returning. She was up for anything he wanted. Any little request of his wouldn’t receive a hint of indecision. Anything except for this.


  “No.”


  Mike jumped up on the bed and positioned his groin over her chest. “Spit.”


  “You can’t,” she protested again.


  “Spit on my cock, slut,” he demanded.


  Nora spit on his penis and watched him do the same before he slid it between her breasts. “Mike, you can’t do this.”


  “You talk too much,” he told her. “Wrap these fat tits around my dick.”


  She followed his request, but her nightmare had become a reality. This was no longer fun. It wasn’t risky, devious, or even exciting. It was just plain stupid, and it was completely against her will.


  Mike was recording her on his phone.


  Despite all the picture and videos she’d uploaded online over the years, her face had never been included in any of them. She’d triple-check before posting anything. Her face would lead to her identity being discovered, which would find its way to the dean or even worse—her parents! And before she knew it, she was just some slut who posted naked pictures online, and that would exempt her from ever working at NASA.


  One simple picture or video would destroy her reputation. A single afternoon of fun could lead to her life being ruined. What if she woke up a week from now to a text from one of her guy friends back at school? What if that message contained a link to a porn website? What if a clip of her being titfucked was the most viewed video this month? No one would hire her! No one would date her! No one would ever take her seriously again!


  “You can’t record me!” she shouted, finally regaining some hint of self-esteem.


  His hips were now slowly pumping between her boobs. Despite his impressive size, her 32GG chest completely hid his cock. “God, these tits are fuckin’ ridiculous.”


  Mike didn’t even bother to acknowledge her protest. What an asshole! What could she do? She was helpless. Wait a second. Duh! How hadn’t she thought of this right away?


  Nora let go of her breasts, allowing them to release the firm hold they had on Mike’s big dick. There wouldn’t be a video if there wasn’t anything to record. Problem solved.


  “Push ‘em back together.”


  She glared up at him. “Stop recording.”


  “I’m not going to tell you again,” he said. “Push them together.”


  Her defiant look rejected his request.


  Mike moved the phone closer to her face. “Say hi, slut.”


  “Stop recording me,” she demanded, her voice growing more frustrated. “Now!”


  Slap!


  The right side of her face slammed into the sheets below. Her left cheek was on fire. A shooting pain swiftly spread to the corner of her lip, resulting in her instinctively flexing her jaw to make sure it wasn’t broken. It happened. He slapped her! Hard!


  “You asshole!” she screamed.


  The sound of her challenging tone resulted in the phone moving to the side, revealing Mike’s handsome face. She matched his authoritative look with one of her own. Who was he to slap her? She wouldn’t be walked over. There was a limit to what she was willing to do, and this guy could go fuck himself if he didn’t respect that.


  “You have ten seconds to wrap your fat tits around my cock,” he instructed. “If you don’t, then I’m going to slap you right across your cunt mouth again, but it’s going to be twice as hard this time.”


  Nora gasped.


  “One…two…three…”


  This was her stand. Who the hell was this kid to threaten her like that? And once again, his phone was blocking her view of his face, recording every second of the action. She would be fine with him filming from the neck down, but that wasn’t the case. She refused to cave.


  “Four…five…six…”


  Mike reached back with his left hand and rubbed her pussy. The glare she was sending up at him swiftly dissipated. Her defiance to this punk kid evaporated with each and every movement of his fingers grazing her clit. And now her worst fear had come true: she was moaning directly into a recording phone.


  His middle finger slid lower and pushed inside her tight pussy. “I have an idea.”


  Her eyes opened to see a phone just a foot from her face.


  “Maybe I’ll call up one of my buddies,” he told her. “A little slut like you probably gets off on that shit. You want a big dick in your pussy and another fucking your face?”


  Nora’s hand moved to her vagina, but his strong tone caused her to think twice about her actions.


  “Hands behind your back!”


  She swiftly followed his order.


  “You touch yourself when I allow it,” Mike went on. “Actually, a girl like you doesn’t want two cocks. No, you want more. Because you’re a little whore. Maybe I’ll call up my teammates and tell me there’s free pussy at my place. They’ll come over expecting some cheerleader or a goth girl who wants her chance with the football team, but there will be a math undergrad waiting to get a train ran on her. You want all your holes filled? You want to get sealed airtight?”


  She squirmed on his bed. She’d never been so desperate to rub her clit.


  His finger began moving inside her, causing her already wiggling body to writhe around on his sheets. “You’re so fuckin’ wet for me. Tell me how wet you are.”


  Nora didn’t want to admit it.


  “Tell me!” he raised his voice.


  She looked off to the side.


  “Who the fuck are you wet for!?”


  She finally conceded, “You.”


  He pulled his finger out of her and moved it to her mouth. “Taste yourself.”


  She parted her lips and cleaned him off.


  “Good girl,” Mike praised her. “Now, let’s try this again. Move your hands from behind your back and use them to push your tits together. I want a big smile on your face when you do it too. Keep your eyes on my phone.”


  She wasn’t going to let him do this. A guy like him must always get his way, but she was different. She wasn’t like all those other girls. Those slutty cheerleaders might allow him to record them, but an intelligent woman like herself wouldn’t put up with that shit.


  She stared up at his phone, motionless. And then something sent a shock wave through her body. It caused her to question her own strength. One little statement made her tense up and experience something for the first time in her life.


  “Nora, your face can’t afford to get hit again.” His fingers moved to her cheek and gave her a disrespectful little pinch. “You’re not pretty enough for that.”


  And just like that, she was seething again, but she couldn’t believe what hearing those words had done to her body. And even more than that, she couldn’t fathom what she was about to ask.


  “Can I touch myself?”


  He answered, “You can touch yourself after you do what I want.”


  She moved her hands to her breasts and squeezed his cock between them.


  “Repeat after me,” he stated, the camera now six inches from her face. “I’m a slut.”


  She glared up at that stupid iPhone. She was done fighting it. “I’m a slut.”


  “Who lives for big cock.”


  “Who lives for big cock,” she repeated with an unenthusiastic groan.


  “Now say, ‘Hi, Mom and Dad. Aren’t you proud of your little girl?’” he instructed with a devilish grin.


  “Mike—”


  His phone moved to the side, revealing his stare which said a million words. It was more than enough to stop Nora in her tracks.


  She rolled her eyes while watching the phone zoom in even closer. “Hi, Mom and Dad. Aren’t you proud of your little girl?”


  “Good girl,” he grinned. “Spit on my cock.”


  She parted her breasts to wet his dick once again, before pushing her chest back together to allow him to resume his pumping. Her tits rippled wildly with his thrusts, still completely engulfing his erection.


  His rock hard cock roughly thrusted between her soft breasts before he pulled out, giving his manhood a few strokes with his right hand. Meanwhile, the camera in his left hand continued to record the action.


  She watched the first shot burst from his glistening cum hole, painting a line up her right breast. It wasn’t a surprise that he wanted to finish on her boobs. It was her ex-boyfriend’s favorite place to cum, after all. Part of her was happy this was coming to an end; but another part—deep inside—wanted the lingering pain in her left cheek to spread throughout her entire body.


  Suddenly, powerful bursts exploded from the tip of his cock, slamming into her bewildered face. She gasped as thick wads repeatedly splattered directly against her forehead. He added stream after stream. His seemingly never-ending supply of cum covered everything: her eyes, nose, forehead, and her closed lips. She briefly parted the latter to curiously sample his taste, only for a rope to land on her exposed tongue.


  The surprise cum shower finally came to an end.


  “I think I missed your tits,” the football star arrogantly remarked, slapping his cockhead on her stiff nipples before moving it to her mouth.


  She accepted him inside while wiping his thick load out of her closed eyes. She barely managed to look up to see a still recording phone pointing down at her. “Turn it off!”


  He ended the video and pulled his now drained dick out of her mouth. He gave her cum covered lips a few smacks with it before lifting his heavy, spent cock, and dropping it onto her cum-covered visage, smearing his load into a sloppier coat over her face. She closed her eyes again; but after a few wet smacks, she heard the double-chirp from the phone, indicating he’d stopped recording. Finally, she felt his weight shift off of the bed.


  Something soft landed on her leg that caused her to push the cum from her eyes and blink them open to look down. It was one of his football team’s gray t-shirts.


  “That’s for your tank top,” he said before leaving the room.


  She scrambled for his phone that was on the end of the bed. Yes! It hadn’t locked yet! Thank God she could delete that video. Her fingers navigated the device before a text message popped up.


  “Party is going to be crazy tonight! See you there, baby!”


  Baby? And it came from someone with the contact name “Kelly.” Nora put her video deletion project on hold to further explore this mystery girl’s identity. She found their conversation history and noticed the previous message contained a link to an Instagram page.


  She clicked it and immediately gritted her teeth.


  Kelly Ribbins was everything she hated in the world. She was eighteen, blonde with blue eyes, and a face that belonged on a magazine cover. She was totally gorgeous. The most recent picture on her Instagram feed was of her in a cheerleading uniform, kissing a tall football player after what appeared to be a high school football game. The caption? “Flashback to September. Made so many amazing memories. Gonna miss HS but the future is bright for us all. I LOVE YOU MIKE!”


  It clicked for Nora: that tall football player was Mike, and this perfect blonde cheerleader was his girlfriend. She was the same girl who bullied her back in school. Girls like Kelly were the reason she still had anxiety from being in public all these years later. She—


  The phone was ringing, and the name was “Kelly.”


  She tossed the noisy device down onto the sheets as footsteps stomped back to the bedroom. A naked Mike re-emerged and hustled over to the bed to accept the call.


  “Hey, baby.”


  Baby? He called her baby too? That made her want to vomit. She probably wore his football jersey to school as well. Their relationship screamed of stereotypical jock-cheerleader bullshit. There was little doubt in her mind that Kelly was a bitch as well. All of her Instagram pictures had an air of superiority to them.


  Her hands squeezed the bed sheets while she lied on her back. Just thinking about her pretty face and blonde hair brought back horrible memories.


  “Your sister took your car?”


  Of course this princess had a car. She still didn’t have her own car! Twenty-two years old and she was driving one of her parents’ cars if she needed a ride. That’s called real life! Cars aren’t a luxury you can afford when you need to spend thousands of dollars every semester on books and dorm costs. And don’t even get her going on her student loans! Like this girl knew the first thing about paying her own way!


  “The mall?” Mike laughed. “Like you need more clothes…”


  Her stomach churned. This girl was mad about not being able to go shopping at the mall? Was there any doubt that Daddy sent his credit card along with her either? God, she despised Kelly Ribbins.


  Snap.


  Her head perked up at the sound of fingers being snapped. She was met by the sight of Mike taking a step back, and pointing down at his feet.


  Would someone please come into this kid’s bedroom and tell her to start respecting herself? Why had she immediately jumped off the bed and knelt in front of him? Her face was still covered in cum! And it was everywhere!


  His right hand grabbed a handful of her hair and plunged her throat onto his still rock hard erection. Here she was, on her hands and knees, getting facefucked by this stud for the second time today. And how was he still hard? He came like five times as much as Brad did, but it had no effect on his big dick. It was still throbbing.


  “Yeah, you gonna buy something sexy for me?”


  Nora started playing with her clit after hearing that. Who was being disrespected more? The clueless girlfriend who was having a conversation with her boyfriend while he cheated on her, or the girl who was being used by a guy who clearly cared more about his girlfriend? And why was she so turned on from listening to their call?


  Mike’s body wasn’t moving. His hand was doing all the work as he roughly controlled her head by her hair. If he wanted her to take him deep, then he pulled her closer. If he wanted the head of his cock sucked, then he moved her back. She was his own personal plaything.


  “Hands behind your back, slut.”


  Nora’s right hand locked around her left wrist which was behind her back. She’d never experienced submission like this. Her limp body didn’t even matter. Her big breasts which always caused men to turn to goo were useless. Her big butt that always attracted attention no longer existed. It was all about her mouth. Her warm, wet hole was being used by this stud to get himself off. She could be any girl, couldn’t she? What if some cute mother of two had strolled along the path earlier instead of herself? A married mom would probably be the one having her mouth fucked at the moment then. How could anyone say no to Mike?


  He returned to his phone call with his girlfriend. “I’m back, baby. You think of something to buy for me?”


  The fat head of his penis hit her gag reflex, ignoring her choking as his hand pulled her further toward the base of his manhood.


  “Lingerie?” he smiled. “I like the sound of that.”


  His hips began to roughly pump her throat, causing spit and drool to fall to the carpet below.


  “Of course lingerie would look amazing on you. You aren’t some fat ass,” he commented while reaching down and grabbing a firm handful of Nora’s bare backside. “Your body was made for lingerie.”


  Her butt was being jiggled by his big hand as she continued to suck his cock. She didn’t have fingers holding her in place by her hair anymore, but she no longer cared. Hearing him call his girlfriend sexy made her take him deeper. Knowing that he thought Kelly was prettier than her, caused her to disregard her gag reflex.


  She was getting off on being this stud’s second choice.


  Was she even second? Maybe she was third. Or maybe she was tenth. Maybe there was a long list of girls Mike wanted before her, but she was just the most convenient choice at the moment. It was extremely clear that his priority was the girl on the phone, however.


  “Oh, is that right?” Mike chuckled, moving his hand back to her hair to take control of her mouth again. “You’re gonna make it worth my while if I give you a ride? And how’s that?”


  A third party was now in the room. A mysterious voice spoke above her—bright and filled with confidence. Nora was a smart girl, but a dummy could’ve put two and two together.


  Despite her mouth being rather full at the moment, her eyes managed to peer up to see the phone being held out. It was now on speaker.


  “I’m going to suck your big cock!” Kelly emphatically stated. “It’s the biggest, fattest, best cock in the whole wide world!”


  Goosebumps covered her arms. Kelly’s voice reminded her so much of the girls who’d tormented her in middle school.


  “I think I’m going to get daddy’s little girl a big treat when we get to the mall,” he told his girlfriend.


  Nora attempted to expand her throat as wide as possible.


  “What are you going to get me!?” Kelly asked, her voice full of excitement.


  “That’s a secret,” he said. “Wear something sexy and I’ll pick you up in ten minutes. I want you turning heads while we’re shopping.”


  “Okay! I love you, Mike!”


  “I love you too, baby,” he said to her before ending the call and tossing his phone onto the bed. He quickly turned his attention back to Nora. “You aren’t a daddy’s girl, are you?”


  Her throat was being fucked harder than ever.


  “No, you’re a fuckin’ slut,” he announced with both his hands firmly gripping her head. “A girl like you doesn’t want diamonds or fancy clothes. You want something a lot simpler than that.”


  Her insides were on the verge of exploding.


  A violent choking sound rang throughout the room as Mike punched past her gag reflex and buried the entire length of his dick down her throat. Her little nose pressed into his pelvic bone, and he had one final thing to tell her.


  “A girl like you knows her role. A girl like you is only good for one reason. Nora, you’re a little fucktoy.”


  Her body attempted to reject the rope of semen that had been launched directly down her throat. Another thick burst was more than she could handle, resulting in a mix of cum and spit to leak from the sides of her mouth. Tears poured from her eyes and mucus flooded out of her nostrils. This time, it was her body that was turning away how she was being treated, but her mind refused to concede. She was desperate to be his fucktoy.


  “You stay right there,” he grunted while emptying the rest of his balls down her throat. “You know what’s going to happen if you move.”


  Yeah, she fully understood how things worked by now. Either listen, or get slapped across the face. She decided to settle for the former this time.


  She was trying to breathe through her nose, but that was rather difficult thanks to the mess of fluids which continued to run from what seemed like every hole of her body. Her head swam and she absently wondered if cum was leaking from her ears, too. She just wanted to breathe—to collect the faintest of air to revive her body. But more than anything, she wanted to be his little slut.


  He finally pulled out of her mouth and air flooded her oxygen deprived lungs. Her attempts to gain some sense of normalcy were joined by his thick cock roughly slapping her face. It was a reminder of how he viewed her. Even after draining him twice, she was just a series of holes for his pleasure.


  “You gotta go.”


  Nora looked up at the stud who was already getting dressed. She was a mess. Thick streaks of cum were in her hair, while a mix of semen and spit covered the majority of her face, chest, and neck. Dark eyeliner ran down her cheeks, and the faint red lipstick she’d be wearing was smeared all the way to her chin. Her mind had never felt so used and worthless, her body had never experience this level of obedience, and her soul had never been more satisfied.


  She reached for the football t-shirt she’d received earlier. “I need a few minutes to get cleaned up.”


  “I don’t have a few minutes,” he said, collecting his phone. “I gotta pick up my girlfriend. So, let’s go.”


  She caught the remains of her pink tank top which had been tossed at her. Her eyes peered back up at Mike who was pointing down at the floor.


  “Clean that shit up too.”


  Nora immediately began using her tank top to scrub the mess she’d made out of his carpet.


  She did her best to clean up the pool of fluids as fast as she could, washed her face in the bathroom sink, and slipped into her new t-shirt. It wasn’t a bad look. Sure, it was huge on her, but it felt like a present in a way. Like a gift from a contest she’d won. Instead of winning a free shirt for eating twenty-five extra hot chicken wings, she received a t-shirt for taking the biggest cock of her life. Be honest. What sounded like more fun?


  She headed downstairs where Mike was waiting at the front door. She hustled outside and he quickly shut and locked it behind her, before blowing past her to his car that was parked in the driveway. There were no offers for a ride, no thank you, and especially no goodbye. It was like she wasn’t even there.


  She watched him back out into the street, his wheels shrieking slightly as he sped off. She headed down the road to finish the rest of her walk. Suddenly, she felt like a different person. The hold he had on her ceased to exist as his car grew smaller and smaller in the distance. Nora had finally come back to reality.


  The feelings of submission, adventure, and even fun were gone. Now, it was all regret. Regret for how she’d allowed him to use her. She hated facials, but she didn’t even protest him cumming all over her face and hair. He wasn’t a boyfriend or a husband whom she was extremely comfortable with. There wasn’t any trust between the two of them at all. Every time they reached one of her limits, he plowed through her stop sign in favor of his own personal desires.


  He was hot, dominant, and he had a big dick, but he was an asshole. He was a jerk who made her feel used and shitty. She attempted to suppress a gurgling burp, but it bubbled up anyway, the taste of cum and chocolate from her milkshake enveloping her taste buds. Her feet dragged along the pavement as she headed home, unsure of what she’d just done with the past two hours of her life.


  




  

    Chapter 3 – Always a Bridesmaid, Never a Bride


  


  Three Days Later. Tuesday. May 28th. 11:17 AM.


  Nora was in a quandary. The events from Saturday afternoon had yet to leave her mind. In fact, they were consuming her thoughts. Everything led back to Mike.


  She couldn’t figure out why he made her feel the way she did. The way he treated her was so different from any other man in her life. He looked at her as an equal, yet he didn’t. He valued her mind when they were discussing space and life, but he treated her body like a piece of ass. She was worthless while being fucked senseless inside his bedroom. But it wasn’t just the actual sex. It was everything surrounding it.


  The names he called her, the way he made her crawl through his house, and how he decided to cum on her face without asking: it was all so foreign to her. He was eighteen. He knew how cum shot out of his cock by now. And the way he arrogantly laughed after doing it was so demeaning.


  So why was she craving more of it?


  Her mind knew it was wrong. First, there was Brad. She still had hopes of reviving their relationship at some point. What would he think if they got back together? He would definitely ask if she’d seen anyone during their time apart. Would she lie? Would she admit to some high school kid treating her like a porn whore? Either way, it would only create more drama in her life.


  Second, the disrespectful way he’d acted still bugged her. Who was some eighteen-year-old punk to call her a bitch? Why was some guy four years her junior referring to her as a slut and a whore? And he spit in her face! In her mouth too! Who did something like that? She was a strong, intelligent, independent woman, and he’d treated her like some kind of prostitute.


  Third, wasn’t she too old for stuff like this? Don’t most women find out what they like in their teens? But that was the biggest problem with everything. Nora didn’t know what she liked. She loved how he valued her mind. The way they discussed everything from NASA to movies was special. They had a natural chemistry with each other—a chemistry she didn’t have with Brad even after all these years. But another part of her couldn’t get enough of the way he tossed her around. Sometimes, she didn’t want to be treasured. Sometimes, she yearned for a guy who would put her in her place.


  Nora finally figured it out. She didn’t know what she wanted.


  She’d tried everything over the past three days—from masturbation, to sexting with a hot guy she met on a dating app—but nothing worked. How dumb did she feel attempting to choke herself while playing with her vibrator? Visual aids were useless as well. It was obvious that she couldn’t imagine herself in the place of some porn star being ravished. She needed the real thing.


  She’d been staring at Kelly Ribbin’s Instagram for the past two hours. The perfect blonde had her boyfriend’s account tagged all over her page, and it only took two seconds before she was snooping on Mike’s pictures as well. He was the star of every image. The football stud was constantly surrounded by friends, girls, and his gorgeous girlfriend who could pass for a model. She could feel his presence through her phone. She knew what all those lucky teens felt who had the chance to hang out with him. It was an undeniable energy. His mere presence created a buzz.


  Maybe Mike wasn’t her Prince Charming. Maybe he wasn’t the sweet guy she grew up dreaming about. But maybe he could give her something no one else could.


  Her mind knew it was wrong, but sometimes the body didn’t care.


  She sent him a direct message on Instagram. “Hey.”


  A minute later, she received a message back. “What’s your number?”


  Her fingers were typing despite her brain screaming to stop. She still had Brad! Why wasn’t she messaging him instead? He would take her back in a heartbeat. He was a good guy! He was kind, caring, and he always treated her the right way. He’d never called her a derogatory name in six years. Everyone in her life loved Brad. Her friends and family members always told her how lucky she was to have a boyfriend like him. How many times had her mom mentioned how beautiful their kids would be? But her fingers couldn’t stop!


  She sent him her number.


  Seconds later, her phone buzzed. “Ass or tits?”


  She curiously gazed down at the screen. Ass or tits? That was the first message he’d sent her? Another vibration went off in her hand, causing her to peer down again.


  “You have 1 minute. Ass or tits. And make it sexy or you’re going to be in trouble.”


  Her mouth went dry after reading that. Was this officially their relationship? Was she a booty call now? But in a strange way, she was more than just some booty call. She was his personal toy to play with.


  There was something about gaining his approval that she couldn’t shake. Something about knowing that he was satisfied with her made her feel good, even if she was being mistreated. It—


  Her phone vibrated for a third time.


  “Times up and no picture. Nora, Nora, Nora… What are we going to do with you?”


  She’d zoned out while reflecting on what was happening, and now a minute had gone by. She hurried to the bathroom and stared at the mirror. What would he rather see? What would make him happy? What would result in her being treated the way she truly desired?


  She pulled down her jean shorts and turned her ass to the mirror, only her black thong covering her most intimate of areas. The camera on her phone turned to front facing mode, she raised it over her shoulder, and snapped a picture of her reflection.


  Send.


  She felt jittery. What if this wasn’t good enough? What if he called some other girl instead of her now?


  Her phone buzzed, and her stomach dropped after reading his message. “Terrible.”


  Nora swiftly began typing. “Terrible?”


  He responded before she could attempt to process what was so terrible about her attempt at being flirty. “You aren’t very creative, are you?”


  What guy didn’t love ass pictures? Brad sure did. But maybe guys like Mike expected more. How many of his cute classmates sent him sexy selfies? Probably a lot. Shit! She was just some other girl now!


  Buzz. “Go get some scissors.”


  She curiously gazed at her phone for a moment. Scissors? What kind of picture could she possibly take with scissors?


  This wasn’t the time to be asking questions. Nora hustled back to her bedroom to retrieve a pair of scissors from her desk, before returning to the bathroom.


  She sent Mike a text. “I got the scissors.”


  Her phone vibrated. “Cut the bottom half of your shirt off.”


  Nora’s eyes moved back to the mirror, hesitant and confused. Cut the bottom half of her shirt off? That was a fairly strange request. And she liked how this shirt fit her. It showed just a hint of cleavage without being too tight. It wasn’t easy to find clothes that hugged her body the way this tee did.


  “I’m going to put on a different shirt,” she messaged him again.


  She immediately received a text back. “Cut the shirt you have on.”


  Well, her favorite t-shirt was about to become a crop top. She cut the bottom half of her shirt off and sent Mike a picture of her new look.


  Buzz. “Not even close.”


  Nora sent him a message back. “What’s not close?”


  Buzz. “Cut it higher.”


  Her attention moved back to her reflection. Higher? She only had two or so inches until she reached the white bra that she was wearing. There wasn’t too much more room to work with.


  She cut along her shirt again, accidentally snipping higher than she’d wanted just below her left breast. Great… Now a tiny part of her bra was exposed! So much for this ever being a wearable top.


  She snapped a selfie and sent it off to him. He was going to love this.


  Buzz. “I thought you were a smart girl.”


  She blankly stared at her phone before finally responding. “?”


  Buzz. “1) Get that bra off. 2) Cut it higher. Don’t make me tell you again.”


  She unhooked her bra and cut the shirt even higher, now exposing the curve of both breasts. It was actually a pretty hot look—other than it being extremely inappropriate, that is.


  She took a long gaze at her reflection: little blue jean shorts, her entire stomach now exposed, and the very bottom of her boobs peeking out of her top. She looked good, so why was she nervous? Why did this kid’s opinion matter so much to her? And more importantly, why had she destroyed one of her favorite shirts for him? But her biggest dilemma was why she didn’t have an answer to any of those questions.


  Nora captured her reflection and sent Mike another text.


  She looked down to see another text after her phone vibrated.


  “1) Bring over the sexiest pair of high heels you own. 2) Stop by a gas station and get me a Snickers bar. Take a selfie with the cashier and send it to me too.”


  There was another buzz in her hand before she could think of a response. “You have ten minutes.”


  He didn’t even try to sugarcoat it. He saw her as his personal piece of ass to play with whenever he wanted. This was it. This was her moment to stand her ground. This shithead needed a reality check. How about a thorough verbal lashing to put him in his place? It was time to show this punk that he couldn’t always get his way. Life isn’t a game where you have women fawning over your requests at a drop of a hat.


  Nora began typing away. She was about to show this asshole what the real world was like.


  “On my way.”


  She was hopeless.


  There was no turning him down, or questioning him, or even a hint of a fight. She hustled over to her closet to find her sexiest pair of high heels, and hastily headed downstairs. There was no more denying that she would do whatever Mike wanted.


  Five Minutes Later.


  She pulled into a gas station and observed herself in the rear view mirror for the fiftieth time. How in the world had he talked her into doing this? Actually, now that she really thought about it, he didn’t talk her into anything. He just told her what he wanted and she mindlessly went along with it.


  So, could someone explain why she was so wet? Why were her panties soaked? What was the reasoning for how badly she wanted a dick right now? He was trying to humiliate her. Trying? This was way more than some goofy attempt at embarrassing her. Her hand was actually on the handle and opening her car door! But she wouldn’t get what she wanted if she didn’t do this for him. There was only one guy who could make her see visions when she orgasmed, and in order to experience those highs, she had to sink to new lows.


  Nora took a deep breath before exiting her car and walking into the gas station store.


  Her reflection in the store’s windows made her queasy as she headed for the door. The hint of cleavage poking out from under the white cotton top was bouncing and jiggling with each step. This wasn’t how a lady dressed. It certainly wasn’t how an educated woman acted.


  She slipped inside the store and quickly discovered that her opinion of herself wasn’t unique. The grandma who covered her mouth in horror after glancing in her direction certainly agreed. Or what about the two redneck-looking guys waiting in line to pay for their beer? Their smiles couldn’t possibly be bigger. But the real terror came from a group of middle school boys attempting to take a picture of her. She ducked out of view and headed to the back of the store to avoid them. God, this was mortifying.


  And then a blessing came from above. The grandma was gone, the rednecks paid for their alcohol and left, and the giggling middle schoolers took their slushies outside. It was just her and some high school aged boy behind the counter. She hurried to grab a candy bar, eager to leave before someone else walked in.


  Small pockets of pimples, a lanky frame, and a name tag which said “Doug.” This blond kid couldn’t appear more rattled.


  She sheepishly placed a Snickers bar down on the counter, her eyes avoiding the nervous teen.


  “Hey, is-is-is that-that everything?” he barely managed to spit out while scanning the candy bar. His focus was locked on her rather revealing crop top.


  Could she actually ask this kid for a favor? She had to, right? Mike told her she needed to take a selfie with the cashier, after all.


  “I actually need one more thing,” she said. “Can I take a picture with you?”


  Doug’s cheeks turned bright red. He was beyond nervous. “Umm…su-su-sure.”


  Nora spun around and leaned back over the counter, making sure to get the jumpy teen in the picture with her. Almost an entire inch of her tits were now out thanks to the angle she was positioned at. She still couldn’t believe this was happening.


  She snapped the picture and sent it to Mike before thanking Doug.


  “Yeah, no-no prob-problem,” he said, completely lovestruck.


  Her phone buzzed.


  “Get in your favorite position and send me a pic.”


  Her body tensed up. The embarrassing selfie with this high school boy wasn’t enough? And Mike already knew what her favorite position was after just one time together? Was it that obvious she couldn’t get enough of it? But how in the world could she pull this off?


  There were no ifs, ands, or buts about it—she had a favorite position. The way Mike put her in it right away on Saturday was something that stood out to her as well. If it was up to her, every sexual encounter would result with her being face down and ass up. There was nothing more submissive, degrading, and primal when it came to the bedroom.


  But this wasn’t the bedroom.


  This was a gas station store. This was a public place with the possibility of anyone walking in at any moment. Hell, Mom or Dad could stroll in and see her dressed like this. She needed to piss or get off the pot. The sooner she moved things along, the sooner she would be back in her car and driving over to Mike’s.


  She finally looked Doug in the eyes and remarked, “I actually have to grab one more thing.”


  Nora turned and walked over to a display which was full of different types of candy. She bumped into it, causing the stand to spill all over the floor.


  She quickly turned back to the counter to stop Doug who was already making his way over to help. “I’m such a klutz. It’s fine. I can pick it up.”


  He immediately stopped and stayed behind the counter.


  She retrieved her phone from her pocket before dropping to her knees. Seconds later, her forearms were down on the floor, her back arched, and her ass high in the air—facing the now shaking high schooler. It was the exact position she liked, just in the last place she’d ever expected to be in it.


  With her phone hidden from Doug’s view, she took a selfie of herself down on the floor. She slipped her iPhone to the side and sneakily snapped another picture, this time of the eighteen-year-old ten or so feet behind her who couldn’t believe what he was seeing. His eyes were locked on her ass.


  She slipped her phone back into her pocket and began picking up the boxes of treats, placing them in the display she had moved back to its upright position. After everything was cleaned up, she approached the counter to pay for her candy bar.


  Doug’s eyes were glued on her chest.


  She peered down to notice her left breast was now exposed almost to the nipple, certainly a result of her react actions. She rushed to pull her top down as far as she could. Thank God this was almost over!


  She managed to send the two pictures off to Mike while paying for her Snickers bar. Her phone buzzed before Doug put her dollar into the cash register.


  “Too bad that kid doesn’t have a set of balls. I’d be fucking you on the floor right now, just like the little slut you are.”


  Nora collected her candy bar, now even more wet from what she’d just read. Doug wasn’t muscular, hot, or even cute, but she was loving the idea of him dragging her across the floor by her hair and having his way with her. And maybe a group of college football players would walk into the store and lock the door after seeing what was going on. And when Doug was finally done with her, there would be a line of jocks waiting to fuck her brains out.


  The fantasy of being gangbanged on the floor of a dirty gas station had her walking to the door with a smile. Her sexual bucket list was growing by the day. Would she get around to checking off even ten percent of the deviant acts she found herself masturbating to? Probably not. But a girl can dream, can’t she?


  Her smile swiftly changed to panic.


  Three tall, gorgeous blondes had stopped in their tracks at the sight of her. They couldn’t have been older than eighteen or nineteen, and they were all dressed in designer clothes and carrying expensive purses. The disgusted look on the prettiest girl’s face cut through Nora like a knife. This may as well have been three Kelly’s, and they were silently expressing their repulsion at what they saw.


  They brushed past her while the girl in the middle let out a loud snicker as she glared at Nora. The pretty blonde in the rear of the pack commented“Gross,” which resulted in a giggle from her girlfriends.


  It was middle school all over again. These were the “It Girls,” she was the overweight nerd, and maybe life really never changed. Perhaps the cool kids stayed popular, the outcasts remained losers, and the world kept on spinning.


  She headed for her car and hopped in, feeling worthless and dejected. But all it took was a simple look at her text messages to change her mood. Her mind immediately went to the stud who was waiting for her. She was going to have a big cock all to herself in a matter of minutes. At the end of the day, humiliating herself was worth it.


  Nora knocked on Mike’s front door five minutes later. The driveway was empty but she opted to park in the street anyway. A little voice in the back of her head refused to go away. It was growing dimmer, but it was still there. Maybe it was her Catholic guilt. Maybe she wasn’t able to enjoy herself. Maybe—


  The door opened and she no longer cared how guilty she felt. Black basketball shorts, no shirt, and a face that belonged on a movie screen: God, did she miss him.


  Was it possible that he looked ever sexier than on Saturday? Were those already ripped abs now more defined? Were his arms bigger and more veiny? His hair was thicker, his eyes more captivating, and his teeth whiter. Was her dream guy even hotter, or was this her mind finally giving into what her body had conceded to a long time ago?


  “Hey,” she smiled.


  Mike silently stepped to the side to allow her to enter, before closing the door behind her.


  She followed him into the family room where he plopped down on the couch and turned his attention to the sports highlights playing on the TV. Her purse found a place on the recliner as she waited for him to say something.


  “So, what’s going on?” she asked.


  He turned to her, almost appearing annoyed by her question. “Are your heels in the bag?”


  She glanced down at the white bag she was holding and nodded, before retrieving his candy bar and tossing it to him.


  Mike tore open the wrapper and took a bite of his snack. “Go put your heels on. Shirt off too.”


  “Do—”


  “Let’s go,” he firmly interrupted. “Now.”


  She hurried to the bathroom to get changed. Her mind gave it one last shot as she soaked in her reflection in the mirror just moments later. She was topless, in a pair of little jean shorts, and noticeably taller thanks to the six inch pair of stiletto heels she was struggling to maintain her balance in. She hadn’t even received a greeting after he’d answered the door. It was like her presence inconvenienced him. So why was she so desperate to make him happy? Why did a guy who obviously couldn’t care less about her, cause her to give everything she had to please him? She hated wearing heels; yet here she was, on the verge of falling and cracking her head open.


  Nora took one last deep gaze at herself, unable to read her true feelings in the mirror.


  She strutted back into the family room and was immediately greeted by a few changes. First, the coffee table that Mike was previously resting his feet on, was now off to the side. Second, in its place, was a pillow. She could put two and two together.


  She moved in front of the stud on the couch and dropped down. Unlike their last encounter, this one was significantly easier on her knees. Maybe he wasn’t the rough and tumble guy she thought he was?


  Her hands wasted little time in pulling down his shorts and boxers, and her mouth moved even quicker in taking his flaccid cock between her lips. She was topless and in high heels, and he wasn’t hard yet. That was about to change.


  It didn’t take long before she was bobbing on his towering erection. The sense of domination from Saturday was missing though. He wasn’t forcing himself down her throat, there weren’t any words being exchanged at all, and his attention was on the television behind her. Where was the cocky jock from the weekend? Was that a one-time thing? Did she just so happen to catch him on the right day? This was fun, but it wasn’t what she wanted. Or was it? Maybe a respectful guy who just wanted to mess around could be enjoyable. Being dominated didn’t have to be a necessity. This was more like a night with Brad.


  “What do you think of Kelly?”


  Her mouth left his cock and her hands gingerly took its place, stroking her spit into his steel-hard shaft. Just hearing that girl’s name made her uneasy. “What?”


  “What do you think of Kelly?” Mike repeated.


  “Who’s Kelly?” she asked.


  He grinned down at her, chuckling with disbelief. “Really? You’re going to play dumb with me?”


  “I—”


  “I know you looked at my phone the other day,” he interrupted. “When I left the room.”


  Of course he was going to figure out what she’d done. How stupid was she? Mike wasn’t some oblivious little kid. He was a smart, sharp, witty guy. He may have even been more intelligent than herself.


  “I had an already read message from my girlfriend when I checked my phone, and her Instagram account was up,” he said.


  She hadn’t even closed the Instagram app! God, she was an idiot!


  “She’s—”


  “Pretty, isn’t she?” he cut her off. “Well, stunning might be a better adjective. You want to know the hardest I’ve ever laughed in my life? Kelly and I were walking down the sidewalk in the village last year. She’s wearing this sexy white dress and white heels because we were meeting her parents for dinner. We pass one of those restaurants that have tables outside, when my attention locks on this older guy—maybe in his fifties—and he’s raising a fork with salad on it to his mouth. He takes a bite; when suddenly, he catches a glimpse of my girlfriend. His eyes track her walking by and the food literally fell out of his mouth. I’m not exaggerating either. His mouth actually dropped. I started paying attention more closely after that, and it became a common occurrence. She’ll enter a noisy room and it will instantly grow silent. She’ll walk down the street and heads will turn. She has no idea how often she gets hit on. She’ll tell me people are just being nice to her, but that isn’t the truth. You want to know why she gets so much attention?”


  Nora’s hands instinctively stroked his wet erection at a slow pace, her eyes gazing up at the hunk talking to her. She shook her head no.


  “Because she’s breathtaking,” he told her. “How often do you see a five-foot-eight, blonde-haired, blue-eyed girl walk past you? And when you do, how many times do they look like her? She has a body that every girl would kill for. She’s tall, skinny, and her face makes everyone she comes across completely fall apart. My dad turned into a stuttering mess the first time I brought her home for dinner. My old man is the most confident person I know, and that was the first time I’d ever seen him rattled in my life. She has eighty thousand followers on Instagram. She doesn’t post provocative pictures either. Shit, half her photos are with me. So, why are all these people following her?”


  “Well, she’s pretty,” Nora meekly answered.


  “It’s more than that,” he said. “Women want to be her, and men want to be with her. Now, when I look at you, I see a sexy girl, but, Nora, you’re not one of those women.”


  Her heart stopped beating. “What?”


  “You aren’t one of those women,” Mike casually repeated. “Your dad wishes he had Kelly as his daughter instead of you, your ex would rather date my girlfriend, and she’ll get every advantage in life you don’t. Nora, you can’t fight beauty.”


  Her soft hands tightened around his cock. How dare he say that to her! Dad loved her! He wouldn’t trade her for anything! It was time to unload on this jerk.


  Mike continued before she could add her two cents. “But she isn’t easy to deal with. Now, most guys don’t know this because they’ve never had a chance to date a girl like Kelly, but high-status women are a different breed. You see, Kelly is a daddy’s girl. Her father is rich, and he spoils her rotten. She’s spent the past eighteen years of her life having everything handed to her. My girlfriend has never, and will never work a day in her life. What do you think is going to happen after college? She’s going to find herself some rich guy, he’s going to marry her and buy her everything she wants, and she’ll eventually die someday without knowing what it’s like to receive an actual paycheck. Because girls like Kelly don’t work. They don’t have to.”


  She had no idea what any of this meant.


  “My girlfriend’s bedroom is all pink. She still sleeps with stuffed animals. She’s a princess in every sense of the word, but that translates to all parts of her life. Kelly doesn’t want to have her ass spanked, she hates when I force her mouth down on my cock, and she would lose her shit if I ever spit in her face. It takes a special kind of girl to not only put up with that type of stuff in the bedroom, but to want it. Nora, it takes a girl like you.”


  Her eyebrows perked up. “Like me?”


  “Like you,” he grinned. “You aren’t anyone’s little girl, or princess, or the face they go to bed dreaming of waking up next to. You know what you are?”


  She waited.


  Mike retrieved his phone from the end table and unlocked it, reaching out to hand it to her. “What do you see?”


  “Your text history with your girlfriend,” she answered.


  “And what’s my girlfriend’s name in my phone?” he inquired.


  Nora’s eyes moved to the top of the screen. “Kelly.”


  “Kelly,” he verified. “Now, find our messages.”


  She backed out of his girlfriend’s messages and immediately gasped. There was a name at the very top of the screen with the last message containing Mike’s thoughts on Doug’s lack of sexual aggressiveness. It was the text he’d sent her ten minutes ago.


  He asked, “What’s your name in my phone?”


  There was no more wondering what he thought of her. The edge of his phone would look really good slamming into his face, wouldn’t it? Maybe she would hit him in the eye and ruin his football career. That would teach him a lesson: a lesson about respect, manners, and human kindness. Where was his mother? She would be next in line to get slapped in the face. How could she raise her son to be this big of a jerk?


  But the most important question was why she was now choking herself on his cock?


  Mike’s arms lazily sprawled along the top of the sofa like a king. The brunette down on her knees in front of him was on a clear mission, and wasn’t stopping until she extracted his DNA.


  “Because that’s what you are, Nora,” he continued, basking in the feeling of his manhood being worshipped. “The world needs girls like you. You’ll never be the prettiest, but you don’t really want that, do you? No, Nora, you want to be exactly what you’re named in my phone. And what is that?”


  Her lips left his cock which majestically glistened thanks to her saliva. “Your fucktoy.”


  “My fucktoy,” he grinned down at her. “Nora, you’re my little slut. You’re the girl I call when I want my cock sucked. You’re the one I text when I want to unload on someone and Kelly isn’t in the mood. Because a girl like you is always down. You’re never too busy to be spit on, slapped around, or forced to crawl along the floor. You know your place in this world. Now, suck my fuckin’ cock.”


  She went at his dick like never before.


  He was right, wasn’t he? Her intelligence didn’t matter in the grand scheme of things. Every guy out there just saw her as a piece of ass. And you want to know something? The guys who actually valued her were pathetic. She wasn’t an equal. If she was on the same level as the man using her, then that said something about him. She needed someone better than her, and Mike had her beat in every category.


  He stood up and gripped her head. “Grab your heels.”


  Her hands immediately reached behind her, locking onto the towering heels of her shoes. She’d been reduced to a hole for him to pump into. She would fall to the floor without his strong hands keeping her upright. This was life without any worries. This was her chance to shut off her brain. She was being facefucked in some high schooler’s family room—drool and wads of spit falling to the floor below—and she’d never been so happy. Her eighteenth birthday when Brad took her out to dinner and surprised her with a diamond necklace didn’t compare to this very moment. She was being dominated by an alpha male, and all was right with the world.


  “This is my fuckin’ mouth.”


  He carelessly plunged in and out of her mouth with increasing vigor. Nora could hear her own voice making a strange sound.


  “GUH GUH GUH GUH.” Her mouth gaped open as Mike used it. “GUGH GUGH GUGGH,” she repeated. She’d heard other girls make this sound when they got facefucked before—in porn.


  Her underwear was drenched. That was becoming a reoccurring theme around this guy.


  “I bet someone is fuckin’ soaked, isn’t she?” he laughed. “I’m gonna stuff those panties in your mouth while I fuck you senseless later.”


  “GUH GUH GUH GUH.”


  All she wanted to do was touch her clit. It was throbbing. But there was no way she was taking her hands off her heels without him telling her first.


  “Who’s my little whore?” he asked.


  Muffled gibberish was the only response.


  “I asked you a fuckin’ question, slut,” he scolded her, now pumping faster and deeper into her tight throat.


  Once again, her attempts at answering his question weren’t successful. “GGGGGUUUGGGH GUHH GUGH GUUUH.” Her voice grew more and more desperate, and she was unable to provide an intelligible answer.


  He pulled out of her mouth and shot her a glare.


  “I’m your whore!” she answered. “I’m your fuckin’ whore!”


  Her hands bolted forward and thudded on the hardwood floor as he released his grip from her head. She needed him back between her lips. On her knees, her palms flat on the floor, and a big cock stretching her throat: that was the real her.


  But that thick piece of meat wasn’t forcing its way between her lips. Instead, it was moving away from her. She curiously observed him squat down and stroke his cock over the glass coffee table.


  “Fuck…” Mike moaned.


  Thick, powerful ropes burst from his cock as he unloaded all over the last place she’d expected. What in the world was he doing? Her mouth was right here! And so was her face if he wanted it. She was willing to use any part of her body to get him off, but he was masturbating himself to orgasm? It didn’t make any sense.


  Seven white lines ran up and down the length of the glass when the star quarterback finally finished. Her interest further peaked when he turned and began to approach her. She didn’t have time to ask what was going on though, because she was rather busy at the moment.


  Mike grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her across the floor. She wasn’t crawling like on Saturday, and she wasn’t being firmly led behind him—she was being dragged. The denim of her shorts slid along the wood as her arms reached out for something to hold on to. Her panic was short-lived as she quickly reached her destination.


  Thud!


  That was the sound of the side of her face being slammed into the glass table.


  The sharp pain shooting through her right cheek was replaced by a warm, slimy substance which soothed her discomfort. Her face was taken for a ride as Mike pushed her skin further against the glass. She thought being spit on was the epitome of humiliation. She was wrong.


  He was smearing her face into his cum.


  Her tongue slipped out and lapped at his seed before her face was straightened. Now, it was her nose that was pressed against the table as his semen coated the insides of her mouth. She would never question her existence again. Her reason for living couldn’t be any more clear.


  She was Mike’s fucktoy.


  A firm yank pulled her face off the table. “I’m not sure you’ve earned that cum.”


  She’d humiliated herself in public, let him fuck her throat, and had her face smeared in his cum. But maybe he was right. Maybe she hadn’t earned it.


  “Keep your face right there,” he told her as his hold left her hair, leaving her hanging just inches above the glass table that was smeared with his seed.


  Two hands squeezed her breasts before sliding down along her body. His fingers moved to her shorts and unbuttoned them, roughly tugging them down.


  “Oh!” Nora yelped.


  Mike’s firm palm slammed into her backside, causing her cheek to bounce and jiggle from the strong force. It was a sharp, stinging pain which sent an energy throughout her body. It was an act she knew that she shouldn’t like; but if it was wrong, then why did it feel so good?


  His hand slipped under her thong, and suddenly there was a finger inside her. It wasn’t met with a hint of resistance. She was beyond wet.


  “Oh…my…God!” she gasped.


  Nora was being finger-fucked.


  His warm breath was now in her ear. “Doug is in my math class.”


  Her heart pounded out of her chest.


  “I think I’m gonna send you back to that gas station after I’m done with you,” he grunted directly into her ear. “Let that kid get some pussy for the first time in his life.”


  Another finger slid inside her, causing her to loudly moan.


  “If you’re able to walk once I get through with you.”


  His index and middle fingers were roughly thrusting inside her, causing her to squirm and moan as she attempted to keep her face just inches off the table.


  “You don’t like cum, do you?” he asked, his fingers slowing to allow her to answer.


  “I mean—”


  “I could tell from how you reacted on Saturday,” he interjected. “Don’t lie to me, Nora. I’ll know if you are.”


  “I don’t mind swallowing it,” she admitted. “I don’t really like it on my face though. I—”


  The side of her face was slammed back down onto the glass, while his fingers began to harshly fuck her again. Her cheek was smeared into his semen once more, but she had more important things to worry about. Primarily, her growing orgasm which was approaching a boiling point.


  “What you like doesn’t matter anymore,” he said. “You’re a smart girl. I’m sure you’re starting to see that by now. So, if I want to cum all over your whore face, then I’m going to do that. And if I want to rub your face in my cum, then guess what I’m going to do?”


  “Rub-rub-rub my face in it,” she meekly answered.


  “Check out the big brain on Nora,” Mike arrogantly remarked. He let go of her hair and instead his fingers began to move inside her again. “You want to cum, don’t you?”


  “So bad,” she breathed, heavy and desperate to explode.


  She was almost there. Three days of built up tension was about to be released. There was something so primal about her jean shorts yanked down and her thong still being on. It was like Mike couldn’t wait to get his hands on her. There wasn’t any time to undress; because this jock needed to get her off like the bad girl she was, and now she was about to erupt.


  Mike’s hand stopped moving. “Rub your face in my cum.”


  The slimy, gooey texture of his semen pressing against her cheek grossed her out. There wasn’t a hand forcing her face onto the table, and there weren’t any moving fingers to get her off. It was just an overwhelming emptiness. In order to cum, she would have to overcome her biggest turn-off.


  And that was causing her to hesitate.


  His fingers slipped out of her pussy, resulting in her head turning back to look at the guy behind her.


  “Get dressed.”


  “What?” she asked.


  “I don’t have time for your bullshit,” he stated. “Get dressed and get the fuck out of my house.”


  Nora’s attention shifted back to the coffee table. Sure, it was disgusting, but would it really be the end of the world? And—


  A hand abruptly gripped her by the hair and began pulling her toward the entrance of the house. Before she was even able to protest, the front door was opened and she was pushed outside.


  The door slammed shut in her face.


  Panic like this was foreign territory for the brunette. Her previous gas station experience was at least something she’d agreed to. A little control was still in her hands when she left her car and went inside to buy a candy bar. This, was anything but control.


  This was a nightmare.


  She pulled up her shorts and spun around in hysteria. The upper-class neighborhood was empty on this Tuesday afternoon, but for how long? It was only a matter of time before some housewife walking her dog, or a group of kids headed to play a pickup basketball came walking by. And here she was; topless, in six inch high heels, and with cum all over her face!


  Nora turned back to the door and began pounding on it. “Let me in!”


  She was met with silence.


  “Mike, this isn’t funny!” she shouted. “Open the door!”


  There was more silence.


  “Please let me in!” she continued to beg. “Someone is gonna see me out here!!”


  As expected, she didn’t receive a response.


  “I’ll do whatever you want! I’ll rub my face in your cum!”


  Mike’s voice finally made an appearance. “That isn’t good enough anymore.”


  Her mind was sent into overdrive as she covered her breasts with her hands. She needed to get back inside! Think! Think!!!


  “I’ll lick it off the table!”


  Mike didn’t respond. Any further attempts to dive deeper into the deviant parts of her mind were rapidly halted. She heard noises. Those sounds were the unmistakable voices of older men, and they were growing closer which each passing second.


  “Mike!” she yelled, pounding on the door again. “There are people out here!!!”


  Silence.


  “I’ll eat your cum with a spoon!” she shouted. “Anything! Please, just let me in!”


  The door opened but her attempts at moving inside were met with resistance. Mike, who was now wearing his shorts once again, was blocking her path with his hand on her chest.


  She waited until a smirk overtook his face. She didn’t have to look behind her to know what caused his reaction.


  “Turn around,” he demanded.


  “Mike…” she faintly groaned.


  His tone grew firmer. “Turn around.”


  The most demeaning moment of her life was waiting for her when she spun one hundred and eighty degrees. Stopped on the sidewalk and staring at her, were two older men—probably in their sixties—one of them with a golden retriever on a leash.


  Mike’s voice was back in her ear. “‘I’m a filthy fuckin’ whore.’ Say it.”


  “I’m a filthy fuckin’ whore,” she quietly repeated.


  “Louder,” he demanded.


  She strongly proclaimed, “I’m a filthy fuckin’ whore!”


  The lifelong friends on the sidewalk were loving this.


  “I love sucking cock,” he told her.


  “I love sucking cock!” she shouted.


  He went on, “My ex-boyfriend was a little pussy who didn’t know the first thing to do with me, but luckily I now have a daddy to show me what I really am.”


  Part of her soul would die when she repeated that; but in a weird way, it wasn’t necessarily wrong.


  “My ex-boyfriend was a little pussy who didn’t know the first thing to do with me, but luckily I now have a daddy to show me what I really am.”


  “Those are some fuckin’ tits,” the older guy with the leash remarked.


  Mike’s hands journeyed up her body before grabbing two big handfuls of her breasts and roughly squeezing them. “They belong to Daddy,” he whispered.


  “They belong to Daddy!” she informed their spectators.


  His right hand moved in front of her face and snapped his fingers. Nora instantly spun back around and dropped to her knees on the concrete step.


  She was Pavlov’s dog and she hadn’t even realized it. This was the classical conditioning she read about in psychology class. A snap represented an order. She was to drop to her knees and take care of him at the sound of his fingers.


  She pulled down his shorts and promptly took his cock inside her mouth. Moments later, he was fucking her face.


  “GUH GUH GUH GUGH GUGH,” she vocalized, her voice loud and clear in the open spring air.


  She was learning a lesson. Her days of not listening were over. If she resisted Mike, then he would humiliate her, and sucking his cock in front of a few AARP members was something she would rather avoid.


  “GUUUH GUH GUH GUH.”


  He pulled out of her mouth and leaned down to gaze into her brown eyes. “Crawl back to that table and lick every inch of it clean. Understood?”


  Nora nodded, her focus now down on the concrete entranceway.


  “Get moving,” he said.


  She crawled back inside the house after receiving a smack on her ass which was shielded by her jean shorts. She had the feeling a few more spankings were in her future, and there most likely wouldn’t be any denim to adsorb the impact.


  The two older men gave Mike a nod of approval before the football star shut the door and followed his plaything back inside.


  He watched the switch turn inside her head after he made his way back into the family room. Any former reservations she had were now gone. Her ex-boyfriend didn’t matter, what society told her was irrelevant, and her own dignity took a backseat to his pleasure. She was now his.


  Nora was rubbing her face into his cum. The slick glass made squeaking noises, as if it were being Windexed.


  He took a seat on the sofa and watched her turn her attention to cleaning off the coffee table with her tongue. Seconds later, his semen was gone.


  “You cook?”


  She slurped up the last stubborn clumps of his seed before looking over at the couch. “Do I cook?”


  “Yeah, do you cook?” he asked again.


  Her abilities inside the kitchen weren’t necessarily something she took pride in. “A little. I mean, I’m not great or anything.”


  “Well, I’m starving.”


  She jumped to her feet at the sound of his hunger. “I’m sure I can whip something up. What sounds good?”


  He took a moment to think before it came to him. “Spaghetti.”


  Perfect. Spaghetti was definitely something she could make. She strolled into the kitchen and was swiftly joined by Mike who took a seat at the kitchen table.


  “Lose the shorts too,” he instructed. “I want to see that fat ass.”


  She immediately pulled down her shorts and tossed them onto the counter. “Where are the pots?”


  He pointed under the stove.


  He sat in silence as his attention shifted between his phone and her body. There weren’t any conversations about space, movies, or life today. No, it was quiet while she waited for the water to boil. And just like always; now that the fun was over, she couldn’t tell if she liked it or not.


  




  

    Chapter 4 – Starting Over


  


  



  A Little Over Three Months Later. Saturday. September 7th. 10:15 PM.


  Her fling with Mike lasted a month. It was four weeks of the greatest sex of her life. What hadn’t they done? Daily booty calls became the norm, and she grew to become more than happy to grab Mom’s car keys and head over to his place for the pounding of her life each and every time.


  She went and bought a schoolgirl outfit for him after he requested it, allowed him to cover her in oil, enjoyed a few sessions where she only referred to him as “Daddy,” drank his cum out of a glass three times, and even blew him while he was on the phone with a buddy who was reminiscing about some cheerleader he’d fucked at a party the night before. Never once did they do anything outside of his house. He would simply text her, she would come over, and for the next forty minutes, she was his little fucktoy.


  She would feel filthy, used, and absolutely degraded when they were finished. The depths of humiliation brought her to peaks of previously unknown orgasmic bliss. It became evident that she couldn’t get off unless he treated her like a piece of ass. Her vibrator had become useless as the weeks passed, her imagination went to shit, and the only thing that did it for her was Mike. It was either him, or horrible sexual frustration.


  It was the best thirty days of her life until something change.


  Brad came to visit.


  She still wasn’t sure why she’d invited him in the first place. A random Wednesday night text from her ex-boyfriend eventually led to a phone call, and that call turned into a four hour conversation. They discussed everything—with the exception of what she’d been up to for the past month—and then it happened. For some reason still unbeknownst to her, she asked him to come stay for a week.


  The first day was anything but smooth sailing. There was an awkwardness which reminded her of the early days of their relationship. It was like they were getting to know each other for the first time. And when she received a text from Mike telling her to come over during a hike with Brad? Well, that was uncomfortable. She blocked his number with the intentions of keeping things that way for the next week. It was only far to Brad. Her ex-boyfriend deserved her full attention.


  But then things began to change. An inside joke here, a funny moment there, and years of memories suddenly flooded back. Maybe they didn’t share the deep conversation she had over milkshakes with Mike, but Brad was more consistent. There weren’t moments of neglect. She never cooked for him while he sat at the kitchen table and texted. Her ex-boyfriend didn’t look at her body as his own personal playground. There was a mutual respect in their relationship. There was a loving bond that she’d forgotten all about.


  Nora finally realized what a mistake she’d made.


  She should’ve waited for Brad. Who cared if they were hundreds of miles apart? Someday, they would be together. They would wake up on a chilly Saturday morning and enjoy their coffees out on the patio while wrapped in blankets. There would be vacations, promotions, and personal accomplishments. They had an entire life to look forward to together.


  And then they had the talk.


  Swinging by a coffeehouse on a Thursday afternoon resulted in a three hour discussion about marriage, kids, and buying a house in the suburbs once they were both established in their careers. They were on the same page with everything. It was like Brad found a book with their lives mapped out in it. This is what she wanted: a meaningful relationship with a man who cared about her. The days of yearning to be degraded were over. Her afternoons of driving to Mike’s house to be spit on and abused were history. How could she ever think about another man again?


  But then they had sex, and it was magical.


  She never knew missionary could be so good. Long bouts of kissing while he was inside her gave her butterflies. Slow, passionate grinding in cowgirl brought them together. The lack of condoms elevated everything. They were fluid bonding. They were connecting. They were one.


  Nora and Brad were perfect for each other.


  His original plan to stay for a week turned into two months. It didn’t take long before her parents were back at it, asking when the wedding was taking place and begging for grandchildren. Her father had seemed to grow exceptionally close to Brad while he lived with them as well. It couldn’t have been more perfect.


  Nora cried her eyes out when she watched him board his plane a week before classes resumed. She was a complete mess for the following seven days, seemingly mourning the death of a family member or a favorite pet. FaceTime and five hour phone calls helped a bit, but it was a loneliness she couldn’t describe.


  Brad was her soulmate. He was her everything. Her boyfriend was the only man for her.


  Not only had Mike been deleted from her phone, but any memory of him was wiped from her heart. The only guy she craved was her boyfriend who was now back at school just like she was. They were once again in a long-distance relationship, but it was different this time. Nothing could possibly break the bond they shared.


  Temptation no longer existed in her world. Everything was hers for the taking now; because with Brad back in her life, nothing could stop her. The frat boy who’d invited her to a party tonight was cute, but the part of her brain which used to desire other guys while she was in a relationship—but never acted on—no longer found other men attractive. She would immediately start picking apart their flaws in her mind and compare them to Brad, and none of them could stack up to the man she had waiting for her.


  It was a little after ten o’clock on a Saturday night, and she’d decided to go to that frat party with her girlfriend. Why not have a little fun and enjoy the weekend? She’d never seen campus like this during her time at school. Their football team was always relevant, but they weren’t real contenders or anything. That had changed in a big way.


  They opened the season at home against their arch rival who were ranked in the top ten, only to blow them out 42-17. All anyone talked about was their new quarterback. How he was going to be a stud in the NFL, and how they needed to enjoy the few years he would be playing for them before making the jump to the next level.


  Nora wasn’t much of a football fan, but it was hard not to get caught up in the excitement. Hey, maybe she would even watch the game next week.


  Drunk frat guys, slutty girls, and enough alcohol to make the owners of an Irish pub blush: she didn’t exactly fit in with this sea of degenerates. Maybe tonight was just about relaxing? The first week of classes had been stressful, so perhaps it could be fun to enjoy a few beers and listen to some dorky fraternity brother attempt to hit on her?


  Twenty minutes passed and she was already itching to leave. Who was she kidding? A slight buzz or not, this wasn’t her scene. She would rather slip into her comfortable pajamas, make a cup of tea, and binge watch a show on Netflix.


  The room suddenly erupted in applause. Loud cheers and rowdy chants broke out among both the guys and the girls. Nora rolled her eyes and poured herself another beer. God, she didn’t belong in this room.


  Five Minutes Later.


  Okay, that was it. The drunk guy talking to her was on the verge of puking, and she wouldn’t be around when it finally happened. And her friend was hanging all over some short guy with a bit of a gut. She went over to check on them, and to make sure he hadn’t slipped something into her girlfriend’s drink. Apparently Rachel was just really into this somewhat goofy-looking guy. Well, may as well leave them to it. She headed for the door before something grabbed her attention. Or more specifically, a voice.


  “Nora?”


  She stopped in her tracks. She could forget her entire summer prior to Brad’s visit, any memories of that fateful Saturday afternoon when her life temporarily changed, and any hint of doubt she once had about her boyfriend, but that voice would never fade from her memory. It was him.


  She turned to see Mike standing there.


  Two enormous guys walked by carrying a keg. “Mikey!” they greeted her ex-fling. Before she could say something, a pair of girls had slithered between them.


  “Can I get a picture?” a blonde asked. Mike was happy to oblige as he smiled for a selfie with the cute coed. Her brunette friend did the same before inquiring if she could give him her number. Once again, he was more than up for fulfilling their requests.


  Finally, they disappeared and it was just Mike and herself. But what was with those two girls? Sure, he was handsome and charismatic, but who asks for a picture with a random guy at a party? And just walking up to a stranger and giving him your phone number? That came off as pretty desperate, didn’t it?


  Wait, why did she care? This guy didn’t mean anything to her anymore. He was out of her life, remember? She had Brad again.


  “I forgot you went here,” he told her. “Hey, surprise, right?”


  She had no idea that he attended her school. While he mentioned receiving a football scholarship, she’d never imagined it being for her university’s team. She had done everything in her power to never see this guy again; and now here he was, standing in front of her.


  The president of the fraternity came over with a beer and handed it to Mike, taking the now empty one from his hand. “Six touchdowns, bro. Six fuckin’ touchdown passes! One game and you already own the school record!”


  He smiled while accepting the drink. “It was a team effort.”


  “We’re back!” the excited frat brother shouted to an uproar from the crowd. “National fuckin’ championship, here we come!!!”


  Nora’s eyes bulged. Oh my God, Mike was the quarterback everyone was talking about! Yes, of course! He was the reason they’d won? He was the cause of the excitement? The guy she’d spent an entire month fooling around with during the summer, was the hero of their football team, and he would be playing professionally one day? How was it possible that he was even more amazing than she thought?


  No, she needed to stop! Remember Brad!!!


  An inebriated group of students quickly swarmed the star of the party. “Beer pong, Mike!”


  “Who’s my partner?” he asked.


  Four girls raised their hands.


  Mike instead looked back to Nora. “What do you say? A little beer pong? I could use those big tits as a backboard.”


  The group surrounding them burst into laughter.


  A now blushing Nora peered up into the eyes of the center of attention. Two minutes ago, she’d planned on never seeing him again, let alone spend any time with him. And now look at her. She was on her way over to the table to be his drinking game partner. She just couldn’t say no to him.


  




  

    Chapter 5 – Some Things Never Change


  


  The cups were arranged in pyramid formations, one in front, two behind the leader, three along the next row, and four red cups to finish off the targets. She stood next to the towering football star on one end of the table, while one of the fraternity members across from them had picked the sexiest brunette in the room as his teammate.


  PJ and his cute brunette teammate, Sydney, were up first. He floated the ball into the air, landing it perfectly in the front cup to begin the match. Mike wasted no time in downing the beer.


  Mike made his shot and PJ gulped down the cup, before Sydney’s shot was successful as well, resulting in Nora drinking the glass. Nora’s attempt at bouncing the table tennis ball went flying over the targets.


  “What the fuck was that?” Mike laughed.


  “It was my first shot,” she told him. “I need a warm-up.”


  That was a lie. The truth was Nora was doing her best to calm her nerves. It was back. Her arms were shaking. That overwhelming presence Mike possessed was rattling her. Two minutes next to him and she was already questioning if Brad was really the guy for her. Was that all it took? Just the sight of his muscular arms in a tight t-shirt, or the way every girl in the room blushed when he smiled at them, instantly brought her back to that month of fun they had with each other. She wasn’t playing beer pong anymore. Now, she was being facefucked on his family room floor again. She wasn’t back in school either. No, she was putting her hair in pigtails to complete the schoolgirl outfit he’d requested she wear.


  Nora was starting to lose it again…


  “Hey!”


  She snapped to attention.


  “You there?” Mike chuckled while observing her. “It’s been your turn for like thirty seconds.”


  She apologized for zoning out before downing the beer from Sydney’s successful shot. She lined up her attempt and focused. Instead of bouncing it, she opted for a line drive, and just like her previous attempt, it went sailing over the top of the eight remaining cups.


  “Oh, come on, Nora!” Mike groaned. “Are you kidding me!?”


  Another round passed before she was up for her third shot; and as you would’ve guessed, she missed again.


  Mike was staring at her.


  “Beer pong isn’t really my game…” she quietly admitted.


  “Ya think?” he remarked.


  Mike hit his fourth shot to reduce their opponent’s cup total to six, while they were down to only three cups. He had a few words for Nora before she focused on her next attempt.


  “You’re going to want to make this.”


  “I know,” she huffed, focusing on the red cup furthest to the left.


  “No, I don’t think you do,” he told her. “An article of clothing is coming off every time you miss from now on.”


  She turned to him, her eyes bulging.


  “Don’t miss,” he calmly reiterated.


  She focused back on the cups. Not again. Mike and the way he seemingly took pleasure in embarrassing her was something that had slipped her mind. Dozens of students were gathered around the table, watching the game. Memories from the gas station and the customers inside, the preppy girls who snickered at her, and the two older guys who watched her give a blowjob on Mike’s front step came rushing back. He wanted to humiliate her again.


  But she wouldn’t allow that. She could control her own fate by simply splashing the ball inside one of the remaining cups. She let her shot fly and it skimmed right over her intended target, and off the table.


  They’d be alternating who drank the beers after the opposing team made their shots, and the three drinks she’d added to her prior three, were making things a little glassy. The slight blurriness of what she was seeing wasn’t her biggest concern, however. It was the look Mike was giving her.


  She met his ice cold brown eyes, silently pleading for him to reconsider his ultimatum. His stern look was final. He was getting what he wanted.


  Nora gingerly lifted her shirt over her head, and handed it to her partner—horrified and too embarrassed to look around the room. Something finally caused her eyes to peer up.


  The sound of someone whistling.


  Dozens of sets of eyes were on her, and she was experiencing her ultimate horror: being the center of attention. She instinctively turned back to the only guy she knew in the room for help, but his expression was anything but comforting.


  Mike was grinning.


  “Bra too,” he ordered. “For missing your last three shots.”


  There was no use in arguing with him. He had some kind of hold over her. She wasn’t able to say no to him; but at the same time, she still listened. Every situation with him was a lose-lose.


  The parties she attended with Brad years ago were always fun and enjoyable. Her most embarrassing experience prior to meeting Mike involved throwing up in her friend’s bathroom at an after-prom party. And who was holding her hair while she puked into the toilet? Brad, of course. He had always been there for her.             


  And here she was; removing her bra in a room full of strangers, and handing it over to a guy who didn’t even care about her. Word spread throughout the partying fraternity house like wildfire, and a dozen more people poured into the room as the growing crowd hooted and hollered at the sight of her now being topless.


  PJ and his partner missed their shots for once, while Mike made his, cutting the deficit to 5-3. But now, she was up.


  She took a deep breath and focused. Okay, she would make this shot. Just concentrate. It isn’t that hard. The ball is tiny, for fucks sake!


  Her arm moved forward and just as she was about to release the ball, someone yelled, “AH!!!” which caused her to flinch and send her shot flying way off to the side. The room erupted in clapping and laughter as a result of what was to come.


  She looked over to Mike. “Someone yelled!”


  “It’s called crowd noise!” a spectator laughed. “Mike knows what that’s about.”


  Mike’s smirk said that he agreed. “Let’s go, Nora. Jeans.”


  “But someone yelled!” Nora whined.


  “Jeans,” he firmly demanded.


  Her fingers dejectedly moved to the button on her jeans. She should’ve been doing anything else with her night—literally anything. Netflix, nerding out on a computer game, or a three hour FaceTime call with Brad: they were all superior alternatives to the feel of denim descending along her thighs. Stripping down to her black thong wasn’t something a good girlfriend did. It wasn’t something a good girl did, period! Why couldn’t she control herself around him!?


  She handed her pants to Mike, her face full of gloom. This didn’t even compare to the gas station ordeal. These were students she would be bumping into for the rest of the year, and this is how they would see her from now on. As a whore!


  PJ, Sydney, and Mike made their shots the following round, leaving their dwindling chances up to her. They were now trailing 4-2. Everything would really go to shit if she missed this. She only had one piece of clothing left, and it was her thong. She would be completely naked with the exception of her white sneakers! Naked at a frat party! In front of close to a hundred people! Would it be possible to make it out of here without something happening to her?


  She would bounce it in. It was simple as that. Nora locked in on her intended cup and let the ball fly. It hit the table, raised into the ball, and headed perfectly for the red cup on the left. Finally!


  Her ball was swiftly batted out of the air.


  Sydney had reached out and whacked her ball just before it fell into the cup. “Get that shit out of here!” she laughed.


  The rules of beer pong can be rather cruel, and if you bounce the ball, the opposing team can knock it out of the air. Nora thought she could sneak one by everyone. She was wrong.


  “Take it off!” someone yelled.


  Mike didn’t have a look of sympathy for her when she turned to him. His brain was working, but compassion wasn’t an option he was considering. She watched the corners of his mouth slowly rise as a smirk overtook his face.


  Her naked shoulders were met by his hands as he spun her so her back was facing the crowd. A growing buzz was audible behind her. As the booze continued to flow, the guys were becoming more and more rowdy.


  Mike moved his mouth to her ear. “You think I forgot about you blowing me off?”


  Her heart stopped beating. This was his reasoning for all of this? Because she’d blocked his number? But then it hit her. Something he said in his kitchen during their first encounter rushed back to her memory. He told her he always got his way.


  “Shake your fat fuckin’ ass.”


  Her eyes moved to Mike, but he was already pulling away from her ear. A few partygoers were in her line of sight, but the majority of the crowd was to her sides and rear. She felt like an animal in a cage. She was the main attraction at a zoo. The voices from the guys were growing louder, and the one girl in view couldn’t appear more disgusted.


  Why was she like this? Where was her self-esteem? Mike’s words had the ability to cast a spell on her. She turned into a robot around him. If he told her she was his beer pong partner, then she was his beer pong partner. And if he told her to shake her ass, then she’d shake her ass for him.


  The crowd was yelling now as she began bouncing her backside. Everything was cold. Her hands which covered her breasts could feel her erect nipples. Goosebumps coated her exposed body. It was the ultimate sensation of discomfort. She was so far out of her element that she was wondering if this was a dream.


  Slap!


  She jumped before observing the grin on Mike’s face. His hand was outstretched, the obvious culprit of the smack she’d just received on her ass. Her eyes quickly darted to the continuing growing number of people who were now behaving like they were at a bachelor party. A ping pong ball struck the bare skin of her left ass cheek, followed by another. Dollar bills fluttered around her to land on the sticky, dirty frat floor. A guy who looked like a football player was demanding a lap dance. It was chaos.


  “I didn’t tell you to stop,” Mike stated. “Put that fat ass back to good use.”


  A dejected Nora resumed her humiliating twerking, and the ringleader of everything couldn’t appear more content with himself. Mike was loving the humbling act he was putting her through.


  A frat brother yelled out, “Let’s get some shots going!”


  Mike got his attention. “Where are they?”


  The brother pointed over at the back corner, where every drink in existence appeared to be sitting on a wooden table.


  Snap.


  Her knees instinctively buckled before she caught herself.


  Had that just happened? Were her ears able to pick up on the sound of fingers snapping over the loud music and ruckus students? But her real concern was with the way her body reacted. A simple snap made every part of her want to submit. She hadn’t experienced someone snapping their fingers at her in over two months, but her mind had yet to forget what it meant. It was Mike’s way of telling her to get down on her knees.


  She looked at him and a chill shot down her spine. His hands were motionless, but he was snapping at her with his eyes.


  She dropped to her knees.


  Mike pointed to the far end of the room, and her hands were next to find the floor. She was back at his house on that Saturday in late May. The current wood her knees were hitting resembled those hallway floors, but filthier and sticky with a dried coating of cheap beer. The level of submission reminded her of what she felt that first time in his house. It was deja vu.


  The crowd parted, providing her a path to slither along the beer-soaked floor. The looks varied from face-to-face. An expression of disgust here, one of lust there, and a busty redhead who clearly felt embarrassed for her. Maybe she’d experienced something like this in her personal life as well? Maybe Nora wasn’t alone? But she certainly felt like it at the moment.


  Why was her thong soaked? Why did she get tingles from feeling hundreds of eyes watching her every move. Why couldn’t her body understand how degrading this was? Her mind knew it was wrong. Her brain was what convinced her to go cut things off with Mike once Brad came to visit. Brad! She’d forgotten all about him again! How many people had their cell phones out while she continued to crawl along this disgusting floor? What if this ended up on some porn site? “College slut crawls on a frat floor in her thong.” And what if Brad stumbled across it some night? Yeah, there would be no explaining that one.


  She could’ve stormed over to the beer pong table, collected her clothes, and ran back to her room, but her body refused to stop. She was too wet. She was too turned on. Knowing all these strangers viewed her as a worthless slut did something to her that she still didn’t fully understand; but more importantly, the idea of Mike getting off on what she was doing made her crave him again. The part of her life that she thought was in her past, was front and center again.


  A tray of shots was waiting for her when she finally made her way to the wooden table. Her right hand found the underside of the black tray, careful to balance it without spilling. And with that, she turned and began the slow and painful journey back to Mike. Her knees and left hand inched forward while her right hand was occupied with the tray everyone was still waiting for. She wasn’t told to crawl back, but she could feel it. Mike’s presence was demanding she slither. His aura told her she was trash. Nora had never felt more worthless in her life.


  Minutes later, she finally arrived. Everyone’s phone was out at this point, recording the shocking scene which was unfolding. She reached the tray out to Mike, and he responded by giving the top of her head a rough rub.


  “Good girl,” he mocked her. He placed the tray down on the table before bending down to whisper in her ear, “Next time will be twice as bad if you ever disrespect me again. Now, get dressed.”


  She jumped to her feet and hurried to slip on her bra and shirt. The crowd was audibly unhappy with the turn of events.


  Mike shook the fraternity president’s hand. “Heck of a party, man. I have to get going though.”


  The entire room begged for him to stay. She couldn’t even hear the music any longer as she continued to dress. Their imploring was deafening.


  “No, I gotta go,” he told the crowd. “Next week though.”


  She hopped into her jeans and buttoned them just in time to feel a strong hand wrap around her arm. It was Mike, and he was leading her to the door.


  He pulled her outside and roughly pushed her against the wall. The thump of her back hitting the brick wasn’t the main thing that caught her off guard. It was the way Mike was glaring down at her—just inches from her face.


  “It seems like you forgot how things work.”


  She gulped as she timidly stared up into his piercing brown eyes.


  “You think you can block my number and act like nothing happened?” he questioned. “When I want you out of my life, you’ll be out of my life, but until that moment happens, you do what the fuck I tell you. Now, get down on your knees.”


  There was no hesitation, resistance, or thoughts about her boyfriend. Nora simply dropped to her knees, unbuttoned his jeans, and picked up where she’d left off two months ago.


  His cock was freed and plunged into her mouth. It was really happening. It was the single sluttiest moment of her life. She was sucking his dick outside a frat house.


  The people walking by didn’t deter her, and neither did the selfie a drunk guy asked to take with Mike while he was getting a blowjob—which he posed for. But as quickly as she’d partaken in this trampish act, she found herself being pulled to her feet even faster. It was weird in a way. She shouldn’t have known where she was being led to, but she did. It couldn’t have been any more obvious to her either.


  Mike was taking her back to his dorm.


  




  

    Chapter 6 – Blondes Are More Fun


  


  



  Five Minutes Later.


  He unlocked his door and pulled her to his bed. It didn’t take long before he was lying with his back against the wood headboard to his rear, and she was kneeling in front of him, doing the one thing her mind was screaming at her to stop. She was struggling to remember Brad’s face. The past two incredible months of her life had turned blurry. She knew Brad was the smart choice, but her body refused to allow her to accept happiness. She was trading a lifetime of joy for temporary lust, and she couldn’t explain why.


  Knock, knock, knock.


  Her mouth left his rock hard dick and her attention moved to the door.


  “Come in!” Mike shouted.


  Crawling through a frat house didn’t resemble the trepidation she currently felt. Hell, she would crawl through a hundred frat houses if it resulted in her being able to teleport elsewhere. A third party had joined them in the room. She was tall, blonde, and even more gorgeous in person. Confidence exuded from the stunner with each step closer to the bed. It was like she was permanently walking on a runway.


  “Hey, baby,” Mike greeted her.


  “Hey, my big stud,” she smiled back before hopping up on the bed to kiss him. “How you feeling?”


  “A little sore,” he answered.


  She massaged his shoulders before turning her attention to Nora. “I don’t recall hearing anyone tell you to stop.”


  Uneasiness flooded Nora’s body. Her blue eyes were so stern. Her voice possessed such an authority. Everything about her reminded Nora of the popular clique back in high school. They were the girls she told herself she hated; but secretly, she wanted to be friends with. She used to dream of being asked to eat lunch with them, or to receive an invitation to one of their exclusive sleepovers. Four years out of high school and nothing had changed. Just look at who this girl was dating.


  Nora was staring at Kelly.


  Why wasn’t Kelly freaking out? Why wasn’t she screaming at her boyfriend? Was this their thing? She’d always assumed Mike was a cheater, but what if this was something Kelly was fine with? Or even crazier, what if she was into this?


  How did she look even more striking in person? Instagram didn’t do this girl justice. Her teeth were perfectly white, her hair amazing, and her body exquisite. She now understood what Mike meant when he told her about people clamming up around her. Nora was having a hard time focusing on anything other than her face as well. She was too pretty to look away.


  “Get back to work, bitch,” Kelly demanded.


  She watched Kelly and Mike start to make out again after being order to resume her oral duties. Her mouth wrapped around his cock, while her eyes continued to take in the picture that belonged in a Hollywood movie. These two were breathtaking together.


  Kelly broke off their kiss to inform Nora of something. “Claire gives way better head.”


  That answered Nora’s question. Apparently she wasn’t the first girl to be brought into their relationship. Hearing this perfect blonde’s comment caused her to increase the pace of her bobbing head on Mike’s towering cock. She was taken back to her high school cafeteria—to the days of staring at the cool girl’s table in envy. The idea of impressing Kelly was intoxicating.


  “Is this even enjoyable?” Kelly asked her boyfriend with a huff.


  Mike snickered before placing both of his big hands on Nora’s head. He held her in place and feverishly began thrusting his hips upward.


  “Make this dumb slut choke on your big dick,” Kelly smiled. “And why’s her shirt still on?”


  He removed his hold on her head, allowing her to follow the blonde’s orders. It was becoming more and more obvious who was really in charge here. Mike didn’t answer to anyone. Everyone in his life was in awe of him, but there was one person who he actually respected. She was petite, cute as a button, and had the admiration of a future professional football quarterback. It only made her presence that much more intimidating.


  “Well, at least she’s good for something,” the stunning blonde remarked at the sight of a now topless Nora. “Those are rather impressive.”


  “I prefer yours,” Mike stated before kissing his girlfriend.


  Did these two even care that she was here? It was like Kelly was getting off on Mike telling her how much better she was than their latest toy. She really could’ve been any girl, couldn’t she? How many other enamored coeds sucked Mike’s dick while Kelly watched? Who was the most recent sorority girl to be fucked on this very bed?


  He regained his original hold on her head and slammed her throat down on his cock, roughly pumping while he kissed the woman he actually cared about. Nora was just a hole for him. Her face was almost a blur as he used her mouth. One month of messing around and Mike never kissed her once. Not a single time. She wasn’t good enough to be kissed, was she? Kissing was something reserved for a girl you love, and she was simply his plaything.


  The hectic face-fucking stopped, and a masculine voice sounded throughout the room. “Jeans off.”


  Nora rolled over and began wiggling out of her pants.


  “You aren’t fucking this whore on our bed.”


  Mike turned to look at his girlfriend. “What?”


  “I sleep in this bed on the weekends,” Kelly told him before observing Nora. Her cadence swiftly grew more snobby. “Fuck her somewhere else.”


  “Umm…where?” he asked.


  Kelly locked eyes with Nora and shot her a look which gave her chills. It was the same glare she’d seen countless number of times from Mike. “On the floor. Where she belongs.”


  Mike gave his girlfriend a peck on the lips before hopping off the bed and pulling Nora along with him. He yanked her thong down to her knees and pushed her face into the rug. His powerful hand clamped onto the back of her neck, her face being driven into the floor, and her ass high in the air. She was being treated like a ten dollar whore.


  He pushed inside her and she instantly lost her breath.


  His unbelievable strength was back. Nothing was ever soft and romantic with him. It was always a pounding. It was rough, aggressive, and physical at a level she sometimes couldn’t comprehend. Mike was on his left knee, but his right foot was flat on the floor to give himself more leverage. Endless amounts of hours in the gym doing squats and deadlifts was translating in her pussy being stretched and beaten in ways never deemed possible. He had never fucked her like this; and if she had the ability to do so, it would only take one glance at the bed to figure out why everything was so brutal.


  Kelly was playing with herself.


  The beautiful blonde was wearing only a pink t-shirt, and her fingers rubbed her clit as she watched her boyfriend unload on his latest plaything. Everything hastily made sense to Nora. The bed was reserved for goddesses like Kelly, while girls like herself got fucked on the floor. It was life coming full circle.


  Mike’s hand moved from Nora’s neck and to her hair, where he roughly snapped her head back. Her previous hidden view of Kelly masturbating on the bed, was now a clear picture.


  “Face us,” Mike said to his girlfriend.


  Kelly adjusted herself so that her legs dangled off the end of the bed, and only her pussy was in view as she lied flat on her back.


  A warm breath was in Nora’s ear. “Look at her.”


  She couldn’t look anywhere else. Even Kelly’s vagina had her in a trance. It was a little slit—without a hint of hair—and her lips were barely visible. It was one of those unrealistic pussies girls in porn possessed. It was the very type of vagina which always made her self-conscious about her own.


  “She’s fuckin’ perfect,” he continued. “You wouldn’t believe what she feels like.”


  That was it. That was the moment Nora hit rock-bottom. She officially had nothing to offer that outmatched Kelly.


  “That girl is going to have my kid someday,” he said. “Blonde hair, blue eyes, and a face that gets anything she wants. You think I would waste my genes with you?”


  Her previously discovered bottom had been redefined. She didn’t assume that she wasn’t good enough anymore; now, Nora had been told. The highest status guy in her life just said that she wasn’t good enough to reproduce with. It was crushing.


  He grunted, “Fuckin’ slut,” before pushing her face back into the rug and teeing off on her once again.


  Kelly had swung back around so she could play with herself while watching the action unfold. “Harder.”


  Mike began driving into her.


  The blonde collected her panties off the bed and tossed them to Mike. “Stuff these in her mouth so I don’t have to listen to this annoying slut moan.”


  Mike caught her underwear and forced them inside Nora’s mouth, drowning out the noise coming from between her lips.


  Nora’s eyes managed to peek up to see Kelly rubbing her clit while her own pussy continued to be mercilessly hammered. There was a noticeable dampness in the underwear which had been jammed inside her mouth. Kelly was clearly wet from what she was seeing, and Nora’s head swam as she realized she was tasting Kelly’s juices.


  Suddenly, everything changed. The bed, that astonishing blonde, and the entire dorm room vanished. She wasn’t even on a college campus any longer. Now, she was in a backyard. A big white house, perfect landscaping, and a cute dog running around the fenced-in backyard: it had all the telltale signs of an upper-class suburban neighborhood. Her body and mind were both content. She was at peace.


  The sounds of playful shouting jolted her eyes to the left. A little girl, and an even younger boy, went chasing after the dog who was now bolting around the yard. She glanced down to observe her hands. They showed wear. There were signs of aging on her skin and fingers.


  The sliding glass door behind her opened to reveal a man she distinctively recognized. He was older, with a little less hair and a few extra pounds, but he still gave her with that same feeling of warmth whenever she caught a glimpse of his smile.


  Everything abruptly made sense.


  That man was Brad, this was their house, the golden retriever tearing around the backyard was their pet, and these were their two children.


  Her future was everything she wanted. How many women would kill to trade places with her? A beautiful house in a safe neighborhood, two amazing kids, and a husband who loved her more than life itself. Brad would take a bullet for her. He would jump in front of a train if it met protecting his family. Guys like him didn’t grow on trees. He was special. He was unique. The two months they’d spent together at the end of summer made her feel like the luckiest girl on earth.


  Her attention snapped back to Kelly who was now leaning off the bed, her face only a few feet from Nora who was unknowingly drooling from the pummeling she was receiving. Some of her saliva had been soaked up by the panties stuffed in her mouth, but spit still managed to find its way out. But her vision hadn’t vanished. She still had one foot in this perfect dreamworld where she was surrounded by her amazing family. She’d just received a caring kiss on the cheek from her loving hubby, and their children were running over to excitedly greet Daddy.


  But her other foot was in reality.


  Mike snapped her neck back again so she could see Kelly grinning at her. The blonde parted her lips and heaved a wad of saliva directly at her face. Mike’s free hand covered her face and rubbed his girlfriend’s slobber into her skin.


  “Fuckin’ whore,” Kelly laughed before lying back on the bed to finish herself off. “Break this slut, baby.”


  He pushed the side of her face into the floor and attempted to ruin her pussy.


  A deep warmth quickly spread throughout her body as the pummeling grew to new heights. It hit her before she could brace herself. Her limbs convulsed and her mind went blank. The previous hour of embarrassment all became worth it for this explosive sensation rushing through her blood. She dropped her last hint of defense and allowed her body to erupt with pleasure. A deep connection with Brad couldn’t replicate this. Some random jock couldn’t either. It was a special power she could only experience with Mike. It was the very reason she kept crawling back.


  The choice Nora thought she had was an illusion. There was no perfect future waiting for her. The option to have a husband and a loving family was a mirage. Choices were for women strong enough to resist temptation. They’re for people with willpower. She would be around for as long as Mike and Kelly wanted her—submitting to their every demand.


  These two were better than her. They gave her something she had a hard time describing. It was a humbling feeling. A sense of submission. A purpose to be used by people who were superior.


  Kelly was the girl she would never look like. She would never have the social media following, number of friends, or the perfect life this blonde possessed. Why? Because Kelly was the girl everyone wanted. Mike was right. Guys wanted to date her and women wanted to be her; and while he would never admit it, her own father most likely secretly preferred for Kelly to be his daughter.


  Mike was the guy she could never get. He was the type of man who would always elude her. She’d experienced life with an alpha male and couldn’t go back now. As good as Brad was, he didn’t provide her with what she craved most: a reason for submitting. She couldn’t respect a guy who saw her as an equal. She yearned for a man who looked down on her—without it being forced.


  Mike clearly viewed her as a piece of ass. The first conversation they had together was the one and only time they discussed anything meaningful. Once he cracked her shell and physically degraded her in his house, she became just another slut on his long list of girls who’d come before her.


  What would happen if she returned to Brad? It would only be a matter of time until she came crawling back to Mike. The life she’d imagined in that amazing backyard wasn’t happiness. It appeared joyful when she looked in as a spectator; but inside, she was dead. Her face covered in spit, her insides being rearranged in ways she couldn’t fathom, and two people who would play out their deepest, darkest fantasies on her: that was happiness.


  “I’m gonna cum,” grunted Mike.


  Kelly’s head perked up. “You better not cum inside her.”


  He was too busy with his final few thrusts to respond.


  “Mike!” she shouted.


  He froze while looking to his girlfriend. “What?”


  “You better not cum inside her,” Kelly repeated.


  “Yeah, I know, I—”


  “This slut doesn’t deserve it,” interrupted Kelly, peering down at the dazed brunette who still had her mouth stuffed with pink panties. “Who’s the only girl you cum inside?”


  “You, of course. Come on, baby,” he snickered. “Do you really think I would cum inside this chick?”


  “You hear that?” Kelly asked Nora. “That cum is for me. Now, Mike, finish on this bitch where she deserves to get it.”


  Memories rushed back to her. Mike came all over the place during their month together: on her face, breasts, stomach, in her hair, in a cup for her to drink, inside her mouth, on a coffee table, and on, and on, and on—but never inside her. She’d always assumed it was a precaution. What eighteen-year-old kid wanted to get someone pregnant? But that wasn’t the case. His reasoning for pulling out had became crystal clear.


  She wasn’t good enough to cum in.


  He thrusted deep inside her, his pelvis slamming into her plump backside which caused her to let out a muffled yelp. And then she was empty. Her pussy was cold and vacant. His perfect cock was gone, and her purpose in life went right out the door with it.


  And then the first burst of cum landed on her lower back, and her reason for existing returned.


  Her face was buried in the rug, her ass raised high in the air, and her butt and lower back were receiving a warm shower. This was the precious commodity that was deemed too valuable to be sent inside her. His lineage was far too perfect to be ruined by a girl like her. She was good enough for his seed to be raining down on her while she mindlessly drooled into the panties of some girl who smelled like strawberries, but the idea of her having his child caused him to laugh.


  A powerful shot landed up on her shoulder before what felt like a never-ending number of splurts covered her ass. She had been used, spit on, mocked, and laughed at, and now that it was over, she once again couldn’t explain why she’d put herself in this position. The only thing Nora knew for sure, was that she’d be back.


  “Hey!” Kelly snapped.


  She peered up while keeping her head low and her ass high. She was subconsciously bowing to the blonde up on the bed. Kneeling to her made sense in a weird way.


  “You’re to get a full test tomorrow. For every disease,” she informed Nora. “Understood? I never allow this type of thing to happen before girls get tested, but Mike said it would be fine.”


  Nora slowly nodded, still lightheaded from the overwhelming orgasm she’d just experienced.


  Kelly went on, “No boyfriends, hookups, or one-night stands. No kissing random guys or any of that shit either. I won’t allow any diseases or infections inside my bedroom. Are we clear?”


  Nora nodded again.


  “You’re going to get both of our numbers,” Kelly told her. “I don’t care if you’re in class, taking a bath, or getting ready for bed; if one of us texts you, then you get your ass over here and take care of Mike. If you say no or you can’t make it, then you’re out. Believe me, there are thousands of girls waiting to take your place. Honestly, I don’t know what Mike sees in you, but he decided you would be our new girl.”


  Nora was well-aware of what Mike saw in her. She was a good fuck.


  “I run several different fundraisers, I do all kinds of volunteer work, and I don’t enough time in my day to attend to all of my boyfriend’s needs,” said Kelly.” And as you can see, a guy like him takes a lot of attending to. So, that’s where you come in. You’re his little fucktoy. If he wants anal, then you better get a butt plug in to prepare yourself. If he wants to cum on your face and make you go down to the cafeteria to get him something to eat, then you better not hesitate at the idea of doing it. Nothing on this planet comes before what my man wants. And when he’s had a long practice and just wants to relax but I’m in the mood for an hour of oral, then you’re going to eat me out.”


  It wasn’t a choice. Nora had accepted her fate a long time ago. Mike was already back on the bed, making out with his girlfriend, and these two couldn’t care less about her. Whether she said yes or no didn’t matter to them. If she refused their offer, they would simply go out and find someone else. She needed them a whole hell of a lot more than they needed her, and she had finally accepted that.


  A guy like Mike didn’t grow on trees, and she wasn’t about to let him go. Kelly broke off her kiss with her boyfriend and stared at her, clearly waiting for an answer.


  Nora didn’t need to respond verbally. It wasn’t her choice to make.


  Kelly turned back to her boyfriend with a devilish grin. “So, what should we do to this slut next?”
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