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Chapter One


I
left Aiden’s house feeling horny as hell.

I mean, I was pretty much always as horny as a rabbit on Easter, but this time I hadn’t gotten any satisfaction—hadn’t gotten my fill of big cock to stretch out my tight channel and help me remember why I came back home to San Diego.

At Angela’s behest—cute, little Angie from my college class with the big glasses and array of freckles, the excitable attitude and the skinny-mini body—I had barged into Aiden’s apartment to watch the girl get defiled. What had started out as a spying operation on my part quickly devolved into the most voyeuristic, sex-filled romp of my young adult life.

One thing about Angie that I always remembered, and what drew me to her, was that she wasn’t afraid to speak her mind. She had absolutely no filter, and neither did I, so I appreciated it. Hell, the first time I really talked
 to her in class, she told me about her then-boyfriend surprising her the night before when he stuck his dick in her ass.

The Too-Much-Information queen was incredibly ADD, and perpetually lustful. She had told me, way back many months ago, about her crush on Aiden Donohue. At the time, Aiden was my femmy boytoy and was responsible for gaping out my pussy on a regular basis. I didn’t want to destroy Angela’s hopes and dreams at the time by telling her that her teeny tiny cunt would probably never be able to handle the girth and monstrosity of skinny little Aiden’s gigantic package.

I let the girl live out her salacious fantasies, which probably ended up with her knuckles deep in her own wet pussy night after night as she longed to be with the boy I was screwing.

When I had left for Texas, I finally gave the girl a parting gift—the biggest gift of all. I gave her the huge meatslab she had always dreamed about. But I didn’t just hand Aiden over on a silver platter, I distinctly remember telling the girl that I would introduce them, but that she would have to work
 for his affection.

And boy, did she ever.

Fast-forward to the present, and during my spying routine I watched Angela and Aiden walking hand in hand down the street, toward Aiden’s apartment, laughing at each other’s jokes. They were like two peas in a pod, and I should have known by the smiles and one-track focus on their faces that they were going to the house to get some serious poundtown action on.

Little did I know, attentive wee Angie had noticed me hiding like a creeper behind a telephone pole across the street, eagerly spying on them while jealousy rippled through my body like a physical thing. On my way back to Steph’s house—where I was staying during my time back in San Diego—against my own best interest, I had texted Angie in a futile attempt to get us reconnected. But my attempt hadn’t been futile at all . . .

Minutes later, I was turned around in the Uber heading right back to Aiden’s, and then bursting through the front door when I heard the muffled cries coming from the house.

I walked in on the dicking of all dickings. Aiden had had Angela in a sword-swallowing position on the couch, straddling her head with his heavy nuts drooping down her entire face. Except in place of a sword, it was the boy’s huge cock plunging down her facehole, ravaging what little makeup she wore.

Any innocent bystander would have been hard-pressed to reconcile these two banging monkeys as the same innocent seeming couple holding hands outside just moments before. But they were into that super kinky shit, like most young people these days, and Aiden was giving the girl no quarter.

He quickly had her crawling on her hands in knees in front of me, gasping and panting like a poor animal while his treacherous cock impaled her and ruined her insides. He doggy-fucked her for a while, then threw her into a piledriver up against the couch and literally screwed Angela into oblivion.

The insane acrobatics and twirling had been too much for poor Angie, and given the rock-solid dick stretching out her pussy, she had passed out. Aiden had continued to fuck her limp body, much to my own consternation—though he later told me they’d had an agreement, because it wasn’t the first time Angela had passed out from an earth-shattering orgasm annihilating her body.

After blowing his load all over the snoring girl, showering her like a fire hose of lumpy jizz, the cutie femboy had promptly fallen asleep on the couch in the fetal position, with his big floppy cock hugged against his body, sleeping beside him like it was its own being.

Needless to say, it had been a crazy experience, and all I ended up with was an impossibly damp pussy, a serious lady boner, and extreme blue balls. I had acted as Angela’s cheerleader while she attempted to manage Aiden’s oversized wiener, but like I had suspected, she couldn’t take much of him.

I had desperately wished Aiden would fuck me right there, right next to Angela’s drenched body, but I couldn’t bring myself to make the boy do me.

But now I was riding in the Uber back to Steph’s house, and things were even worse off than the first time I had been in this ride! At least then, I had given up hope of ever laying with Aiden again, because I figured the two of them were in a relationship. Now, I had seen how much Aiden had become the dominant, topping lad he was always meant to be, and it had set my libido on fire.

I kept squirming in the backseat of the Toyota Prius, readjusting my legs and sliding my butt around. I was so wet I thought I was going to spring a leak. The constant imagery of Aiden plowing recklessly into Angela’s poor cunt—ruthlessly, without mercy—kept replaying in my mind. It reminded me of our times together . . . and it was something I wanted again.

There was a silver lining, however.

Aidy had told me of a “dinner” that night. He’d invited me to it. The party was being hosted by none other than our old professor, Brock Carlson. All three of us—Aiden, Angela, and I—had had Professor Cockhammer in class together, though we all weren’t acquaintances back then.

Professor C didn’t know I was back in town. I had made a point of trying to jump back into my life secretly, so I could surprise all my former lovers and observe their reactions. I’d seen Aiden’s reaction: surprise at my arrival, a complete drainage of his massive ballsack, and then prompt slumber.

Now, I wanted to see Brock’s. I would attend the dinner, only because Aiden had invited me.

Actually, who am I kidding—even if he hadn’t invited me, I probably would have tried to find a way to get to it, because what else did I have to do while I was on winter break?

My mission this break was to get my pussy blown open and savaged. So far, that hadn’t happened, and it needed to get done. I had worked over my newfound bestie Steph, on our first night out nonetheless, when I had rammed her with a hearty strap-on and eaten the cute goth out.

It seemed like our own lesbian activities had cemented her as my trademarked Big Tiddy Goth Girlfriend, but what I hadn’t told her was I wanted more than that . . .

I had gone to Aiden trying to feel the real thing again. And now, heading back to Steph’s house after hours of completely forgetting her, I felt like a total bitch. Would she see the sad guilt and illusive horniness in my eyes the moment I walked through the door?

I’m sure I would find out soon . . .
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I SHOULD HAVE KNOWN
 that Steph would be too busy to notice any kind of guilt or sadness in my eyes when I walked through the door, but it was probably my own arrogance and selfishness that made me assume I would be on her mind 24/7 after our hot and heavy night yesterday.

As I gently let myself into the girl’s house in North Park, I stopped in my tracks right after stepping through the front door.

I let out a quick gasp, just frozen in the doorway with the sun shooting in behind me.

S-Should I leave and let her do her thing?! Is she about to yell at me?!

The cute chubby girl was sitting in her computer chair, almost in a complete pretzel position. She was much more flexible than I would have imagined, given her curvier size, but that just shows how much I know.

Her wide legs were parted as far as they could go, like an Olympic gymnast, raised and stretched out on either side of her while her wobbly thighs rested on the armrests of the chair.

She was bottomless and her t-shirt was pulled up and resting on top of her full breasts, totally revealing her pale milkjugs and her sexy, pierced nipples. Given her stance with her legs so far out wide, it didn’t take a rocket scientist to know that her pussy was fully exposed, too.

Except she wasn’t facing me.
 This submissive, “take me as you will” position wasn’t for my benefit at all, but rather the computer resting on the table in front of her.

With her bulky arms wrapped around the backs of her thighs and then snaking down to her exposed muff—to complete the pretzel pose—she was ramming a hard dildo into her cunt. I could hear the fleshy, wet sound of the object plumbing her depths, and when I opened the door she was mid-moan with her head reared back, staring up at the ceiling.

As I stood there, her face quickly jerked over to me, and her pasty cheeks filled with pinkness. Her eyes widened at the same time as mine did, and we locked gazes.

She was probably not used to people seeing her in such a compromised position, due to living by herself. Perhaps she had forgotten that she had invited me to stay on her couch . . .

Her face twisted, her hand circling the shaft of the dildo stopping its momentous jamming into her pussy. Flashing me a scowl, she said, “A-Are you just gonna stand there gawking at me with the door open, babe, and give all the neighbors walking by a free show?!”

Startled into action, I twitched and spun around, scurrying to slam the door behind me.

When I slowly turned back, she was facing the computer once more, though now her dildo strokes had become calm and measured—not the frenetic pussyblasting that I’d seen just moments before.

“Sorry about that, honeys, my roommate just walked in on me.” Legs still spread, she paused and then scoffed, as if reading a comment on her computer screen. “Pfft, no, I’m not just gonna quit the program because she walked in. I wouldn’t do you all dirty like that.”

I was flummoxed, but my searing sex was enflamed once more. My fingers magically honed in on my pussy and dipped beneath my shorts. I felt my slick, puffy folds, and gritted my teeth to suppress a moan. I was still just standing there like an idiot, watching her—my voyeuristic streak was on a serious roll today—except now I had my hands plunged into my pants and I was playing with myself.

My legs started to wobble.

Steph laughed at her computer. “No, it isn’t the first time she’s seen me like this . . .” As she trailed off, her eyes lazily turned to me under half-lids. A smirk was on her face. Her thick eyebrows drew together and the piercings in her face jingled as her smirk turned into a smile. “In fact,” she continued, speaking at me but not at
 me, “this young hottie pounded me out real good last night with a different toy of mine. I swear, y’all, she had me screaming for the old gods and the new, going to town
 on this pussy!”

My eyes bulged at her lewd talk. Now our secret romance was out in the world, to her video subscribers. I’d known that she was a camgirl, but I wondered just how many subs she had under her belt . . . how many people knew about us now?

It made me nervous, and it also made me wetter. My pussy was becoming agitated.


I
 need something to feel this greedy hole of mine!


Steph turned back to her screen. Her legs bounced on the armrests of the chair, and she looked totally comfortable in this quasi-yoga position, as if she’d done it a million times before. She was not only battering her pussy with the dildo now, but the other hand was furiously rubbing her clit, and her moans came out low and throaty.

“I-I don’t know, honey, I guess there’s no harm in asking, eh?” she said.

I desperately wished I could see what these delinquent viewers were saying to her about me! I felt somehow . . . violated . . . vulnerable . . . and incredibly aroused. I hooked my fingers in my cunt and reached for my G-spot, sputtering as I hit it, my eyes going all googly on me.

“Ha! I think she just came, y’all. You have no idea how hot this chick is . . .” Steph licked her lips as she studied me and my vulgar stance—my greedy position. She touched her septum piercing with the tip of her tongue, which was surprisingly sexy.

“Yeah, sure,” she said, nodding. “She’s almost six feet tall, long blonde hair that waves and swings whenever she struts around like she owns the place. A total domme bitch, honeys, I’m telling you. Big, huge fucking tits bustling out of her tight top, a bulging ass that never quits—I’ve seen that thing in action, boys and girls, and let me tell you . . . her rhythm could put most fuckboys to shame. Let’s just say that despite her gorgeous blue eyes and doe-legged stance she’s in right now, the girl knows how to swing her hips and drill a dildo into a girl. Like seriously.”

My throat caught in my chest. She was explaining my appearance to her lewd viewers, and even though she embellished a few points—I wasn’t six feet tall—the way she described me just made my body tingle with satisfaction. She knew how to turn a girl on . . . Steph was an expert dyke, and I feel like her exposition of my body was as much for my benefit as it was for her viewers’.

I also had an idea what her next “question” would be.

And the answer was a resounding “fuck yes.” I was so goddamn hot and bothered. Juices were spilling down my thighs now, my knees falling inward as I prodded and played with my aching pussy.

Steph was a bit tentative when she finally asked me, which was a big change from her haughty attitude and the lazy way she pumped herself as I watched. “Will you . . . come say ‘hello’ to my friends, honey?” she asked at last. She hadn’t called me by my name yet, which I was thankful for.

I was storming over to her before she even finished her sentence.

I nearly tripped on my shorts as I lowered them and pulled them down, until they ringed at my ankles. I stepped over them and stampeded right to her, with a quickness.

“Oh my, here she comes!” Steph said with giddy excitement. Her hungry eyes scoured my damp panties, noticing my tender, fat pussy as it leaked and made my underwear translucent.

Immediately when I got to her, I put myself on my knees before her chair. My hands ran down the insides of her squishy thighs, to either side of her body, and I slapped the warmth there to watch her legs wobble.

I was aware that the back of my head and my luscious blonde locks were front and center for the computer camera behind me as I lowered my face between Steph’s legs.

She quickly removed the dildo from her cunt as she watched me open my mouth, about to eat her like a buffet. My mind stopped working and went into its own dirty rhythm. 

All it took was a quick brush of my darting tongue along the folds of her soaked pussy.

“Oh fuck!”
 Steph wailed, lurching her head back. “And here I cum!”
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Chapter Two


S
teph pulled at the bottoms of her own thighs, trying to get some feeling into her pretzel body.

Her fleshy pale legs shook on the armrests, her toes curling. She snorted and held herself taut in the chair while she was racked with an intense orgasm.

I cupped my hands behind her thighs and went down on her like I was eating a fat, meaty rib. After her quaking climax, I played rougher, jamming my tongue into her cunt and tasting her sweetness and saltiness. Her juices bubbled around my lips and chin, smearing me with girly fluids. I sloppily tongued her and stuck my warm appendage so far up her pussy that it probably felt like a mini cock was probing around in there.

“Oh God, C-Car—”

My eyes jerked up to meet hers, though the top half of my face was plastered onto her pubis, and the bottom half was planted firmly below.

“C-Car—oney! Honey!” she amended, leaving my name out of her filthy lips.

As for my own lips, I stuck them on her slick cunt like a suction and started making lewd, grotesque noises with her folds. I sucked and slurped, nosing her clit with the tip of my beak as I ate her out.

While I didn’t have much experience going down on a girl, I did know what worked for me
, so it didn’t take long for me to figure out what set Steph on fire as well.

And I was right.

Slobbering on her cunt and sucking on it like a sex toy was exactly what I had in mind. It made her whole body rhythmically tremble as my head bobbed up and down. I tried to force my tongue deeper in her hole while my lips greedily slurped on her.

I felt my own pussy drenching my panties and dripping my nectar all over the floor below me.

“Fuck! Keep going! I’m gonna cum again, babe!” Steph shrieked.

I had her right where I wanted her. I shook my head with my mouth right on top of her slit, motorboating her fat pussy lips and drawing out a squelching sound from deep inside her. I felt her hand press onto the back of my head and grip my blonde locks, until her fingers were massaging my scalp.

Then she shoved down hard on my head and kept me down there, squishing my nose into her clit. She pushed on my head until it became hard to breathe, nestled up against her wet, sweaty flesh like that.

I started to resist, murmuring as I suctioned her cunt and shook my head at the same time.

I felt her hold loosen on me, her body going lax as she let herself go. Her legs were bouncing uncontrollably on the armrests, like two great wings of an eagle sprouting out from her sides.

She thought I was done—I could tell by the way she melted into her chair, her head craning forward with a gaping mouth, eyes closing, her body lowering and melding with the leather fabric . . .

But I was far from it.

Just as she let go of my head, releasing me from my forced cunnilingus, I lowered my face about two inches and stuck my tongue in her beautiful asshole. It was a tight rosebud and right when I licked it, Steph jolted upright again.

I giggled as I feasted on her sphincter and dug into her fleshy bum, squeezing my face between her jiggling cheeks. I smashed my face into her asshole, letting the powerful scent overwhelm me, until it probably looked like I was going to try to shove my whole fucking head into her rectum.

Her pussy was staring up at the ceiling now, dripping stickiness down her curving asscheeks and into her crack. It was in the perfect position to be piledriven—if I only had a girthy cock attached to my body, I would have mating pressed her right there on the chair, and it would have been glorious to feel those jiggling thighs squeeze against my torso as I bore down into her.

Instead, I sniffed loudly and snorted her cunt juices, all while my tongue toyed with her asshole.

After another loud moan, her breathing became shallow. She was trying so hard not to cum again, it seemed, her knuckles turning white as they grappled the armrests underneath her legs.

“Gaahhhh,” she finally let out, as if she was about to loose her bladder all over my face. I didn’t exactly want to get pissed on, so I slowly rose from her cunt and butthole and looked down to survey my conquest.

Her labia was red and raw, the folds puffing out. Her asshole seemed to be breathing, as if awaiting a large member to jam into it. Liquids caked the entire underside of her body, and the same juices were all over my face.

I liked up the sticky nectar from around my lips like a dog, then smiled up at her.

She smiled down at me, then rapidly bared her teeth and gritted. Her body twitched and one of her eyes bulged as she let another hands-free orgasm overtake her.

Then she was breathing deeply, trying to compose herself. She was still in that amazingly lewd position, and I had an inclination to go down on her again . . .

But I was too wet for words. I had had my hands wrapped around her chunky legs so I could give the viewers a true show—to let them watch their idol succumb to an expert tongue and a few well-placed climaxes.

But now I needed more, and I think Steph could see it in my twinkling eyes.

Actually, I know she was reading my mind, because after finally getting a grip on her own body, she smirked at me.

“M-My turn, my lovely, juicy pet . . .”

And then my eyes flashed even brighter.  
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STEPH BENT ME OVER
 the couch in haste. Since I’d already disposed of my shorts, only my soaked panties separated my huge asscheeks, which were on full display for the video viewers behind me.

I could hear the soft dinging of money coming in on Steph’s video chat, and I wondered how much she was making by exploiting me. It turned me on to think that all these random strangers were getting off to the sudden view of my big bouncing ass bent over the couch.

I was in a timeless position, knees on the floor, my butt pumped up in the air, with my forearms on the couch cushions and my face hidden from the camera. I waggled my ass a bit, jiggling my cheeks with a come-hither motion, smirking at my own lewdness and depravity.

Steph moaned behind me and I was about to turn around to see what caused it, but I didn’t want to show my face, so I refrained. I had a feeling that once things got going, I wouldn’t be able to hide my traitorous face anyway . . . my silly, horny features would be there for everyone to see.

A moment later, hands caressed my bare buttocks. I purred, shaking my big ass in Steph’s face again. My hands gripped the leather sofa cushions, because I desperately needed something to hold onto. I couldn’t wait to see what Steph would do with me, her juicy pet.

I wondered how her style would differ from mine. I had been rhythmic and deliberate in my movements when I’d fucked her with the strap-on last night. Would she be the same?

Warm fingers hooked under the base of my wet panties, then tugged them aside so they stretched across my wide right asscheek. I felt the coldness of a dildo plop down between my crack and I let out a sharp sound.

She was massaging my buttocks again, squeezing them softly and then slapping them hard until I elicited yelps and giggles.

“D-Damn all this foreplay,” I muttered, feeling the wetness grow inside me. “Stick something inside of me, Steph, I’m begging you!”

She leaned forward over me and I could feel her breath tingle in my ears. “You’re gonna let me take you in front of all these viewers, my sweet, slutty pet?”

I nodded, goose bumps popping on the back of my neck. She patted my head and ran a hand through my hair. I felt like a good, proper puppy bitch. I was eager for her to screw me in some way, and the suspense was killing me.

I thrust my ass back against her hips, feeling the strap-on riding my crack. When she moaned, I realized that she had a double-ended dildo stuck inside of her, which was why she had moaned when she’d donned the apparatus.

I licked my lips hungrily. “It won’t be the first time I get skewered on live stream, babe,” I cooed.

I could hear Steph smirking. She spanked me again and I yelped—not because it hurt, but because of the sudden impact—to give the viewers their money’s worth.

Then her warm tongue was flitting over my exposed pussy. It was lounging on my folds, then delving into my hole. She nosed my asshole, then rimmed me with her powerful mouth muscle. She suckled on my cunt and I reached back to push her head deeper inside me, much like she’d done with me.

Seconds later, she was moving to straddle over me. My body was warm and tingly from her tonguefucking and rimjobbing, and the sweet juices rolled down my crack and crevice and curves.

She mounted me like a she-stallion. Steph plunged the dildo deep inside me on the first thrust, not giving me any chance to anticipate her penetration.

I gasped, eyes widening. The dildo was big and hard, and it quickly became slick from my wet canal.

As she began to move, it didn’t take long for her to thrust into me with mad abandon. She didn’t ease her way into it, like I had done with her, to gauge her reaction to my hammering. Instead, Steph put one hand on the small of my back and pressed down, forcing my ass higher into the air. With the other, she gripped my hair and flung it into a ponytail around her wrist. Then she lightly pulled and craned my neck back, exposing my bare throat.

I let out a gurgle inadvertently, and then she was moving fast. Her hips slammed forward, sending waves of pure ecstasy through my body, while her hips clapped against my fleshy buttcheeks.

The dildo cored deep inside me, hilting against her pubis. She rocked back and forth, doggy-fucking me on the couch while she pulled back on my hair and forced me into a crude, submissive position.

So, this was how she wanted to play it. While she was a sweetheart on the streets, she was a rough femdom in the sheets.

And I had no problems with that. I loved getting wrecked, especially by someone strong and dominant.

She controlled my every body movement, pounding into me without a care in the world. The warmth spreading between my thighs washed back into my pussy and up my spine. I groaned as she grunted. I moaned as she mumbled and tore into me, continuing that fast, measured pace.

Smack-smack-smack—

The constant ringing of her sweaty flesh against mine, like a backbeat that the viewers could drum their fingers to or stroke their cocks to.

It felt so nice have a dominant partner sinking a fat rod inside me. It felt like she was fucking me with a miniature baseball bat, and I came within five minutes of her penetration.

The fronts of her legs pushed into the backs of mine. She angled her body to get a downward thrust into me, and I took it all—took that dildo right down to the base.

Secretly, I imagined it was Aiden’s cock, or the professor’s, but it wasn’t as big as either of them. It was a tad bigger than the average penis, but I was used to the big
 boys. It wasn’t the dildo itself that set me afire, but rather the sounds of Steph moaning as it went back inside her with every thrust—the camaraderie of her double-headed strap-on and our flesh rubbing and smacking together. She was smaller than me, thick as a bowl of cold oatmeal, and wobbly as Jell-O.  

Steph wasn’t a bony, angular woman. It meant that her curves pressed against me, the chubbiness sliding against my body, and it felt amazing.

The fact that people were watching and sending her money as she railed me were just a bonus.

Finally, Steph leaned in and whispered, “I’m gonna cum again, honey! Your pussy feels so nice!”

“D-Do it! Pelt my naughty kitty for everything you’re worth, Steph!”

I heard the buckles of her dildo unclasp, and I screwed up my eyes. What is she doing?


Steph was panting and heaving, breathless moans escaping her throat.

The dildo pulled out of my pussy and left me gasping, cold air shooting into me. The strap-on harness clanked to the ground, then rolled around.

I remained confused.

Until I felt Steph’s eager hands grabbing at my asscheeks and squeezing me. Her breath was coming out hot and utterly bothered. “Oh, oh! Oh!”

Then I felt her slick pussy rubbing up against my crack. My eyes widened as I realized she was grinding on me, tribbing me with her cunt lips and smashing her clit into my soft flesh.

I shoved my ass back at her.

She straddled my wide bum and thrust her greedy hips wildly, smearing all her fluids over me, then shoving fingers inside my cunt as she grinded on me.

My eyes rolling around, I loosened my muscles and her fingers worked their magic. My own sticky juices spurted out of my pussy and dribbled to the ground like soft rainfall. She laughed and continued shoving her clam against my butt, and then angled my ass high in the air so she could frot her cunt against my own pussy lips.

We came together, scissoring and shouting and panting. It was incredible, smearing our juices around each other, letting our emotions go and our muscles unclench.

Then she leaned over my back and ran a wet hand through my sweaty hair. She collapsed on top of me, exposing our sandwiched asses for her viewers. The dings were still rolling in.

“I . . . I’m gonna split the money from the stream with you,” she said softly, as if that would turn me on.

But I didn’t care about the money. I only cared about the pleasure, and Steph had given it to me in spades. For a woman, she knew how to fuck like an alpha man. Whereas I had been rhythmic in my movements, she had been rough and controlling.

I absolutely loved it, and the way she fucked me just made me adore her even more.

“Don’t w-worry about the money,” I muttered, panting and breathing shallowly. “Just do me a favor.”

“What’s that, my sweet honey badger?”

I smiled, reaching over my shoulder to run my fingers over her clammy cheeks pressed against my neck. “I’ve been invited to a dinner tonight with some . . . friends. Come with me. I want to show you off.”

She melted at my touch, pressing her round tits into my back so they squished against me. “O-Okay. Are things going to get, uh . . . wild?”

My smile turned into a smirk. “Oh, babe, you have no idea.”
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Chapter Three


B
efore nighttime and the party, I spent the rest of the day relaxing, trying to get myself realigned. I’d been fucked well and good by Steph, spurted my brains out, but I needed to prepare for Professor C’s party. I expected it to break out into some lewd orgy, because that’s how I remembered the professor. I also wondered what he would think about me being back in town, and how he would react to my arrival.

Would he be angry at Aiden for inviting me, and thus take his punishment out on the hung femboy? I knew it wasn’t past Brock—he’d done something similar before when I had shown up at his house with Aidy in tow.

I couldn’t stop thinking about the party—what I’d wear, who I’d see, how I’d act, how much I’d drink—all day.

After taking a shower with Steph, I went to the beach by myself to get some sun and check out all the hot tail on display there. It was nice, breathing in the salty air, with a cool chilly breeze mingling among the cloudless sunshine. San Diego winters were clearly unlike anywhere else in the country—where most places out east were snowing or preparing for hibernation, San Diego was still packed with thong-riding girls, hot boys in board shorts, and surfing.

Before reconvening at Steph’s house, I went to a local gym and did some working out. While there, I checked out all the buff men with their corded muscles and bulging arms, and the dimepiece babes with their skintight stretchy pants. I imagined Aiden in those hip-huggers and smiled at the idea of his giant cock protruding from his crotch in a perfect cockloaf outline that snaked down his leg, for everyone to see. It turned me on, and I considered masturbating in the locker room, but didn’t. Then I was running along the treadmill and imagined the boy running alongside me, his fat meatslab bouncing around in a pair of shorts, with the tip of his cock poking out from the bottom of the leg holes every once in a while . . .

I laughed at my own illusions of grandeur and then left the gym, heading to Steph’s house. I ate a light lunch on the way, not sure what to expect in terms of food at Professor C’s dinner party.

Reconvening at Steph’s, she looked as rejuvenated as I felt. Apparently, she had run her own errands, checked in at the Pleasures & Treasures shop to make sure things were running smoothly, and then got herself waxed. She had a lazy, almost nonchalant look in her eyes. It was a bit predatory the way she looked at me through her half-lidded eyes, and for a moment I thought she wouldn’t be able to wait until the dinner to bend me over and bang me again.

“You’ve turned me into such a horny minx, honey,” she told me over our light lunch. She plucked pieces of lettuce into her mouth from her salad, her eyes never wavering from me.

My lips curled. “I have that effect on people, I’ve heard.”

“Humble, too,” Steph joked with a snort.

I shrugged. I had learned to love myself at a pretty young age, and with it came confidence. It was heartbreaking to see all these cute, smart, sassy women around without a modicum of self-respect and self-esteem, and I swore I wouldn’t be like that. Did I have my indecisive, anxious times? Of course. I was only human. But I had a swagger and confidence—some would say arrogance—that many people lacked. And I wasn’t going to feel ashamed for it.

I was a powerful woman, I knew my worth, and I only wished to bring others up—not tear them down.

“It’s what makes you so hot, though,” Steph added, as if reading the thoughts in my head. “Well, that and your huge tits, long legs, fat ass, and pretty face.”

I blushed, ducking my head to stare at my salad. “Stop it,” I urged, but in a joking way. I couldn’t look her in the eyes at the moment. Despite my confidence, I still didn’t know how to take compliments well.

What was Steph’s play here? I understood that we would be arriving at the party together, and it would probably look like we were a couple . . .

Was she trying to keep things that way? Trying to “lock me down,” so to speak, so I didn’t stray from her? Because if that was the case, I was afraid that she’d be sorely disappointed.

When we finally set off for the party that night, just after sunset, we both looked good. Steph was hot in her sequin black dress and flashy platform shoes that made her look like a perfect techno goth. With her moon shoes, she was almost as tall as me . . . until I put on my own heels.

I was dressed in a classier way, I guess you could say, with a formfitting red dress that accentuated my blonde locks and hourglass figure, rippling around my wide hips. The dress reached halfway down my thighs, leaving the rest of my smooth, tanned legs out in the open. I had considered wearing a full body getup that reached to my ankles and was slit down the side to expose some side-thigh, but I had to think of the ramifications of such a dress . . . and how hard it would be to get into.

I was dressed to impress, for sure, but I also wanted easy access, as slutty as I was feeling.

We hit the Uber and arrived at Professor Carlson’s big house across town about twenty minutes later. Steph and I walked arm in arm, like two damsels approaching the ball, and it drew more than a few eyes out front of the professor’s house. I didn’t recognize any of the people mingling outside upon our arrival—they looked like fresh-faced college students, girls and boys alike.

Then I saw Aiden out the corner of my eye, walking up with Angie at his side. In my heels I towered over them both, and smirked down at the cute little people as they approached.

“Cari! Glad you could make it,” Aiden said, his voice soft and low. He wore a tuxedo for the first time I’d seen in my life, tailor-fit to his slender, small frame, and he looked incredibly cute. Because of his short stature and tender face, it looked like he was going to prom or like it was picture day at high school. Adorbs. Angie had a slinky little thing wrapped around her thin body as well, and she was smiling sheepishly up at me.

I nodded to him briskly, then nudged Steph’s arm and said, “You remember Steph, Aiden? I hope you don’t mind me bringing a guest.”

As mine and Aiden’s eyes locked, I couldn’t help but feel a mutual, unsaid respect floating between us. I had seen him demolish the girl at his side just this morning, like two horny little bunnies, twisting into some amazing positions. He’d pulled some of those positions on me before, and there was a longing and desirous look in both of our eyes that seemed to flare between us.

I think Steph and Angie both noticed their respesctive partners’ hungry looks. Steph tightened her arm in mine and then gave Aiden and Angela a faux smile. “Should we be going in?”

“Yes, I think so. Don’t you, Aiden, babe?” Angie asked, her face flushed. She looked cute in her light makeup, a sparkly sheen hiding her freckles and darkening her fair complexion. She also seemed embarrassed to notice mine and Aiden’s animalistic glares at one another.

Just then, as Aiden’s eyes bored into mine, he flinched. Then he was looking past me, over my shoulder, though he tried to make it seem like he was still staring into my soul. But his saucy smirk wasn’t for me anymore, and it gave me a moment of . . . panic.

Furrowing my eyebrows, I did a quick peek over my shoulder. A thin waif of a girl was walking by behind me, up the driveway, alone. She was short of stature, like Aiden and Angie, and wore a teal miniskirt that flapped in the wind. Her flat chest and tiny waist bulged out into a huge, fluffy ass—incredibly big and juicy for a girl of her size, wobbling as she strutted along. When she walked behind me and turned to face Aiden, I saw her wink at him. Long black hair swept down her bare back, covering the pale skin between her skirt’s spaghetti straps, with cute bangs cut severely along her forehead.

When she faced us and winked, I also noticed that she
 was actually he.
 The cute femboy could have been a body double of Aiden. Both of their features were fine and sharp, short and cute, though this little femme had straight hair and Aiden’s was a mop of curls.

Angie pulled Aiden’s arm and rolled her eyes, angling toward the front door. “Please, can we go in, Aidy? I’m getting cold.”

Aiden snapped to reality, the blank look on his face coming to. “R-Right,” he said, and I thought I noticed a tremendous bulge along the inside of his right pant-leg, but I couldn’t be sure due to the darkness and the black slacks.

Steph and I shared a surprised glance as we followed the two to the front door, which was partly open.

Professor C was standing in the doorway, letting in his guests and smiling at them like a proper host.

My heart skipped a beat when our eyes met. God, he was as hot as ever. His salt and pepper hair had become a bit saltier, but his smile had become warmer. I knew it was all a façade, but it was one I loved seeing: this man was a dom in its fullest sense.

He could win you over with his million-dollar smile in one moment, and then in the next moment he could have you crawling after him like a bitch in heat on your hands and knees, a leash around your neck.

He was such an erotic, mysterious presence, and I slightly died inside seeing him. Seeing the shock on his face.

His eyes widened as he saw me—standing a head taller than the three cuties around me—and he quickly tried to hide his surprise. Instead, he flashed his pearly whites and it sparked a flame inside me, growing from my stomach to my extremities, to my pussy . . .

I walked up to the door, my focus solely on him. I could hear voices and music coming from the house, the smell of booze and earthy tones already wafting in the air between us.

With that grin plastered on his chiseled, hard face, he stared at me and said in a purring timbre, “Welcome back, Cari Morrison. I’m pleased to see you back home.”

My cheeks were warm, and I felt as though the heat from them was blasting out toward him. That he could sense my fiery lust. “T-Thank you, Professor. It’s nice to see you again. I hope you don’t mind if I’m here?”

He shook his head. “Please, call me Brock here. What brings you back to . . . the lion’s den?”

I gulped. “You.”

His smile disappeared, but there was a sense of want tugging at the sides of his lips. He whispered, “Good. Go inside, then, and make yourself comfortable . . . my pet.”
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BROCK’S TONE PRACTICALLY
 shook me to my core. I felt wobbly-kneed as I took Steph’s arm, nodded to him, and walked into the house. Just like that, the confidence and swagger that I prided myself on was stripped away. It was crazy to think that he still had this kind of power over me.

If anything, Brock Carlson had only grown stronger in the months since I’d seen him. He wore his trademark suit and tie, with the arms bulging from his bulk, his broad shoulders, and godly body.

Successful, intelligent, and smoldering. Was there any wonder why the girls at Mesa College flocked to him like he was the school’s universal baby daddy?

The people inside the house were hot to trot, too. Young men and women dancing around in the living room to soft music, drinking wine and champagne and getting loose. A few of them were grinding on each other already, and the night had only just begun.

There was an air of indecency in the house that seemed to permeate from everybody. The main room was filled with all of Brock’s eager students, his afterschool sluts, his favorites.

Brock’s harem.

Even though he had looked at me like the whole world was in my eyes, I knew that I was just another one of his many girls, and that irked me. How would this night play out—how would it devolve into obscenity, as I knew it would?

Who would be the lucky recipients of Professor C’s golden cock?

Aiden and Angie split up from Steph and I as we reached the kitchen. Aiden went to talk to the skirt-wearing femboy in the corner, leaving Angie fuming and frowning. It kind of hurt me to see her so hurt, but what could she expect? Aiden had never been the monogamous type—we had shared a lengthy conversation about that very thing, that neither of us were—so if Angela expected him to stay faithful, she was going to be in a bad way.

Perhaps she shouldn’t have come to this dinner at all, if she had any inkling of what was to come. Did she even know that Aiden bat for both teams? It was almost impossible not to see, and Aiden and this new boy shared laughs and seemed to get along like they’d known each other their entire lives.

Hell, maybe they had.

I got Steph and myself glasses of wine, and we settled in, waiting for the depravity to begin.

After about an hour of mingling with a bunch of beautiful strangers—most of the students seemed younger than me—Professor C clacked his wineglass with a fork, gave a short toast, and invited us to join him at the long dinner table in another room.

I noticed that Brock was by far the oldest person in the room. Just how he liked it, no doubt, with his commanding presence and all.

When we sat down, Brock at the head of the table, the large group quieted down. There were about fifteen of us seated, all packed in like sardines so we could fit. The food was handed to us on silver plates, almost like this was a wedding rehearsal. Shrimp cocktails, potatoes, salads, small steaks and some vegan options. Brock spared no expense on this opulent affair, and I still wondered what the occasion was for.  

Aiden and Angie sat across from me. To my right was Steph, and to my left was the new girly boy in the cute skirt. I was a giraffe in a prairie of reindeer, but it kind of gave me a boost—no pun intended. It was nice to be the tallest tree in the jungle.

“I’d like to take this time to announce something to you all, my friends,” Brock said, and the chatter among his minions all died down. Eyes turned his way. He sat with his hands steepled on the table, in a proper philosopher’s pose.

Quirking my eyebrow, I waited.

He smiled at the sea of beautiful faces. “I’m glad to be surrounded by such familiar faces.” A few of us blushed, knowing that he’d no doubt seen our most intimate
 faces. He was an unabashed playboy.

“Some of my favorite students, both inside . . . and outside class.” As his voice lowered at the end of his sentence, the group gave out a nervous chuckle.

“And while I have you all here, I’d like to announce my retirement.”

A wave of gasps rose from the table, from all of us. Well, not from Steph—she was too busy checking out girls, she didn’t even know Brock, and she couldn’t care less. But the rest of us were shocked.

He nodded. “The upcoming spring quarter will be my last at Mesa. I wanted you all to hear it first. My favorites.”


Your pets, you mean,
 I thought.

“Where will you go?” a girl at the end of the table asked. She looked grief-stricken, like a parent of hers had just told her of their cancer diagnosis.  

I couldn’t help but think, Why is this such a big deal to everyone? They all look like their favorite dog just died.


Do they think they won’t get anymore of Brock’s elusive dick if he doesn’t work at Mesa College anymore? That they’ll be forgotten?

“Another school, right?” someone else piped up.

He shook his head, holding out his palms before the chatter could rise even more. “No, I’m leaving the teaching business.”

I frowned. “Not feeling the love anymore, Professor?” I asked.

A few disconcerted glares fell on me, but the professor’s was softer. He knew I was sassy and sarcastic, so he expected nothing less from me, I’m sure.

“On the contrary,” he said. “I’m feeling the love more than ever, Miss Morrison.”

“B-But, why are you leaving? You’re our favorite!” a girl asked.

“Because, Jessica, it’s time. And to answer the question of where I’ll go—I’ll probably travel.”

My brows gathered together.

“I’m sure you’re all thinking, ‘How could Professor C retire on a professor’s pension from a community college,’ and at such a young age!” He snorted, knowing that no one was actually thinking that.

No, most people were probably thinking, How am I gonna get that fat cock to skewer me again? Is this the last time I’ll see the stern, hung teacher? If it is . . . I better make the best of it!


“I’ve made some good investments, you could say,” Brock said with a shrug.

Conversations started to pick up, low and mumbled. No one seemed happy with the news.

“Don’t worry, my flock, this is a joyous occasion! You’ll probably be seeing more
 of me, not less,” he assured us.

I shrugged. No skin off my back. I think I didn’t want to admit to myself how much I longed for the professor’s warm embrace again, and I didn’t want to show any of my puzzlement on my face. So, I just kept eating, keeping my head down, while most of the others at the table freaked out.

“So, that’s what tonight is about, then?” Aiden asked. “This is your . . . retirement party?”

Professor C let out a sound that was somewhere between a scoff and a chuckle. “No, Mr. Donohue. My retirement party will probably be filled with people my own age—other teachers and faculty and such. Not my favorite students and friends.”

And harlots, you forget, dear professor.

“Then what is this?” the femboy to my left asked. His voice was high and pinched, very girly but still with a hint of masculinity.  

Brock shrugged nonchalantly. “This is just a party, Kitt,” he said. His dark, piercing eyes fell over us all, studying our young, beautiful faces and bodies. There was a hunger there that was impossible to deny.

“I just hope we can have some . . . fun. Together.”
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Chapter Four


N
o one could deny Brock Carlson’s intent, or the weight of his words. This was to be the “last hurrah” of the great teacher, it seemed. Just as I’d expected, but with a bit more finality than I thought.

Everyone mulled over Brock’s words as they ate, with soft music playing over the clinking of glasses, the low din of conversation, and the rising tide of drunkenness.

At one point, I turned to the femboy beside me, apparently named Kitt, to probe more about his life. He seemed like the most interesting person here, and he was sitting right beside me.

“So, you’ve had Professor C, then?” I asked, ripping into a buttery baked potato with my fork.

The boy turned to me. His face was powdered, with smoky eyeliner and makeup. He was a gorgeous little guy, and an even prettier little girl, with perfectly angled features on his fair face.

“Had
 the professor?” he asked with a smirk in his girly voice. “In what way do you mean, Miss . . .”

I flushed. “Er, Cari. Uhm,” I stammered, scratching the back of my head.

He giggled. “Just joking, dear.” He put a dainty hand on my bare shoulder. My straps hung loosely from them, around the tops of my arms. I nearly jolted at his warm touch. The little twink had confidence, that’s for sure.

“I had the professor for two terms a year back,” he said. “How about you?”

“I’ve had a couple classes with him, also a ways back.”

He nodded and paused, flashing me a slight smile on his puffy, full lips. They were incredibly kissable. I turned away, feeling slightly embarrassed, and started eating my potato.

“And did you wait until after your classes with him to jump his bones, or during?” he blurted in a low voice.

My breath caught in my throat and I nearly choked on my food. I turned to him, wide-eyed, and this time he did not say, “just joking,” but rather stared at me intently.

“Uhh.” The little bastard had a way of making me feel inferior, somehow, and it . . . turned me on, as infuriating as that was. Finally, I just shrugged. “After.”

He giggled again, a light, floating sound that danced over the rest of the voices. “Same here.”

I smiled at him, feeling a bit humiliated for us both. I’m not sure why I felt that way. I downed my wine and poured some more, feeling the warmness and easiness of the liquid starting to take over.

“So . . .” I said, trailing off, looking out at the other people. “Everyone here has been with the professor, then? In a . . . non-student-professor way, I mean?”

Kitt shrugged. “I’m not sure, honey. You’ll have to ask Brock.”

“I think I just might.”

“I’m sure you’ll get the opportunity.”

The wine was not only making my head fuzzy, but as I readjusted on my seat I realized I was feeling warm down below, too.

Uh oh, that happened quickly.

I turned to Steph on my right. “How you doing, sweetie?”

She smiled, fingering her nose ring for a moment, but didn’t look at me. Her focus was elsewhere. “Me? Oh, I’m fine, honey. Doing great, in fact. Don’t you worry about little ol’ me.”

She was clearly surveying the hot asses sitting all around us, and was feeling a bit overwhelmed at the beautiful college students. She was a few years older than even me, so she probably felt like she had her pick of the litter here.

I smirked. I was clearly not the only one feeling horny and embarrassed. Steph was lost in her own little lesbian world, and it was adorable to see her eyes so wide and enticed.

“How do you know Aiden, Kitt?” I asked the femboy, swinging back to him. “I saw you two talking earlier.”

“Oh, Aidy and I go way back. Isn’t that new girl with him just the cutest little peach?”

I frowned. “Angie? Yeah, she is. She was one of Professor C’s smartest students.” I didn’t like the fact that Aiden had never told me about this girly boy. What did ‘we go way back’ really mean, anyway? It was a bit discouraging.

“I hope her heart doesn’t break by the end of the night,” Kitt added ominously.

I scowled, furrowing my brow. I don’t know why I felt so defensive on Angela’s behalf, but I did. “What do you mean by that?”

He shrugged. “Oh, nothing.”

This little princess what a bit of a prick, I realized as he turned back to his food. Was he trying to insinuate something—or worse, instigate something?

I took another sip of wine, only to realize that I had finished off that
 glass, also. How many had that been? Shit. I was losing count, and also losing feeling in my face.

“P-Pardon me,” I said, dabbing my mouth with my lap napkin. I turned to Steph and said, “I’ll be right back, just gonna use the little girls’ room.”

She just nodded absentmindedly, her face in a blank haze like she was staring into the seven Wonders of the World around the table. I couldn’t help but grin.

But I still felt sour as I left the table and headed down the hall toward the nearest restroom. Granted, I’m sure a few people noticed that I knew the way without having to ask for directions . . . and I sauntered down the hall like I owned the place.

I could practically feel the eyes honing on me as I left.
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INSIDE THE BATHROOM
, I leaned over the counter and stared at myself in the wall-to-wall mirror, eyes wide. My boobs hung low in my dress, my cleavage smashed together. I tried to force the tingling sensation down, down, down, to suppress it.

I was already feeling wet, and I had a feeling it had to do with all of the beauty at the dinner table, plus the short conversation I’d had with the femboy Kitt.

I’d been in the restroom for all of three minutes when I heard the door behind me open. I had just turned on the sink faucet and was wetting my hands to splash my face, so I was looking down.

I tried to look up into the mirror, but with blurry eyes I couldn’t see anyone behind me.

“S-Steph?” I asked, my voice stuttering.

Hands closed around my hips, pressing my red dress against my curves.

My eyes widened in sudden shock. The water was still running. I brushed my hair out of my face.

Then I felt something hard and tremendous pressing against my bulbous ass.

Nope, not Steph. The hands were too small. The bulge was too big.

I let out a soft groan. I looked down and saw the small hands perusing my wares, gliding up my sides, with cufflinks shortening at the wrists.

Aiden.

He said nothing. I said nothing, but just stared at myself in the mirror. Because of my thickness and size, he was completely hidden behind me, except for those probing hands, copping a feel on my lusty body.

My nipples hardened. His hands rose and cupped them from underneath, gently squeezing.

I closed my eyes and lowered myself further over the counter, pushing my butt back against his mountainous package, grinding up and down against it.

I moaned.

His soft, gently moving hands abruptly took the cups of my top and yanked down hard. Yelping, my eyes shot open as my huge tits spilled out from my dress, bouncing to their fleshy fullness, like two round melons with my hard nipples jutting out.

“A-Aiden!” I cried, watching my body in the mirror. My tits were slightly paler than the rest of my bronzed body, giving them an incredibly indecent look. The straps of my dress were down to my elbows from the force of Aiden’s pull.

Down below, I felt my dress riding higher and higher as I swayed up and down.

Aiden’s hands embedded in my tits and molded the flesh to his liking, squeezing and roughly groping me. I squinted, my flat hands forming into fists on the countertop.

The water was still running, but all of my concentration was lost. Swirling thoughts of desire and lust flooded my brain, filling me with lewd memories as I observed Aiden’s small hands kneading my hulking tits like dough.

His hands were so warm, and yet small and bony. They felt fabulous on my jugs and they weren’t nearly big enough to cup entire handfuls. My tits were too big for him, and it made me smirk despite myself.

Then his hands disappeared behind me, and my heart galloped in my chest. What was he going to do now? I had been waiting for him for so long—hadn’t gotten my chance to pounce on him earlier after he’d ravaged Angela and fallen into a fetal position slumber.

I heard a zip—the sound of his fly going down. Then a belt was unbuckling. My eyes widened.

His hands took the hem of my riding skirt and raised it, until it was above my butt, resting on my fleshy shelf. My big billowing ass was much wider than the boy’s entire torso, and I could imagine him getting lost in there . . .

I also wasn’t wearing any panties.

Whoops.

Amazing warmth flooded between my thighs, and at first I thought it was my own wetness. But no, it was a hard, protruding slab that speared through my nonexistent thigh gap and forced my legs slightly apart. His giant cock flitted right below my cunt, rubbing the top of his veiny shaft against my slickness.

Almost immediately, my pussy juices were lathering his cock like sticky shampoo. He thrust into my thighs and I heard the thud of his cockhead jamming into the side of the counter on the other side of my legs, in front of me.

He grunted in apparent pain. I looked down and saw that bulbous, bell-shaped red tip, sticking out from between my legs.

I reached down and rubbed my hand over the girth of his ridge, feeling the precum in my palm. I wanted to kiss it and make it feel better, but then it disappeared back into my legs like a Whack-a-Mole, gliding the other way along my puffy, slippery pussy lips.

He went on his tiptoes and I lowered myself slightly, to make up for our massive height difference.

I had no time for a thighfuck, and neither did he. There was still a party going on behind us, and the music and voices had picked back up. Steph was still waiting on me—Angie was waiting on him, no doubt.

The next time he slid forward with his cock between my broad thighs, I guided his shaft right into my cunt. It kissed my entryway and parted my folds, then slowly lodged itself inside me.

My eyes widened at the initial penetration of his huge cock. It spread me far apart, and I never got used to that feeling of fullness.

I lowered my ass further to give him a better angle to fuck up into me. He thrust and I gasped as his thick inches stabbed into my cramped pussy tunnel. It felt like he was spearing right into my belly, and it was all I could do to stay on my feet.

My knees wobbled. My ass jiggled as he slowly, meticulously fucked me in that standing doggy-style position.

I felt like a complete slut, disappearing into the bathroom one minute and taking Aiden’s huge girthy cock less than five minutes later. I wasn’t even facing him—hadn’t even seen his face, but I’d been waiting for this moment.

“Oh God, Aiden, you’re still so fucking big,” I said to the boy. I leaned forward and his hands returned to my tits, hogging them like he owned them. And in this moment, he did.

“You’re tighter than I remember,” his voice purred in my ear. The hairs on the nape of my neck stood on end. “Seems you haven’t had any adequate cocks to break you in since you’ve been gone, my dear.”

“N-Nothing like you, Aidy. Oh Jesus, help me, you’re gonna split me in half!”

“You love it.”

My voice was a drawl. “I doooo!”

He started moving fast. My whole body was jiggling as his cock slid gracefully into my cunt and out again. I couldn’t stop pushing back into him. It felt too damn good.

This was the feeling I’d been waiting for—that everlasting, brain-melting sensation of a big fat dick tearing me in two. Ugh.

I came within minutes—something that used to be such a rarity when I’d been with my hunky ex-boyfriend, or the boys in Texas. They didn’t know how to work a dick like Aiden did, with his smooth rocking back and forth, his angular hips pelting into me.

We were attached at the hip, literally, and he just kept massaging and groping my boobs as he dicked me down.

I stared at my slutty, eager face in the mirror. One eye was larger than the other, and before long I knew I’d have that fucked-stupid look on my face. It was such a great, lewd look, and the only thing I liked more than being used like a mindless cum-dump was the feeling of it.

My legs and arms shook. He was too big, stretching me too far. From all my jiggling and wobbling, my dress fell back down over my ass, covering my bum and falling on top of his shaft.

He rammed me hard a few more times, forcing me forward, until my head almost hit the mirror. I reached out and planted my palms on the mirror and gave myself a wider foundation with my feet.

He knocked into me hard, now that I was sturdy and not going to topple over. His fat balls smacked my legs.

I came again. This time, when I did, he held his pose and squeezed both my tits hard. His body tautened as he grunted and flooded into me. A gush of cum shot up into my cunt and drenched my widened canal.

When he pulled back out, I twitched and felt the running river of jizz trickling out of my pussy, dripping down my legs.

I heaved, winded, and leaned forward, turning off the water spigot. Another tremble rocked my body. Just like that, within five minutes, Aiden had demolished me and made me a cum-drenched mess. I felt renewed, my body aflame, my heart racing. My cheeks were flushed.

He stepped to my side and I saw his face for the first time, slightly labored, with a sheen of gentle sweat beading his upper lip. He brushed curly hair out of his face.

Slapping my ass, he smiled. “Still my favorite mare in the stable, Cari.”

I smiled deliciously at him. “Still the biggest stallion in the barn, Aidy. And the arrogance, to think you can just waltz into the bathroom and bury your fat fuckrod inside me with such force.”

He nodded. “Well, I can, can’t I?” He clicked his tongue and shook his head, examining my body. “Such fat tits, too. Jeez.” He said it almost as if he was disappointed—like he’d never see them again. He stuffed his long limp dick inside his pants, zipped them up, and strapped his belt. Then he turned around and said, “I’ll exit first, so we don’t start a commotion.”

I nodded, but he wasn’t looking at me any longer. Frowning, I wondered if this is how it would be now—did he care for me anymore? We used to be considered an “item.” Was I just another “mare in his stable” now—one among many? His whore that he thought he could pummel and leave to clean herself in the restroom?

The thought depressed me. I pulled my dress up, shoved my breasts back inside, and jostled them until I had them just right. Then I wiped my legs off, but let the lingering cum coat my cunt, because I had a feeling things were only just getting started in Professor Carlson’s fantastic dinner party . . .
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Chapter Five


E
ven before I left the bathroom, a wave of guilt passed through me. I knew that the look on my face was impossible to hide—the look that I’d just had quick, great sex in the bathroom. Either that, or I’d rubbed one out while everyone was finishing their dinner and getting back to the party.

But the thing that made me sad was the fact that Angela would notice the look on my face, undoubtedly. Then she’d glance over at her boytoy and see the same expression on Aiden’s face: satisfaction.

She would put two and two together, and her heart would break, just like Kitt had said at the table. I’d been in the restroom for way
 too long for a simple pee. And she would have noticed that Aiden had magically vanished, at the same time as I had . . .

I felt so damn guilty. I couldn’t stop my urges, and clearly neither could Aiden. Despite our size difference, our attitude difference, despite it all—we were made for each other. I was a size queen of the highest order, and he was the size master, with a double-digit cock.

How could I resist that? The answer was, I couldn’t. I’d made that clear. I had done nothing to try to stop him, but had just eagerly, lustfully thumped my ass onto his hard bulge, practically begging him to fuck me raw.

Sighing loudly and looking at myself in the mirror one last time, I left. I wasn’t feeling too confident right now, because I didn’t want to face my fears. I didn’t want to break anyone’s spirit, but here I was, being such a huge slut that it was like I didn’t even care . . .

Poor Angie.

When I walked outside into the hall, the music from the main room thumped. Bedroom doors that had been opened before when I’d walked into the bathroom, were now closed, and I could already hear muffled sounds.

My eyes widened at the complete one-eighty in atmosphere. The change was palpable, the lust practically sweeping through the air.

What the hell? I’m gone for ten minutes and the whole house has devolved into an ecstatic, frenetic orgy?

That’s how it felt, anyway.

I ventured down the hall toward the living room, to see if I could confirm my suspicions.

Yep. It took all of five seconds for my eyes to scan the room and see it firsthand.

Steph was in a corner making out with a random girl I’d never seen before, both of their eyes closed. The girl was taller than Steph, but it seemed my little goth babe had the upper hand because of her dominant nature. I couldn’t help but smirk at that, happy that my friend was going to get some tonight. The girl she was with was hot as hell, too, and young and dainty. Steph would break that bitch in half, with any luck.

I couldn’t find Aiden in the throng of people. The bodies were dancing and grinding, the heat in the room was sweaty and sexy. The music was mixed with alcohol, and everyone was getting loose.

I wondered what Professor C had said in my absence to get things going so quickly. Because, on my end, it looked like things had gone from zero to a hundred, posthaste.
 Also, he was nowhere to be seen.

Glancing at the long dinner table through the wide open double-doors in the next room over, I saw that people’s plates hadn’t even been cleared off yet.

It was almost like Brock had waited until I disappeared into the bathroom, and then said, “Okay, she’s gone, you all can come out now and screw like animals!”

Like some big surprise party that I was the brunt of. What the hell was this?

One girl was leaned over the long table and a boy was hovered over her, making out while he dry humped between her legs. The silverware and china on the table clacked and clanged from their momentum.

I scratched the back of my head, suddenly feeling a bit out of place.

Where’s Angie? Where’s the professor? Maybe I can just avoid them both for the rest of the night . . .

Hell, maybe I can escape now.

I sure don’t want to see the sadness in Angie’s face—

A small hand gripped my elbow. I looked down to see Angie’s angelic face.

Whelp, there goes that idea.

It was like she’d materialized right behind me at the mere thought of her. What a little sorceress wench.

“A-Angela,” I said, smiling hesitantly at her.

She matched my smile, looking up at me with her wide eyes, through the wide lenses of her glasses, but sure enough, it was sad. My heart tumbled in my chest.

The sweat on my face, the sorrow in my eyes, the content, glazed look on my features . . . it was obvious. I didn’t even try to hide it.

“Was he as good as you remember?” she asked, her smile disappearing.

I blinked rapidly. Tears stung the corners of my eyes, but I refused to let them fall.

“A-Angie, I’m . . .” I trailed off, a lump in my throat. “I’m sorry.”

She paused. The flow of my own heartbeat thudded in my ears.

The smile returned to her lips. “Sorry for what?” she asked cheerily.

I canted my head. “W-What? Uh.” I backtracked. Maybe I’d read the situation wrong. “What do you . . . think I’m talking about?”

“Aiden fucked you in the bathroom.”

My cheeks blushed tremendously, embarrassment soaring through me. “Did he tell you that?”

“He didn’t need to.” She shook her head. Her little hand was still firmly planted under my elbow, like she wasn’t going to let me run away. Then again, with my heels, I was about a foot taller than her, so there wasn’t much she could’ve done if I really wanted to get out of there.

As the silence dragged on between us, only the heavy beats of techno thumping in both our ears, her face seemed to soften.

“I’m not mad, Cari. I can tell that you think I am. Or sad.”

“R-Really?”

She shrugged. “When we first got together, Aidy made it clear to me that we weren’t going to be exclusive. He said that if I could live with that, we could be together and have a lot of fun.”

I was shocked. It was the same thing Aiden and I had discussed, except . . .

“The way you two held hands, so focused on each other . . .” I said, trailing off. “I t-thought. Uh, I just thought that you two were certainly a thing
.”

She nodded solemnly. “And we are. But I realized that he was right. When we’re together, we’re amazing. We finish each other’s sentences, all that sappy stuff. But I’ve had to learn to let him go. He’s a roamer, Cari . . . as I’m sure you know.”

I nodded. “I do.”

“So, you see? I’m not mad!” she exclaimed. The cheeriness returned to her voice, and even though there was a hint of sadness in there, I thought that she was telling the truth.

And here I’d been wrong the entire time. Jeez.

I started to feel a little bit better, but I was worried that that wasn’t going to last.

“In fact, here. I’ll show you,” she said.

Tilting my head again, I frowned.

What the hell does she mean by that?

As she dragged me by the elbow, back into the hallway, I realized that I was soon going to find out, whether I wanted to or not.
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“SEE?” ANGIE SAID, OPENING
 the door to the bedroom and motioning me forward.

I nearly stumbled in the doorway, shocked at what I was seeing.

Aiden was laying flat on top of another person on the bed, prone-boning them into absolute submission. His arms were wrapped around the neck of the person, a slight chokehold to give that erotic, asphyxiated feeling.

The person underneath him was none other than the femboy from dinner, Kitt.

Angie muttered, “He once told me always wanted his own tiny bitch with a fat ass and, well, here he is.”

Jesus Christ, this boy got around. With his massive bitch-breaker and huge cum-filled alpha nuts that needed to be constantly drained, I couldn’t fault him. I couldn’t expect anything less. He was savaging this poor trap with such violence and ferocity that I wished it was me.

It seemed like Aiden had been on a rampage since I’d been gone, ever since realizing what he could do to boys and girls alike with that stupid big cock of his.

I was envious of the screaming girly boy underneath him.

And before, when I had thought that they could have been brothers because they looked so similar—wow! I couldn’t have been more wrong!

“Oh my God, pound my ass harder you little brat!” Kitt shouted, bouncing on the bed underneath Aiden’s light weight. “Ragdoll me and gape my tiny butthole! Gahhh, I think I’ll snap in two if you keep stuffing that giant cock inside my tight fat ass! There’s no way I can keep taking it!”

The boy’s miniskirt was crumpled around his waist, flapping uselessly. Aiden pounded the boy’s anus, his body hopping up and down on top of Kitt as he pummeled down into him. The boy’s ass was absolutely at its size threshold, taking in Aiden’s monstercock.

But he did have a big, billowing, bouncy butt, which was the first difference between Kitt and Aiden. The next difference was also just as clear, from my view in the doorway.

“I love falling cock-first into this huge puffy trap ass of yours, Kitty!” Aiden yelled joyously. “Next, I’ll w-work my way down and dominate your tiny nuts!”

That’s the difference I was thinking about, watching the little twink getting assfucked facedown on the bed. With his head in a pillow, his high voice muffled, his skirt flapping and big bare ass jiggling, I couldn’t help but notice the egregious size difference.

The most amazing size difference I’d ever seen, considering their similar body types!

Kitt was sporting a two-inch babydick that was flattened between his legs and poking back toward us, a tiny tail that spurted precum every time Aiden’s behemoth pelted into him. He had little wrinkly raisin nuts that were getting smashed and battered by Aiden’s giant, fleshed out ballsack. It careened down and clapped on top of Kitt’s baby balls and made him cry out in ecstatic pain and pleasure, while my boy’s footlong cockrocket rearranged Kitt’s guts and bulged his belly into the bedsheets.


How could such a difference in genes be possible?
 I wondered while in absolute awe of the sexy situation before me.

An alpha dom skinny boy with his alpha package, and his beta bitch pet . . . they’re so perfect together! How can I get in the way of something like that?!


How can I ever
 beat that!


Looking over his shoulder, Aiden fixed Angie and I with a smirk as he continued to hammer his battering ram into Kitt’s big bouncy ass.

“I’m glad y’all have joined us! Just here to watch, babes?” Aiden asked rudely. “Or does one of you want to come and suck my nuts while I make this sweet boy melt into a cock-stupor?”

My teeth sank into my bottom lip. “I see you’ve found a new, obedient loyal sissy, Aidy,” I said, feeling incredibly aroused again. The fact that Aiden could go fuck me in the bathroom, and then rail this poor femboy just five minutes later was a testament to his amazing stamina. It was unlike anything I’d ever seen before.

Angie said in a low voice, “Now you see . . . I can never compete with this boy, his cute, feminine little cock, and his giant butt.”

I nodded, frowning. The sheer loudness of the flesh slaps coming from the bed were outrageous, echoing out the door and into the hallway beyond. I wondered when others would start wandering in here to witness this awesome display of pure fuckery.

Angie continued, as if trying to convince herself of something. “I mean, just look at the stupid face Kitty makes while Aiden bangs him! And I’ve seen it before, Cari—this has been going on for a while. Every time Aidy opens his pants and lets that donkey dick flop out onto Kitt’s face, every time the boy sees how much longer that weapon is than his own head . . . it turns into a violent session like this.”

I put my hands on my hips, but was about to put them down my dress. “You mean like how you two were earlier this morning?” I said matter-of-factly.

She looked at me imploringly.

“It was an amazing display, Angie, and don’t think this little shrimpdicked femme can take that away from you two. You have something special, too. It’s just that you have to share it with other people . . .”

“Like you.”

I nodded sadly. “And Kitt.”

Aiden laughed. “Ha! Look at the way you’re getting cross-eyed and stupid, Kitty! Girls, look at this dummy! She breaks every time I use her!”

“That’s not very nice, Aidy,” I said, entering the room to approach the prone-boning little monkeys.

“She loves it,” Aiden said. He tightened his grip around Kitt’s neck, and the boy was forced to arch his back so he wouldn’t be choked into unconsciousness.

In a gasping breath, he said, “I dooo! P-Please glaze me, Aidy! Come on, cover me in your sticky nut-milk!”

He had a cute, determined look on his face as he desperately tried to take Aiden’s whole cock, and those slamming, careening nuts on his own wee little sack.

“Not quite yet, honey,” Aiden said. “I can’t let you off the hook yet.”

With that, he rolled off Kitt and left the boy an utterly gaping mess, with filth and cum and sweat ringing the boy’s giant donut-hole. His sphincter was big enough to punch a fist into.

Kitt moaned and cried, slamming his little knotted fists onto the bed like a kid throwing a temper tantrum. His commotion stopped, though, when Aiden started lifting him off the bed.

Kitt’s eyes widened with shock. His arms were lifted as he was forced into a standing position on the side of the bed.

Aiden wrapped the boy up like a pretzel, forcing his arms higher and then barring them, pushing down on the back of the femboy’s head.

When he had Kitt in a half-nelson, standing with his arms up like he was getting arrested, I heard the slippery schlorp
 of Aiden’s giant cock reentering Kitt’s yawning butthole.

The femboy moaned in disbelief, drool dripping from his opened mouth to his chin.

Aiden rammed with masterful speed into the boy’s rear-end, clapping his hips against Kitt’s wide cheeks. For someone so small, I was amazed that a boy could have such a big ass—it was nearly on a level with mine! Not nearly as big, of course, but for how skinny and tiny he was everywhere else, it was clear that Kitty did his lunges and squats.

From my angle beside them, I watched. Aiden used those big ass flesh coconuts as a weapon, bouncing them around and slapping off the twink’s ass. I couldn’t tear my gaze from them, and neither could Angie.

I was fingering myself, and I’m pretty sure Angela was, too. She seemed eager to get in there, but I felt a jealous pang—there was enough of Aiden to go around, for sure, but only so many bodies would fit around him.

I just wanted to try to fit his huge plump nuts in my mouth, both of them, even though I knew they wouldn’t fit. They looked like they belonged on a horse or something, so big and full and swollen and bouncy and heavy. Ugh! Those meaty slaps were just amazing! What an impressive specimen!

I had the distinct feeling that Aiden was going to keep those magnificent balls swinging and slapping all night long, because no one would let up on him. No one wanted Aiden Donohue to go easy
 on them, once presented with his hulking orifice-stretcher. Women and men alike turned into cock-hungry, entranced cum-sluts eager to be broken and dominated.

Angie, Kitt, and I were no different in that respect. We all wanted Aiden to ourselves, but that wasn’t going to happen. It wasn’t on the agenda.

Aiden’s little butt was wiggling and smashing so quickly now, it was almost a blur. He gave Kitt similar treatment as he had me in the bathroom—standing doggy-style, but anal this time, and with much more force and power. He wasn’t going to let Kitt go until the femboy was used and abused beyond reckoning. Probably until Kitt was unconscious on the bed.

“Grrr,” Aiden growled pleasurably. “I just love having a small-dicked femboy to fuck in his tight, bouncy girly butt!” His voice lilted with his momentous thrusts.

He moved from having Kitt in an immobile half-nelson position, to his arms untangling and pushing on the boy’s backside.

Kitt bent over the bed, heaving and panting for all he was worth while his red face brightened like a cherry and he put his palms on the bedsheets to hold himself up. I could see his tiny cock flopping out wildly in front of him, cum constantly dribbling out of his pisshole as Aiden obliterated his prostate again and again.

Kitt was raining jizz all over the bed in a fountain.

Aiden reached in front of him, between the boy’s skirt and legs, and started fondling the boy’s little dick in his fist. He removed his cock from Kitt’s ass again, crouched down, and stuck his tongue and nose and half of his face inside Kitt’s gargantuan gapehole.

Kitt twitched where he stood, moaning as Aiden stroked his cute pink cock and ate his ass out like a starving man. Aiden’s enormous balls hung down to the ground, plopped firmly on the carpet and spooling out between his legs. Then Kitt’s cock was sputtering spunk all over the place, splattering on the bed in a constant stream of cream. His squishy thighs wobbled as he twitched and came with Aiden’s face pressed into his puffy cheeks, startling him with a darting tongue up his pink asshole.

A hand went to my mouth. I was drenched between my legs, earnestly needing Aiden to pound me again. This scene was too much.

I found myself rushing over behind them as Aiden went back to his feet and stuck his cock inside Kitt’s bum once more.

They both moaned.

I perched down on my knees behind Aiden, sniffing his ass and swinging balls, taking the huge clackers on my forehead happily. I laughed like the eager slut I was. He smelled sweaty and smoky and manly, but with the same soft, clean femme smell that I’d come to love.

I stuck my tongue out, opening my maw as wide as it would go. The next time Aiden’s colliding ballsack came swinging back to plop against his butt, I grabbed his scrotum and tried to stuff those giant nuts directly in my mouth. I managed to get one of them inside, which puffed my cheeks out like a chipmunk.

“That’s right, honey!” Aiden cried, his body throbbing and gliding against Kitt’s. “Keep sucking down my fat fucking nuts! You’re obsessed with them, Cari, you always have been!”

I mumbled something but didn’t disagree. He was correct, after all: Aiden’s stupid dummy thick ballbag was one of my favorite parts about him.

“I love listening to you choke on my smooth orbs,” Aiden continued, “letting me know they’re too much for you to handle!”

I was fingerblasting myself relentlessly now.

“But you keep greedily stuffing your mouth! Make out with those chubby balls! Such determination for a little slut.”

I snorted the boy’s musk. I came, my fluids drenching my hand. My tongue was roving all over his nuts, while his asshole was planted firmly on my forehead. All the while, he pounded into Kitt, until the boy was just moaning and cumming in perpetuity.

Aiden’s buttcheeks tightened around my face, framing me and clenching my own cheeks together. My eyes widened as I realized he was dumping his huge smelly load inside Kitt’s asshole, pushing all of his baby batter into the boy’s widened butt canal and ruining his insides.

When he was finished, Kitt looked like a bloated boy after a Thanksgiving dinner, hand rubbing his swollen belly like it was pregnant. Then Aiden pushed him face first onto the bed and sat on my face once more. His balls covered my head as I rimmed him.

“I’m so glad to have tamed him to be my little buttslut whenever I need to empty my nuts,” Aiden said nonchalantly. His voice came out muffled to me, and all I could see was darkness.

I wanted to be trapped in that darkness forever. I loved the earthy smell, the sour scent, the sweaty package and slimy, softening cock poking down into my cleavage. I loved it all.

I loved being back in San Diego.

I realized that Aiden was talking to Angie, who was moaning and probably fingering herself into stupidity in the corner of the room.

“So, my dears, shall we rejoin the party?” Aiden asked with a smirk in his voice. “See what the old professor’s getting into?”

My hands clamped on his narrow hips and forced him down onto my face even harder. I wanted him to use my pretty face as his throne, as was befitting the king of the femboys.

As my tongue darted up his asshole, my loud, lewd slobbering ringing out, I felt his little butt twitch on top of me.

“Oh!” Aiden yelped gleefully. “It seems my chair isn’t quite done with me yet! I suppose the party can wait.”

Yes, I’m sure the orgy would continue into the night, in every bedroom of this godforsaken house.

But for now, I just wanted to keep tonguing Aiden’s asshole, to manifest my dominance and show everyone in the room that this big-dicked little devilboy was mine!
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Take a look at these other selected hot books by Bella Beaumont, in similar niches as this story:

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


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


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


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


Making a Sissy: Books 1-3
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Stay tuned for the next part of this steamy saga! And if you liked this one, please take a moment to post a review on Amazon!

OEBPS/image_rsrcPB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcPA.jpg
Mounted X
n I%e |

Boo<5

\ BELLA BEAUMON'IB





OEBPS/image_rsrcPC.jpg
..“"’..





