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CHAPTER
 ONE












W
 e both slept in the next day. Our nineteen-year-old bodies might have been young and full of youth and vigor, but we still loved our sleep. Often on the weekends—especially after a party—Erin and I wouldn’t wake until the afternoon. Today was no different after our night-long fuck session. Erin woke first, and then she woke me with her lips wrapped around my shaft. It was the first time I had been woken this way, and I have to say, I don’t think there was a better way.

She must have just started because my limp cock was still stiffening, but still, when my eyes opened, I was looking down at Erin, resting her head on my thigh as she looked up at me with my stiffening cock hanging out of her mouth like a pacifier. Her large breasts hung to the side by their weight, and her naked, hourglass figure and legs were draped to the side like a painting Michelangelo would make.

I saw a curve in her lips when I woke. A partial smile at seeing my eyes open, but she refused to release my cock from her lips to say ‘good morning.’ Instead, she closed her eyes and eased away from her gently mouthing of my shaft to a more direct sucking of my cock. Her lips grew wider as my cock thickened. A slight moan escaped her as the head of my cock poked at the roof of her mouth.

In an oddly feminine motion, Erin tucked a loose lock of her raven hair behind her ear as she rubbed her thighs together, curling her legs around my body like an animal getting comfortable. There was no immediacy in the blow job, just a female friend taking her time and enjoying herself. When my shaft flexed rock hard in her mouth, her eyes cracked open once more, and a devious smile crept in the corners of her lips—as much as it could with my cock stretching open her mouth.

With her hand around the base of my cock, she edged her lips lower and lower down my shaft as I heard her wet hums and troubled breathing as she swallowed me whole. My warm palm rubbed up and down the back of her thighs, feeling her soft skin grow softer the nearer I reached toward her crotch. When my fingers brushed over her ass crack, I noticed my friend’s body subconsciously turned and arched her ass in my direction for easier access.

Taking full advantage of the access, I slipped my hand between her thick thighs and felt as though I had reached inside a stove; it felt so warm. Her pussy lips parted with ease, and I could hear how wet she was already. As I slipped two fingers deep inside her pussy and slowly worked them back and forth—in and out—again and again, Erin’s eyes closed as she sucked my cock. Her eyebrows went tall, and her breathing became forced and rhythmic in and out of her nose. It was like she was in a trance for several minutes as I fingered her and she sucked on my head.

Slowly, my thumb began to brush over her clitoris with each penetration. Each time, my thumb rubbed closer to her clit and circled it over and over again until her eyebrows lowered, and a weak look came over Erin’s squinted eyes. Her hands rubbed over my thighs, my balls, and shaft as her hips squirmed, and she moaned with her mouth full. With a final and sudden flex, I realized I was about to cum. I had been so focused on fingering her that I hadn’t been paying attention to the swirling motion she made on my cock with her lips.

“Ugh,” I groaned, and my other hand touched the top of Erin’s hair, feeling her soft black hair in my palm.

This prompted Erin to focus, and I felt her lips descend on my shaft as it swelled. Swallowing me entirely, Erin moaned as my cock began to flex and shoot ropey cum onto the roof of her mouth and pile it on her tongue. I watched her throat work through my squinted eyes as she tried desperately to swallow it all, but even through her focus, drips of my white semen fell out of her mouth and down my shaft.

“I need to practice swallowing a load that big,” Erin panted, swiping her lower lip with the back of her hand.

I responded by stabbing my two fingers deep inside her pussy while my thumb rubbed back and forth on her clit. The sudden motion made her gasp and brace herself as her hips wormed beside me.

“You know, this arrangement was for me to make you—you cum,” Erin said between a whimpering moan. She bit the corner of her lower lip as she arched her ass in the air and moaned louder. “Not for you to—to… oh fuck… oh, shit!”

I sat up, using my entire hand to finger fuck her pussy while my other hand gripped her ass cheek, squeezing it and holding her in place.

“Oh, fuck! Fuck fuck fuck Fuck! I’m cumming!” Erin groaned as she pressed her mouth into my thigh as she screamed. Her body pushed and pulled against me, fighting with itself if she wanted more or less stimulation. “Ughhhh yes…” she cried as moisture dripped from her sex.

Panting and fighting off tremors in her body, Erin slowly came down from her orgasm. When she finally opened her eyes, they went wide with surprise at the rod towering over her face.

“Oh my God,” she giggled and slowly sat upright. “Already?”

I looked down at my friend around my erection and gave her a small shrug, “It’s your fault. You shouldn’t look so sexy when you cum.”

Erin lost herself in a laugh at the absurdity of it all as she poked my cock, and it flexed back in response.

“I think we might be caught in an endless loop,” Erin said, smiling up at me, “I think we might never leave this bed.”













CHAPTER
 TWO












T
 he second orgasm for the day came much more quickly, but nonetheless, still very sexily. Erin denied me access to her pussy by turning around so that her chest cuddled against mine. This was mainly to avoid the repetitive loop we found ourselves potentially stuck in, as we both had plans for the day, which would be ruined if we spent our afternoon in a continuous orgasm.

Erin kissed over my muscular chest as her hand found my cock and began jerking me off. By the time her lips found the crook of my neck to kiss and suck, her hand was aggressively pumping my shaft and causing pre-cum to leak free. My hand groped her large breasts, feeling every inch of it and playfully pinching and pulling on her nipple. As she nibbled on my earlobe, I loved hearing her moan and squeak with every pluck of nipple.

A few minutes later, I finally came and had to use my hand to block the cum from shooting over me and the sheets. With a final flex, the last drip spilled out of my shaft, and stick white webbing covered my palm, cock, and lap. Erin gave me a final kiss on my neck before standing and walking toward the bathroom.

“I call first dibs on the shower!” she announced.

I looked down at the mess on my hands and crotch, “Seriously?”

“Oh, quit your bitching. I’ll be quick,” Erin groaned from the other room.

To her credit she was quick, but that didn’t matter since all the cum on me had dried already. By the time I was out of the shower, Erin was already dressed to meet up with some of her friends. I could always tell when she was hanging out with her handful of ‘girl friends’ because she would actually wear something somewhat feminine and even put on a little makeup. With her hair still wet, Erin wore blue jeans and a white top that hugged her large breasts. I walked out of the shower with a towel around my waist and smirked at her in her bedroom as she applied eyeliner in her mirror.

“Shut the fuck up,” she said without looking at me.

“What? I think you look nice,” I said.

“Fuck you,” she said as she applied a thin layer of lip gloss and made final adjustments to her clothes in the mirror.

“Are we still meeting up at Franky’s house party tonight?”

“Yeah, are we meeting there? I thought we were riding together,” Erin asked.

“No, I’ve got to meet someone for a drink beforehand—it’s nothing,” I said dismissively. Too dismissively. I could tell by the look in Erin’s eyes that she was suspicious, but still, she didn’t comment on it.

“Okay, yeah, I’ll see you there,” Erin said. I went to turn to go back to my room when Erin’s voice halted me. “Whoa, whoa, whoa… where are you going?”

“To get dressed,” I said with a raised eyebrow.

Erin brushed her wet black bangs behind her ear on one side and made a face, “It’s nearly 2 PM, and you’ve only come twice today, mister. You’ve got to cum at least once more if you’re going to hit your six-a-day quota.”

Leaning in Erin’s doorway, I gave her a dry, undereye look. “See? I told you you could resist. You’re going to be like my mother with this thing.”

Erin cocked her head to one side as she approached and gave a naughty look. “Do you want me to be your Mommy?”

“Stop…” I sighed as she saddled up beside me.

“I’m just trying to be helpful,” Erin said as she plucked at the towel around my waist and watched it fall to the ground. “You’re the one making a big deal of it.”

While still in her doorway, Erin tucked her shoulder underneath my arm as her hand wrapped around my limp cock. It didn’t take long of her pumping my shaft before I was rock hard and breathing heavily. Erin’s black-outlined eyes bounced from watching the pre-cum leak from my tip to watching the weakness appear in my face.

When my available hand palmed over her chest and groped her breasts through her top, Erin bit the corner of her thick lips and smiled as she began to pant, too. Flexing in her fist, I groaned. Erin shook the hair out of her face, making her gold looped earring jingle. She lifted onto her tippytoes to plant a kiss on my throat and nibble on my earlobe.

“Come on, baby. Cum for me,” she whispered in my ear. “That’s it, cum for me—oh yess…”

After another moment with my hand squeezing her breasts, I grunted and shot my many strings of cum all over the face of the towel on the floor.

“Mmmmm…” Erin hummed her approval as she continued to pump my shaft until the last of the cum finally dripped from my tip. With a devious smirk, she kissed my cheek and said, “Good boy.”

“Thanks,” I said flatly.

Erin left for her lunch with her friends while I cleaned up and dressed. My afternoon was split between the gym and doing homework at the library. For as annoying as Erin was when it came to her hovering over my condition, she was right. After a long night and an early afternoon of sex, I had never felt better in my life. Not once did I think about cramping in my balls or pain in my dick because there was none. For the first time since hitting puberty, I felt, well, normal.

I made it home in time to shower and change once more before the date I had planned. I had been keeping it a secret all week for a lot of reasons, but mostly because it was just extra weird now that Erin and I were… whatever we were. Friends with benefits?


Besides, I was mostly just being polite. It wasn’t like this date had the potential to go anywhere. Erin was still not home from her date with her girlfriends, which was probably for the best. I was going to try to jack off once beforehand, but I didn’t have time. It wasn’t hurting yet, but I figured it was better to be too soon than too late. Well, tonight it would have to be too late.

I arrived at the bar only a couple of minutes late, but I found her already seated with a beer in her hand. Her dirty, blonde hair is as gorgeous as ever, and she wore a black dress that hugged her sexy curves and her plump butt. The tail of her skirt barely reached the bottom of her ass.

“Dr. Jonas,” I said, “Sorry I’m late. It’s so nice to see you again.”

Dr. Jonas looked up from her phone, her hungry eyes already devouring me where I stood.













CHAPTER
 THREE












D
 r. Tiffany Jonas had reached out to me a few days after our appointment. Apparently, she had been waiting for me to call and was more than a little disappointed when I didn’t do that right away.

“So, are you going to buy a girl a beer or what?” she asked with a coy smirk. I could tell she had a few drinks before I arrived.

“Uh, I’d love to,” I started, glancing at the bar, “but I’m not quite 21 yet.”

I was embarrassed to tell her, but it was Tiffany who turned a shade of pink when she realized. The woman was very much in her thirties and had effectively asked out a 19 year old boy after having fucked him in her office, so I imagine she had plenty to process as well.

“Well…” she said, gathering herself, “How about I get us a beer?” she said in a whisper as if it was our secret.

When she returned with two fresh beers, we got to work drinking them immediately and chatted each other up about our lives. She told me about her divorce and her move from Idaho, and I told her about my college experience so far. By the time we finished our beers, Dr. Jonas was leaning over the table with her arms crossed, giving me a bottomless view into her exposed cleavage. One of her high heels rubbed up and down my calf, and her hand reached out to rub up and down on my forearm and bicep.

“So, how have you been managing with your doctor-prescribed treatment?” she asked with a devious smile.

“Uh, it’s been a little hard… no pun intended,” he laughed, and she joined him. “In the short term, I think I can manage, but in the long term—I don’t know…”

“You can rely on just your hands,” she said as her palm dragged over mine. “Chafing and other injuries are a real possibility. You need to start looking into toys. Have you ever heard of a pocket pussy?”

My eyes went wide as I stole a glance at the table beside ours to make sure they didn’t hear. I leaned forward and replied quietly.

“Yes.”

Dr. Jonas giggled at my discomfort. “You need a toy with extra lubrication. Something your cock can squeeze into and out of with ease. Something wet.” She gave me an under-eye look. Her blonde hair fell into her face as she bit the corner of her lip.

“Maybe we shouldn’t talk about this here,” I whispered. It was my turn for my face to grow hot.

“You’re right,” she said and stood suddenly. She guided me through the bar and between the tables with my hand in hers. Where we went, I had no idea.
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 FOUR












Y
 anking me inside the bar’s unisex bathroom, Tiffany locked the door and turned to face me with a devious look on her face. Whatever modesty she had before disappeared as her hands descended upon me. Pressing me against the wall, she went on her tippytoes to kiss me as her hands undid my belt and pulled my jeans and boxers down to my ankles. Her tongue swirled against mine, and I tasted her cherry lip gloss; she moaned into me. Just the simple act of her hand gripping my cock was enough for her to begin to pant and moan.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasped as her palm slid down to my ball sack and back up to the tip. “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about this cock since we last fucked.”

After a few short strokes, my cock was hard and standing tall in her grip. Giving me a wink, she said, “Don’t worry, honey. I’ll be sure to be gentle.”

Dropping to her haunches, she flicked her blonde hair back before wrapping her lips around the head of my cock. While her lips worked my cock from top to bottom, her hands caressed my balls and slid as far back as my scrotum like she was massaging me. I panted and groaned and she moaned louder as the spill of cum splashed across her tongue. Dr. Jonas’ hand stroked my shaft like it was a musical instrument while her mouth focused on the tip and swallowed my enormous load. Even still, her lips came off as my cum overflowed the corners of her mouth and the final spurts of my semen sprayed her thick tits and dripped down her cleavage.

“Oh my God…” she gawked with a dizzying smile as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Her other hand continued to stroke my soft cock on autopilot. “I forgot how much you had in there. Aww, poor boy was so backed up, weren’t you?”

I shrugged and chuckled, “I’m kinda always backed up.”

“Mmm,” she smiled and stood, “Good thing you’ve got me to give you a hand…”


Dr. Jonas hiked up her black skirt. It was already tight on her thick thighs and as she raised it above her hips and fat ass, I could hear the fabric stretch. Exposing herself, she revealed she wasn’t wearing panties and that she was so wet, her inner thighs below her pussy glistened with juices.

Smiling up at me, she flicked her blonde bangs out of her face, “Don’t worry. I’m nice and wet for you, honey.”

Dr. Jonas stepped close to me so that she was nearly pressed on me. With my soft cock in hand, she rubbed the tip of my shaft up and down her slit. She gasped and giggled as she circled her clit with the bulbous head of my dick. It slid over her with ease and felt as though I was rubbing melted butter.

“Mmmm…” Dr. Jonas purred when my cock began to stiffen again. “Hello there—ah ahhmmm…”

She rubbed the bulging tip of my cock back and forth on her clit and I watched as Dr. Jonas’ lips parted, her eyes squinted, and a weakness came over her. The sight of her pleasure only made me flex harder and want her more. My palms rubbed over her chest I felt the dried, sticky blotches where my cum had dried. Pulling her top down, her large tits spilled out with ease as if they had been begging to be released all along. Dr. Jonas looked up at me with a slight nod, encouraging my roughness as I groped her breasts. Mashing them together, squeezing them, and pinching her nipples only made her moan and whine as she rubbed her clit faster.

“Nghaa… fuck…” she gasped as her eyes rolled backward and her knees buckled. “Cumming—cumming—I’m cumming—oh, my God.”

She staggered back a step before squealing, and a dribble of juices fell from her sex. Her knees were like jelly, and her body jittered as she panted afterward, but I didn’t wait for her to recover. Spinning Dr. Jonas around, I pushed her forward, and she bent over, catching the lip of the sink with her hands. I fed the tip of my cock between her pussy lips and immediately slid deep inside her.

“Oh, fuckmmmm!” she moaned and quickly covered her mouth to quiet herself. She looked over her shoulder as I began to pound her pussy. “Fuckmeohfuckmemmm!” she whined from beneath her palm.

My thrusts were hard and I felt Dr. Jonas shove her ass back to meet me. The rougher I was with the older woman, the more she seemed to love it. Her moans grew louder. Her pussy became wetter. Her legs were weaker.

“Fuck me, honey. Fuck that pussy raw,” she whimpered as I watched her fat ass jiggle and saw the side of her tits sway and bounce together. “Pull—ahhhmmm! Pull my hair… pull—pull my hair…”

Grabbing a lock of her blonde hair, I jerked it back with her head, and her eyes met mine in the mirror in front of me.

“Ugh! God, yes! Fuck me!” she cried and I did. Torquing her head back as I fucked my cock in into her pussy I listened to her groan as she came a second time. “Yes, yes, yes! Oh, God yesss!”

Reaching behind her, she grabbed at the tail of my shirt and pulled me to here, filling her pussy with the length of my cock.

“Cum—Cum inside me! Cum in me, sir—pleassse!” she begged desperately. Her pleas were the final straw as I unleashed a powerful orgasm that doubled me over her backside. Her hand still yanking on my shirt so I couldn’t pull out, I flexed and pumped her pussy full of cum as I came. “Oh, my God…” she sighed. “I… I can feel you filling me up…”

When I finally pulled out of the older woman, and we released each other, Dr. Jonas immediately collapsed to her knees. I went to her help her up but she turned, her lips seizing on my cock once more. My half limp cock, slick with my cum and her juices, quickly hardened for a third time as she sucked on it.

“Hey—hey…” I tried to pull her off me, feeling more worried about her and us getting caught, but the middle-aged woman had gone feral as she shucked my hands off her and cinched her lips around my cock tighter like an animal in heat. Leaning back against the wall, I subsided to petting Dr. Jonas’ hair back like a dog and holding her hair in a ponytail as she slid her lips up and down on my cock.

“Mmmm, mmmmmmm!” she moaned as she felt my shaft flex and bulge. After a few minutes, I grunted and came. Dr. Jonas swallowed as much as she could before mashing her breasts together to catch the rest of my cum that spilled down her chin. “Mmmm—fuck… I could suck your young cock all goddam night…”

For a moment, I thought she just might, but a knock at the door put an end to their fun. They both redressed and cleaned up as best as they could while the knocks became more frequent. Stumbling outside as quickly as possible, they said their goodbyes, which Dr. Jonas said with a lick and a bite of his earlobe, followed by her whispered demand that he call her soon.
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B
 y the time I arrived at the party, it was beyond packed. Everyone was sloshed, and the music was blaring. It was a buddy’s place in the country, so there weren’t any neighbors. I found a beer and a few friends. It was three games of beer pong, and an hour or two later, that I saw Erin stumble downstairs with a mixed group of men and women slowly following her.

“There you are,” Erin said. The intoxication was thick in her voice as she slurred her words.

“Hey, I was wondering if you were here,” I said. There was a hiccup of silence between them that was enough to raise red flags with their other friends, who shared raised eyebrows and weird looks.

“What’s going on with you two?” Jerry asked. He was a guy we both knew from the gym, and I’d had classes with him since I was a freshman. He’d known the two of us long enough to read our awkwardness.

“Nothing,” I replied, “What’s going on with you?”

Jerry made a face, “Nothing over here, man,” but his smile said he already knew what was going on.

“I’m getting another beer,” I said, disappearing into the crowd toward the kitchen. He heard Jerry and the other guys laugh as he left and felt his cheeks go red.

He hadn’t told anyone about his condition other than Erin, and he didn’t plan on telling anyone either. It was embarrassing enough dealing with Erin (and now Dr. Jonas) obsessing over his condition; the last thing he needed was friends or strangers having a laugh over it as well.

“Hey, come here,” Erin said, grabbing him by the hand.

“Hey, what are you doing?”

“Come on, it’s time for your check-up,” Erin said as she pulled me into yet another bathroom.

“Did you tell anyone about us? Or about me?”

“About you?” Erin asked with a hint of a smile. She wore a blue spaghetti-strapped top that accentuated her swollen, large breasts and taut belly. Her matching sweat pants were loose and hanging on to her round ass.

“You know what I mean,” he said.

“No, not really,” Erin said, staggering to him.

“Not really?”

“Just relax, dude,” she said and shoved him to sit down on the closed toilet. “I know you’re overdue for a release,” she said with excitement in her smile. She pulled down my pants and her grin widened at the sight of my cock.

Her eyes pinned on mine the entire way down as her lips enveloped the tip of my cock. Her fingers scratched, tickled, and fondled the underside of my balls. I gasped and took a long breath as the pleasure permeated my body. It was hard to comprehend, but Erin’s blowjob technique was improving with each time. The way her tongue slithered down my shaft and her lips popped and sucked at the tip before she forced her lips back down me.

“Fuck,” I grunted as she deep-throated me—her dark red lips kissing the base of my shaft. I flexed and felt my tip press against the back of her throat, and still, this woman didn’t react. Finally, she withdrew her mouth from me, and a thick string of drool stretched from between the tip of my dick.

“I looove hearing you moan like that,” Erin purred, gasping between breaths. She pumped my shaft several times before while brushing a stray lock of hair behind her ear. “I could suck your dick forever hearing that…” she said, almost to herself.

Before I could respond, her lips were back on me. They kissed down the base of my shaft until her lips sucked on my left ball and then my right. All the while, her hands molested my cock as if she was playing the trumpet. When her lips returned to swallowing my cock, I knew I was close to coming. The more I groaned, the more Erin hummed and moaned into my shaft. Her hand disappeared inside her jeans, and her arm slid up and down as she fingered herself.

“Ah, shit… I’m cumming,” I warned as my cock began to flex.

Erin’s eyebrows went tall as her lips sawed on the tip of my shaft back and forth. The first of several spurts of cum shot into her mouth. My friend did better at swallowing my load this time, but some still spilled out the corner of her mouth, and she scooted her butt out to stop the semen from staining her clothes. When I finally flexed for the last time, Erin giggled and smiled as her lips slid off of me.

“Mmmmm… I don’t think I’ll ever get used to how much you shoot,” Erin said and wiped her chin with the back of her hand.

There was a knock on the door, and the doorknob twisted, though it was locked.

Reflexively, Erin and I both looked at the door and yelled simultaneously, “Just a minute!”

Our eyes went wide with embarrassed fear as we looked at one another and went still.

“Erin? You in there with someone?” Jerry asked in a mocking, playful tone.

Erin covered her mouth, hiding her laugh as her cheeks went red. Shaking her head, she held up a finger to me and replied again, “Just a second, Jerry!”
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T
 o my horror, we left the bathroom to the roar of applause. The entire party, most of whom I didn’t know, had stopped their conversations as well as the music, and just cheered as Erin and I exited. We both were blushing as we made our way through the crowd. Erin made sure to make eye contact with Jerry and give him double middle fingers.

We went outside just to get away from everyone, but I ended up grabbing Erin’s hand and bringing her to my car.

“Bro, you’re way to fucked up to drive,” she said. I opened the back seat and guided her inside, and she snickered a laugh and said, “Oh. Hold on.” She said and pulled out her cellphone from her pocket and sent a quick text. “Okay.”

“What was that?” I asked, sitting next to her, and closing the door.

“You’ll see,” Erin said with a teasing smile. She reached for my crotch again, but I felt inspired by my run-in with Dr. Jonas and snatched Erin’s wrist, spinning her around. “Hey!” she giggled.

With her back pressed against my chest, I leaned against a door and pulled her toward me. My palms slid up her center, groping her chest through her shirt. Instantly, I could feel her nipples cutting through her top. Erin arched her back, looking over her shoulder, I felt her lips brush my cheek.

“Mmmm…” she hummed as I massaged her tits, “I believe I was supposed to be helping you with—ahhhhmmmm—with your condition. Mmmmm… I don’t think you feeling up my—my tits does anything to help with that.” Erin’s breathing increased as I slipped my hands inside her shirt and fondled her bare breasts.

“Oh, I beg to differ,” I said, pinching her nipples and making her gasp. She licked my ear, whimpering in it softly as one of my hands slipped inside her panties and sweat pants. “This is definitely filling up the spank bank.”

Erin laughed, “Spank ban—ahh!” she moaned as I stuffed two fingers deep inside her. “Oh, shhhhit…”

With strength and speed, my fingers pounded her pussy quickly, making her arch her back and whine. My other hand clamped down on her bare breast as I finger fucked her hard. Her hands grabbed desperately at my arms as if she were falling and needed to hang on.

“Ahh ahh ahhh ahhhh fuck!” she cried and squirmed in my lap.

My muscles flexed and I didn’t slow down as my hand ravished her pussy. Her juices flooded my fingers, and the squishing sound filled my car.

“Fuck! Fuck fuck fuck fuck! Shiiiit! I’m cumming!” she announced. I felt every muscle in her body tense as she began to tremble. When she finally came, she released a squirt that soaked her panties as well as the crotch of her sweatpants. “Oh, my God… oh, my God…” she panted as her twitches lessened and her body relaxed back into me.

A sudden knock on the window behind me startled both of us, making us jump. I was parked in a grassy field about fifty yards away from the light of the house. In the darkness and surrounded by dozens of cars, it was easy to get startled.

Spinning around, I saw it was Jessica, one of Erin’s few girlfriends. I quickly pulled my hand out of Erin’s pants and straightened, but Erin was slower to move.

“It’s fine, she’s cool. Let her in,” she said.


She’s cool?


Opening the door behind me, I was surprised by Jessica not saying anything and sliding herself into the car so that I was seated in the middle between the two women.

“Phew, it’s steamy in here,” Jessica said with a giggle.

I had hung out with her a few times in a group setting, but I didn’t know Jessica well. She was Erin's drinking buddy and much more of a ‘girly-girl’ than Erin. With long brunette hair, a fat ass and perky tits, she definitely was a popular girl around campus but she was also an 18 year old freshmen.

“Yeah, it’s kinda warm,” I said, not knowing what else to say.

“You get started without me?” Jessica smirked and nodded at Erin’s moist pants. Jessica also placed a hand on my inner thigh. My eyes went wide, and I looked from her hand to Erin and back at Jessica. “You didn’t tell him!” Jessica said in a whiny tone.

“It was a surprise,” Erin shrugged, brushing her short black bangs out of her face.

“Surprise?” I asked.

“I was having some wine with Jessica earlier, and she mentioned some of her kinks might overlap with your… abilities…” Erin shrugged.

“You told her?” I asked incredulously.

“Is it true that, you know, you can cum, like, a lot?” Jessica asked, her body facing me. She was already nibbling the bottom of her lip and leaning toward me. I could almost smell how aroused she was.

“It’s… It’s a medical condition, thing,” I said, almost defensively.

“Can I… see?” she asked, but her hands were already undoing my belt. She leaned forward, awkwardly. Her eyes darted up and down from my lips to my eyes before kissing me. It was bizarre to have this random attractive woman kissing me out of the blue, and all while Erin sat beside me. This… encounter was something Erin set up, so I knew she was cool with this, but that didn’t mean I was. I mean, I hadn’t exactly planned for this. Although many of those worries went away when Jessica’s tongue slipped inside my mouth and her hands slipped around my cock.

The excitement of this beautiful stranger sexually attacking me was exhilarating. It swept me away, and for a brief moment, I forgot even Erin was there. My hands slipped down Jessica’s backside as her hands made fast work of her jeans. While making out, we both shoved her pants and panties off, and she clambered onto my lap. My cock was an iron rod from my time with Erin and Jessica didn’t hesitate a bit when she straddled it and sat down on it. The stiff head sliced into her like warm apple pie. Her narrow hips squeezed my shaft.

In a moment of ecstasy, we both moaned into each other as I felt her pussy walls squeeze my shaft, and my cock flexed back in return.

“Holy f—Holy fuck!” Jessica exclaimed as if she had just realized what was happening. “Fuck, you’re big… ugh…” she groaned as she bit her lip and slowly lowered and raised her hips.

From the side of my eye, I saw Erin relaxing against the door. She enjoyed the view with a sly smile on her lips and a hand between her thighs. While her bisexual tendencies had been dormant for a time, there was a brief period in junior high when she had a series of girlfriends before she switched to men. This moment she seemed to be enjoying as much as I might be considered a relapse of that lost desire.

Jessica’s hands clasped behind my neck as her eyes stared into mine. With a shaky breath, she winced as she lowered and raised on my cock over and over until a strength appeared in her eyes. Her hips took on a life of their own as she bounced on my cock faster. It was as if the lower half of her petite body wasn’t connected to her top half as she rode me.


Clap! Clap! Clap!


Jessica’s hips quickly accelerated from timid to aggressive as her body slammed down on mine. Like a magic trick, my swollen cock slammed into her small body and disappeared and reappeared with every bounce of her ass off my lap.

“Oh, my God—yes… yessss fuck me, fuck me!” Jessica whined.

Without warning, I was at the edge of no return and came hard. Grunting, I stabbed my cock up inside her and felt my cum

“Oh, my God, are you cumming?” Jessica said in surprise and with excitement, “Oh, my God, yesss…” she purred pushing her pussy all the way down on my shaft as spurt after spurt of my semen filled her. “Hm, that was fun,” she said, breathlessly afterward.

“He’s not done, yet,” Erin said.

“What?” Jessica said, climbing off of my lap to reveal the sloppy mess of cum and juices lathered on my half hard cock.

Erin, who was also quite breathless from her playing, leaned forward so that her hand grasped my cock and her lips nestled into the crook of my neck. She kissed gently and more tenderly than I ever felt from my friend. Her hot breath bathed my throat, sending tingling down my spine. It only took three strokes before my cock was throbbing hard again.

“Oh, my God! No way!” Jessica giggled, marveling at my erection.

“I told you, it’s his superpower,” Erin said, then winked at me.

“You are just full of surprises, huh?” Jessica said as she leaned back in to kiss me.

“I guess,” I shrugged.

As Jessica kissed me, I felt Erin’s lips wrap around the head of my mess of a cock and her tongue began to circle it. Jessica removed her top and bra, and I removed my shirt as it was getting warm inside my vehicle, as all our bodies gave off hormonal body heat. Jessica sighed a coo as I groped her breasts, tweaking the nipples. She giggled and then lowered her mouth to my cock. Erin popped her lips off the top and slurped up her saliva as Jessica giggled, and slid my cock deep into her mouth.

“Mmmmm…” she moaned as her lips quickly descended and rose, bobbing up and down on my shaft.

Erin spread my thighs wider and pressed her lips against my ball sack. Kissing one ball, then the other. Licking one ball and then the other, before she began to suck on them. When I groaned from the pleasure overload, the two women snickered to themselves and only sucked harder, longer, and deeper.

My hands slid down their backs and over the curve of their asses. I felt both of them angle toward me, giving me easier access to play with their pussies as they swallowed me whole. Their pussies were sopping wet and I felt them both tense and hear them hum a high pitched not as I swiped over their clits.

“Mmmmmm fffuck…” Jessica panted as I worked her clit faster.

It was Erin who spoke, as she cupped the freshman’s cheek, “You like that? I told you it would be fun.”

Jessica seemed taken aback by her touch but lost in the moment as she leaned forward and kissed her. The two women hummed an awkward laugh as they kissed but the discomfort quickly disappeared as the pair of women made out over top of my cock. Jessica’s hand was still absently stroking me as I fingered them both.

“Ahh ahhhmmm ahhh fuck me…” Jessica broke from the kiss, and Erin seized the moment to grope her breasts and suck on her earlobe. “Oh, my God… I think I’m… I think I’m… I’m gonna cum!” she announced in a scream as my fingers vibrated on her clitoris. “Ohhhh fuuuuckk!”

Her panting quickly turned into shudders and finally full-on convulsions as her muscles tensed, her legs snapped shut, and she very nearly rolled to the floorboards.

“Oh, f-fuck,” she stuttered.

Erin looked down on her, whispering, “Good girl,” before planting a lingering kiss on her lips that both girls seemed to enjoy but Jessica returned her attention to my cock once more. The two ladies mouths descended on my cock simultaneously. Their wet lips each taking a side of my cock and slurping its length. When they returned to the tip, Erin and Jessica blurred the lines between making out and giving a blowjob as their lips met and tongues danced with one another all with my swollen head between them.

It didn’t take long for me to cum and when I did, Erin moved to give Jessica the experience she was after. Jessica’s lips engulfed the tip of my cock as it swelled and pumped spurt after spurt of cum into the 18 year old’s mouth. She breathed sharply through her nose as she sucked and swallowed every bit of semen pumped into her mouth.

“Goddam, girl. You swallow good for such a tiny thing,” Erin smirked.

Jessica gasped as she fell back in her seat with wet lips. “God, I’ve never swallowed so much cum before. That’s so fucking hot that you can do that.”

“I’ve seen him go five times in a row before,” Erin said, smiling up at me fondly.

Jessica’s eyes went wide, looking from Erin to me in disbelief, “You’re kidding?”

I shrugged, beginning to enjoy this new dynamic. “Come over to the house some time,” I offered, “and I’ll show you.”

Both Jessica and Erin smiled wickedly at that proposition.
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Sorority Toy








"Do you want a beer?" Alice asked.

"Um, sure," I said, my eyes unable to focus on just one woman as I walked through the sorority house. The pre-game party was in the early stages as the night was still early. I didn't have to interview for the free-use position I applied for as one of my exes recommended me, but that also meant I never received any details on exactly what it was.


Did they think I was like Magic Mike and going to dance for them or something? Man, they will be sorely disappointed if so.
  

While I was fit and athletic, I was far from a builder physique, and my dancing skills were best used in the dark corners of nightclubs. I followed Alice through a buffet of blondes, brunettes, and a couple of raven-haired ladies who, aside from a few features here or there, looked like carbon copies of another. Not that I was complaining. If I were going to make clones of anyone, it would be these 18 to 22-year-old sorority girls with perfect bodies, amazing tits, and sculpted booties for their plentiful Instagram selfies. The bass of the hip-hop music pounded through the floor and walls, and the dozens of women ground their hips

on another as they danced and sipped at their first beers.

Alice reached into the fridge and slid a corona across the granite island countertop that was already cluttered by several half-drunk beers.

"Cheers," Alice said, raising her beer over the island.

I shrugged, "Cheers," and clinked glasses. The lip of the beer was a few inches from my mouth when a woman stumbled into me and nearly batted my beer to the floor. I tried to look where I had spilled it, but the brunette-haired woman clasped my cheeks between her hands and pulled her lips to mine. We kissed, stiffly at first, as I was in perpetual shock before I allowed her tongue into my mouth and kissed her back. The wet kiss lasted only a few more seconds before she separated with a goofy grin followed by a laugh. Several of the surrounding women cheered and whooped in approval.

"Sarah, what the fuck?" Alice knitted her eyebrows as she swatted at a beer stain on the shoulder of her shirt.

"Oh, sorry, Alice," Sarah said, "I just wanted a taste before he gets too worn in."

"Worn in?" I repeated, raising an eyebrow.

Sarah ignored my words and existence, returning to her circle of friends across the kitchen. I was still

in shock and trying to figure out what the kiss meant when Alice saw my shocked

curiosity.

"First time as a Free-Use Toy?" she asked.

"Huh? Yeah. Sorry about the beer; I, um, didn't even see her coming," I said, taking a sip from my drink.

"It's not a Sorority pre-game party if half the girls don't change their clothes before going

out," Alice sighed and rolled her eyes. "Still a couple hours until we leave."

I nodded, "So where are all the boys? I haven't seen one yet. I'd imagine there are boyfriends

and--what?"

Two new girls approached me and quickly pushed their way in front of me. One looked like a freshman, and the other a junior or senior. The older girl had brunette hair and plush lips that glistened with lip gloss and glitter speckling her cheeks. Her white crop top was a size too small and choked her large breast while close to showing off some of her under boobs.

"Don't mind, Rebecca. She's just showing our latest pledge their way around here," Alice said with a smirk.

Rebecca and the pledge went down to their knees without speaking to me and began undoing my belt and pulling my pants and boxers to my ankles. As if my nightmare and fantasy had collided to create a monstrosity of a moment, I looked around in horror as every college girl turned to see my naked body. Smiles, giggles, and whispers consumed the kitchen area as they took in the sight.

"So... your exe wasn't lying about you," Alice smirked, taking another swig of her beer. Her eyes lingered on my cock for several more seconds.

"I, um..." I was at a loss for words.

"This is the biggest one I've seen!" the blonde-haired pledge exclaimed with a bounce. Her perky apple-sized breasts bounced beneath her pink top. Rebecca slid her eyes up to mine from her kneeling position. The seductive smile was wide on her thick lips as if she knew how hot this was for me.

No words were necessary from me because my cock instantly began the flex from rope to staff like a fire hose growing taut. Before my mind could catch up to the moment, Rebecca's hand was stroking my shaft, and her wonderous lips were spreading around the tip of my

cock.

"You were saying something?" Alice asked.

"Was I?" I gasped as Rebecca popped her lips off my cock, and the pledge took her turn sucking my

cock.

Alice giggled. "Don't mind them; they'll move on shortly."

The pledge's narrow mouth sucked on my bulbous head like it was a lolly pop. Her tongue poked my urethra before lapping circles on my pink head. All the while, Rebecca pumped my stiff shaft with one hand while fondling my balls with the other.

Fuck! What if I don't want them to move on?


"Um.... I, um..." I groaned through squinted eyes, "I, uh, I was just asking about where the, um--shit. Am I the only guy here?"

“Yeah,” Alice said, finishing her current beer and opening another. “You have a problem with that?”
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Kidnapped By Amazons: Taken








I bumped and rolled in the sack as I was dragged along the forest for what felt like hours. It had been long enough that I stopped wondering about who kidnapped me and why, but I could only ponder over my own ailments. The cuts, bruises, and broken bones I sustained in the capture and the travel since.

It was only weeks prior that I had set out on my adventure, leaving my village and family behind. Being eighteen now, I had a choice, if you could call it that. Be forced to marry one of the three girls of my approximate age and of no relation to me, then purchase land to farm on loan from either my father or my homely bride’s father. From there, my life would have been decided for me. Enslaved to my debts, I would spend decades farming to pay off the dowry I owed for a wife I did not want and land I did not choose, only to have children of my own–not out of desire but out of necessity for cheap labor.

Given this grim-sounding future, I renounced my pitiful inheritance, and my father renounced me. My village cast me out, and I left gratefully. Living off the berries I picked, the leaves I boiled, and the game I could hunt with my bow, I walked for weeks south. Farther south than any man in my village had ever gone into the thick woods. There were towns beyond the forest, or so traders told us when they came through. Large towns with trade and markets–each ten times the size of the pitiful village I scrounged about all my life. Oh, how I longed to see something so wondrous. My excitement and foolhardiness might have proved to be my folly, though. Instead of following the long, winding trail around the Tormented Forest as the traders did, I cut through the land.


After all, I have been through many woods to hunt as a teen; why fear this one?
 I thought.

I barely made it a day’s walk into the Tormented Forest before being swept up. I was a strong man and a survivor, but that didn’t make me a warrior. At six feet tall, brown-haired, and well-muscled, I could deter most fights before being challenged with my youth. That said, I had never held a sword or shot a bow at anyone other than a deer. If my captor was a true warrior, I would stand little chance against him. I got only a glance at my taker before the burlap sack was wrapped around me. I must’ve hit my head because it looked like a woman, but that could not be. She was taller and broader-shouldered than any woman I had seen. My eyes were surely just making a fool of myself. But that didn’t matter anymore.

The burlap sack and I inside it struck a downed tree and rolled over it, crashing to the ground with a thud. I groaned, and I heard a horse neigh in response.


I am a fool for leaving my village. I left with the clothes on my back, my bow, and five arrows, and now I’m about to lose all of those things, plus my life, all in pursuit of adventure. A fool’s tale, this is…


“Haughty!” a voice called out. “Is what you caught inside that sack?”

“It is,” my captor replied as she mercifully slowed to a halt.

“You fool! You could have broken him!”

“A man broken so easily isn’t a man at all.”

I panted and struggled to right myself inside the sack. When I finally thought I had succeeded, suddenly, the sack was pulled, and I was dumped out onto the dirt like a sack of potatoes. Coughing into the dirt, I rolled to my backside. Setting sunlight cut between the many women who stood over me, each peered down on me with inquisitive expressions, but it wasn’t their beautiful faces or gorgeous figures that caught my attention first; it was their size.

Tall, lean, and long of reach, every single one of them. The shortest among them must have been six feet tall. Scantily dressed, they walked without fear of harassment from men, and it was easy to see why–besides their size, they each carried a spear or sword at their side. Dozens of them. Perhaps this was a dream. Why would so many sizeable women be dressed like harlots but armed like warriors?

“See? Not broken,” Haughty, my captor, announced, self-satisfied. She was black of hair that was cut short so it brushed her shoulders. Her face was angled in a permanent scowl as she stared down at me.

“Ugh, Haughty, you will be the death of us all,” another woman said, stepping forward. “He is barely in one piece!”

Haughty shrugged dismissively and disappeared into the crowd of dozens who had formed a circle around me.

“My name is Andeese. What is your name?” the second woman asked.

“Daniel,” I said hesitantly. “Where am I? Why have I been taken?”

“I apologize for your treatment thus far,” Andeese replied, her eyes undoubtedly searching the crowd for Haughty to glare at. “As for the answers you seek, they must wait. You require care for your injuries.”

Andeese’s fingers gently touched my arms, body, and legs, inspecting me like a mother would after a bad fall.

“Izabella,” she called, and a younger woman about my age stepped forward. “See to this boy. Make him well.”

“Yes, mother,” Izabella said with a brief bow.
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