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CHAPTER
 ONE












“O
 h, leave the poor boy alone. He’s exhausted!” Monica warned.

“I’m not doing
 anything,” Barbara said, then cocked her head with a sly grin, “I’m just letting him get comfortable… Here, isn’t this nice…”

Barbara pulled my head down so that my cheek rested on her oversized breast as if it was a pillow. It felt like resting my face on a water bed and was rather nice.

“Yeah, actually,” I said, surprised.

“See?” Barbara said, making a face at her friend. “Here, get comfortable, hun.”

Monica sat on the other side of me on the couch and took the liberty of pulling my legs up and onto her lap so I lay on the couch.

“You don’t have to be so flexed and stiff,” Monica giggled, “We’re old ladies here, all the young girls are off at the club. You can relax.”

Barbara scowled, “Speak for yourself, Monica; I am not old.”

Monica and Olivia exchanged a look and a smile but said nothing. I did my best to take their advice but struggled to truly relax at first. Slowly, as time passed, I was drawn into a lull by the repetitive massage Barbara and Monica made on skin. Barbara caressed my chest with one hand and my head with the other while Monica rubbed up and down my legs. In fact, I was close to passing out from the exhaustive work of that evening when the hands turned explorative. Traveling up my thigh and down my abdomen, I felt them nearing my crotch, and my crotch notably reacted.

“Hm, what is this?” Barbara mused as her fingers playfully plucked at the tent in my pants.

“I think he’s a little happy to be with us,” Monica said with a smile.

“More than a little from the looks of it,” Olivia leaned forward to have a look. The three older ladies had a laugh at that. When I lifted my head to look for myself, Barbara cupped my cheek and brought my head back to her lap.

“It’s okay, darling. We don’t mind. Like we said, we’re not those prissy girls, we’re comfortable around a man’s body,” Barbara said in a soothing way, her hands gently brushing my cheek. “Here, this will put you at ease. You want to kiss them?”

Barbara asked as she slipped the straps of her top off her shoulders and pulled her heavy breasts out from her shirt. Her tits were larger than any others I had seen. They were tan like the rest of her body, which only highlighted the stretch marks surrounding her nipple from when they grew with her age. Not waiting for a response, Barbara fed the nipple into my mouth like I was a suckling babe in her lap.

Looking up into her eyes, I saw them widen as I took her nipple between my lips. Her mouth gasped as my warm wet tongue lapped her already hard nipple and I began to suck.

“Oh, honey…” Barbara moaned, throwing her head back as she adjusted herself. “Mmmmm.”

“Looks like he knows how to treat a lady,” Olivia snickered, “What a nice guy…”

Multiple hands undid my belt and pulled off my pants and boxers while I was preoccupied.

“God, he looks even bigger up close,” Monica gasped, and I felt her hand close around the base of my shaft.

“The least we can do is give him a little tender care after the work he put in today,” Olivia said from the front of the couch. She had stood to kneel next to me, I saw her from the corner of my eye as she tucked her dirty blonde hair behind an ear as she kneeled. While Monice gently stroked the base of my shaft and massaged my balls,

I groan and begin to nibble on Barbara’s nipple with my teeth, which makes her gasp. My hands grope both her breasts, squeezing and massaging them as I switch my lips from one nipple to the other.

“Oh, fuck, honey,” Barbara cursed, biting her lips as she looked down at me, “Ugh, I love the way you use those teeth of yours…”

Hands were everywhere on my body and everything moved as if they were in slow motion. Barbara’s hands brushed my hair and circled over my chest. Monica rubbed my thighs and coddled my balls. Olivia stroked and sucked my cock as if she was giving me a massage with her tongue. It was a new sensation as I was used to the aggressive rush that came with sex. The sorority girls I had been with seemed more like they were trying to rush to achieve a goal rather than take their time and enjoy the moment.

In fact, I found myself taking cues from their pacing and slowing down my suckling and kisses. Taking my time, my fingers circled and flicked one of Barbara’s nipples while my tongue worked the other. I noticed a marked effect in Barbara’s reaction as her head lulled, her breathing slowed, and her eyes closed. My palms rubbed the outside of her large breasts and circled over top of them, making her moan and gasp.

“Ohhhhh yes… God, I’ve missed this… that’s it… keep going, baby,” Barbara encouraged as her brow furrowed and a mix of pleasure and pain swirled on her face.

“Wooo, look at her go!” Monica giggled as she watched.

I found my tongue and lips working in concert with Olivia’s as I was lulled into the moment. The deeper Olivia’s mouth slid down my shaft, the more of Barbara’s breast I tried to swallow. Barbara began to arch her back and pant from the attention. She squirmed beneath me and whined, frustrated and pleased, until it all became too much for her.

“Oh, God—shit! I’m cumming… oh fuck, ugh!” Barbara grunted and tensed as the orgasm cut through her. She rocked back and forth, hugging my face to her breasts as she shuddered from the moment.

“Oh my God!” Monica gasped, “I can’t believe she came from just him sucking on her nipples like that.”

Olivia slurped her lips off of my shaft, gasping for air and wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “And before he came, the guy’s got a strong dick.”

“Ooohhhh… Jesus…” Barbara whispered as she rubbed a hand over her forehead before looking down at me, still kissing her nipples. “You’ve got something special, alright.”

I moved to sit up but Monica’s hand pressed down on my chest, holding me in position. “Uh uh, honey. You just lay there and relax. We’ll take care of the rest.













CHAPTER
 TWO












A
 whirl of motion happened around me as Barbara and Monica stood, leaving me alone on the couch. As if this was a pre-arranged event that was coordinated, the three mature ladies each took their clothes off as they laughed and giggled at each other. For a brief moment, I felt my confidence shaken as I wondered how much more I could handle after the night I was having, but something about these mature ladies’ casualness put me at ease.

“Go on, Olivia,” Monica said, giving her friend a shove toward me, “You know you haven’t had your pussy ate out in years.”

Olivia chuckled as she stepped toward me, “Sad but true.”

Bending over, Olivia cupped my cheek tenderly before placing a sensual kiss on my lips. Her tongue explored my mouth as she drank down my scent and taste. Just as I was about to reach up and pull her closer, she withdrew, smiling down at me as she placed a knee on each side of my head and pressed her hands on my chest for balance.

“Give me a proper kiss, will you?” Olivia asked in a voice that sounded like a moan as I watched her shaved-tight pussy lower on my lips. “Oh, dear…”

My warm tongue sliced between her lips without hesitation. Her juices slid down my throat and filled my tongue with her electrifying taste as my tongue began to fuck her.

“Oh, baby, mmmmm… you’re too good at that…” Olivia hummed as her slender hips began to work back and forth.

“That’s what I said,” Barbara said.

“The boy was obviously made for this kind of position,” Monica remarked.

I felt a hand return to my shaft and stroke me casually as the women spoke. From the sound of their voice, they could have easily been chatting over afternoon tea rather than my naked body and firm cock.

“Maybe we need to start making regular visits back to the sorority house this year,” Barbara suggested.

“I don’t know, it’s such a drive for me,” Monica sighed.

“Mmmmm yess… I’ll definitely… hmm… be coming back, shit…” Olivia moaned as my tongue slipped up her slit and began to tease her clitoris.

Barbara laughed, “This bitch is already in heat.”

The hand pumping my cock suddenly did so in a sprint, making my cock flex firm for me to groan into the moist pussy I devoured. Other hands groped my balls and rubbed my thighs.

“Maybe I can get a sitter for a weekend in a month or so after he has had proper time to rest and relax,” Monica said.

“Hm, you really think this boy is going to get much time to rest in the next month?” Barbara asked with a smile in her voice.

“Ahhhh oh fuck…” Olivia moaned, and her ass shuddered as my hands rubbed over her cheeks. My tongue flicked back and forth on her clit as I felt her hips sink lower, and my world went dark as she smothered me with her pussy and ass. “Oh Jesus—fuck yes… fuck yes… oh my god… Oh shit, I’m cumming!”

I wrapped my lips around her hard nub of a clit and flicked my tongue back and forth repeatedly as her hips and thigh vibrated around my face. My fingers dug into her ass as she came hard and fast, quickly relaxing and slumping onto my chest.

“Good lord, Olivia, you’re going to suffocate the poor boy, get off of him,” Barbara snapped.

Instantly, Olivia straightened and stood, looking down between her legs with concern. I gasped a breath of air and felt Olivia’s juices still on my chin and lips.

Monica laughed, “Look at the mess you made,” she commented.

“I’ll happily clean up my mess,” Olivia said with tired eyes and a warm, seductive smile. Kneeling on the floor beside me, she flicked her long, dirty blonde hair out of the way as she kissed me long and deep before moving on to lick and drink down all of the juices she left on my face.

“Mmm… good point, that’s enough talk,” Barbara said.”

“Amen to that,” Monica agreed.

At once, I felt a mouth wrap around my cock, and another engulf my balls, taking turns popping each one in and out of their lips. I groaned, and Olivia giggled, pecking me a kiss one last time on my forehead before she stood.

“I think he likes what you guys are doing,” she said and walked around to get between her friends.

Barbara was on her knee on the couch between my legs. Her hands gripped my inner thighs and rubbed up and down as her lips sucked on my balls. I could feel her tongue lapping at their base. All while Monica slurped aggressively up and down on my shaft, making it glisten.

Tucking her head beside Barbara’s, Olivia’s lips kissed Barbara’s as they each sucked on a ball, and Monica deepthroated my cock. The more I groaned, the more committed the three women became, and the better it felt. My hand naturally rested on Monica’s ass as she kneeled it close to my face, without thought, my hand slipped down her ass crack and felt the moist pool between her pussy lips.

“MMmmmmgahhmmmm,” Monica moaned with her mouth full as I began to pump two fingers in and out of her pussy with ease. “Mmmmm fuck…”

Monica panted and groaned, her focus getting split from my throbbing cock. Barbara and Olivia seized on the opportunity, and they both took turns sliding my stiff cock down their throats. At one point, Olivia sucked and licked on the left side of my shaft, and Barbara did the same on the right.

“Yessss oh god yes fuck me…” Monica whimpered as my fingering quickly became rough, and my palm clapped against her ass cheeks as my middle two fingers slammed inside her. The woman’s large tits swayed and shook beneath her body as she struggled to join the two other girls around my cock. “Yes, yes, yes, finger fuck that pussy…”

For a long moment, the three women converged, their lips each on a different section of my shaft, silencing them except for their pleasured hums and the wet spanking sound I made. Monica slurped her lips around the base of my shaft, panting and whining as she did. Olivia’s tongue snaked around the center, her devilish eyes staring and flirting with me. All while Barbara sucked and worked her lips around my head with a wet and immense pressure.

“Gah! Fuck me—yes, goddammit!” Monica cried out in a sudden outburst as my fingers sprinted inside her pussy, making her thighs clamp together, and her eyes roll back as the orgasm struck her. “Fuck fuck fuck fuckkk!”

The sight of her arching her back and her lovely breasts bouncing about proved to be too much for me to handle as I came and came hard.

“Mmmmm… here he comes,” Olivia gasped eagerly.

“Come on, baby,” Barbara panted, lifting her head long enough to brush her bangs out of the way and breathe before her lips closed around my head.

Still drunk on her orgasm, Monica bent forward. Her lips competed with Barbara’s for access to my head as I swelled and came. Pulsing and flexing, my warm semen spilled into Barabara’s mouth first before Monica pushed her way in and swallowed some. Still more leaked down the base of my shaft in the transition, and Olivia was quick to lap it up before working her way to the tip to deep-throat me during my final flexes.

I was seeing spots by the time the orgasm had passed.
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E
 xhausted was a term that didn’t even begin to describe what I was feeling after that last threesome. I had came so much and used my cock more than I thought was possible in one night. Worried about the trio of women’s insatiable appetite, I shuffled away to my bedroom in the sorority house to get some rest. I think I could have slept for weeks, or at least I felt that way. However, I learned a valuable lesson that night. If I wanted actual rest, I needed to go back to my apartment to sleep, no sleep
 at my sorority house bedroom.

I was woken up twice throughout the evening. The first time was around 1:30AM, I think. One of the sorority sisters I didn’t even know climbed into my bed. Pulling me on top of her, I fucked the girl on autopilot. It wasn’t my best performance but it left her screaming and her nails digging into my shoulders as she came. Returning to sleep, I was woken a second time around 4:00AM by another girl. With my eyes barely open, she rode my hard member as if it was her dildo. After she came, she left the room without a word.

I woke randomly around six in the morning. It was definitely too early for me to wake up on a Saturday, especially after the night I had, but I thought it was best to get up and go home before the sisters were awake.

Trudging to the bathroom to pee first, I washed my hands and grabbed a bottle of water from the refrigerator. As I turned the corner in the hall to leave, I ran into someone creeping the opposite way. We both collided, and a splash of water from my water bottle splattered on the floor between us.

“Whoa, I’m… sorry,” I said, seeing who it was for the first time. Bella stood with her arms full of the clothes she was wearing the night before. Her makeup was washed away, and she wore a man’s hoody and sweatpants.

“Yeah, sorry, too,” she said and made a face as if she was just caught doing something bad, “I was trying to sneak in so I didn’t wake anyone.”

“I was already awake. Just heading out,” I said, using my socks to dab up the water.

“So early?” Bella asked, raising an eyebrow.

“I could use rest. Some actual, unmolested rest.”

Bella giggled. “Yeah, I have a lot of group texts to catch up on, but from what I hear, you passed your final test last night with flying colors.”

“Yes, it was quite the workout,” I said, growing uncomfortable, “how’d your date go last night? Equally successful?”

Bella flattened her expression, adjusting the clothes in her arms, “It wasn’t a date.”

I furrowed my brow, “No? I thought you and Lexus were⁠—”

“The guy in the Lexus was my brother.”

“Oh.”

“We went out drinking, and I crashed on his couch because he was too drunk to drive me back,” she said and walked past me.

She set the clothes down on the kitchen counter and grabbed a water bottle before scooping them up again and preparing to go upstairs. Realizing she was not dating the Lexus guy and feeling that if I didn’t act fast, I would lose my chance caused a sudden surge inside me.

“So I don’t if you’d be interested or not, but there’s a band playing in the kirkhoff center next weekend,” I blurted out, pausing her at the stairs, “If, uh, you want to go check it out. I’ve heard a couple of songs from them, and they’re pretty good.”

Bella smiled as if I had said a joke, and I died a little on the inside, “I know of the band you’re talking about, but I don’t think it would be a good idea,” she said.

“Oh, okay,” I said.

“It just could get complicated with this whole thing, you know?” Bella said, making a face at the house as if it was a person.

I chuckled, rubbing the back of my head, “Honestly, I don’t think anything could get any simpler when it came to this place, but yeah, I understand. It’s cool. I’ll see you around.”

“See ya,” Bella said and watched me leave.
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I
 t took me all weekend to shake off the embarrassment of my rejection, but I managed to forget about it, though I was sure as soon as I saw Bella once more, it would return with a vengeance. The weekend was spent divided between sleep, gym, video games, and a little bit of studying. For the most part, it was just time for my body (cock) to recuperate. Honestly, it was the first weekend in a very long time that I didn’t feel the need to jerk off. Amazing the power of an unlimited amount of pussy had.

Alice called me on Sunday to go over the schedule and other rules for the rest of the year. For the most part, I would spend three days a week at the sorority house. They changed every week but I would get schedules a month in advance. It would always cover at least one weekend day and usually holidays. There were also a few days each month where I would be on-call as well. For getting my tuition paid for, I couldn’t think of a better gig.

That week, I was ‘on duty’ Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday, and basically, my job was just to hang out either in my room or in the living room. Occasionally, women would approach me and have their way with me out in front of the other women, and sometimes, they would take me somewhere private to do it. On Tuesday, I fucked three women, all of whom I did not know, and all of them were in the living room while other girls walked about.

On Thursday, I barely made it to my bedroom to put down my backpack before Katie, the feisty redhead, snatched me up and jerked down my pants. Like a hungry lion, she devoured my cock for thirty minutes until I came down her throat. Dana, also known as Pledge number 6, was next in line and was a little perturbed she had to wait for me to get hard again, but she did without complaint as she was the new girl.

The pledges had passed their final tests as well and they each had befriended me. Apparently, they were beyond nervous—not just for having sex in front of their sisters, but worried that I wouldn’t find them attractive or wouldn’t be able to get hard for them, which was ridiculous since they all were among the most attractive women I had ever seen. Their gratitude extended beyond sex as all of them at different points in time, found me outside of the sorority house to eat lunch with, get coffee, or just hang out around.

It was kind of amazing how easy it was to be around beautiful women when there was no sexual tension. We all knew that we would likely have sex again, probably soon, and that the sex would be purely physical and nothing emotional, and that was fine for all. My friend group was rapidly growing, almost unsustainably so. The pledges each introduced me to their friend groups, who each wanted me to hang out with them on the weekend, go to the movies, play cards, go to the gym, and do several other activities I didn’t have time for.

On Friday, I ended up going to see the band playing at the Kirkhoff Center anyway and met some of Dana’s friends there. The music was great, and we had all pre-gamed a few drinks beforehand, so I was feeling good. I made sure not to drink too much because I knew tomorrow I was “working.”

It was a fun night out until I took a more focused look at the lead singer of the band and saw she was smiling at me. My jaw dropped in surprise. It was Bella.
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B
 ella’s band was a punk rock/grunge revival type of genre. I loved it. What really impressed me was her voice. I barely recognized the strong alto tones or the beautiful soprano notes she hit when the melody came about. Listening to her go wild on stage, I suddenly had so many questions, like why she was even still in school. Maybe this was just a small college venue, but with the caliber of music she played, it became too obvious to me that she was going to be a great musician. It felt like it was inevitable that she was about to be rich and famous.

The band played for another twenty minutes before ending their performance, and a new band took their place on the stage. It took some time to get to her through the crowd, but when I did, her face lit up like a Christmas tree, and to my surprise, she leaped into my arms.

“Ahhh! You still came!” she said and kissed my cheek before separating.

I could tell she was high from the performance and maybe a little inebriated on something else as well.

“How come you didn’t tell me this was your band!?” I laughed, “You guys are amazing!”

Bella smiled sheepishly and shrugged. “I didn’t want to make it a thing. The only thing weirder than taking you to see me perform would be you stalking my shows just because I was performing.”

“Are you kidding? I told you I liked your band before I even knew you were in it. How are you still in school? You guys have got to be making tons of money.”

Bella rolled her eyes, “I wish.”

The next band began to play, and Bella motioned for me to follow her. We found a dark corner in the back of the room that was quieter. My eyes traversed her body like water in a barren desert. Her black spaghetti-strapped top hugged her breasts and exposed her pierced, pale naval. She wore a black-and-white mini-skirt that barely brushed the middle of her thighs and fishnets.

When she saw me staring, she made a face at me, and I shrugged. Whatever you call this outfit, you’re killing it,” I laughed.

She giggled and pulled at her skirt as she made a little dance for me before rolling her eyes. “May I?” she asked, gesturing at the cup of ice water in my hands, and I gave it to her to drink. “Who’d you end up bringing here as your date?”

“No date,” I said, “just Dana and some of her friends.”

“Dana, huh?” Bella smiled and glanced over the crowd. I heard you two had a good time before.”

“They’re gone, went to some club. Why? Are you jealous?” I smirked.

Bella blushed into a small smile as she swayed back and forth with a slight non-committal shrug.

“What kind of answer is that?” I said throwing my hands up.

“I don’t know,” Bella giggled. She drank most of my water before realizing it and tried to give it back.

“Keep it,” I said.

“Sorry,” she frowned apologetically, “I forgot to bring water up there with me.”

“I didn’t stay here when Dana and the others left for the water,” I said, staring intently at Bella.

She blushed and nervously swayed back and forth, “What did you stay here for?”

I smirked and leaned forward, only to be interrupted by another woman tapping Bella’s shoulder.

“We gotta go; the van’s parked out back,” the woman, who I recognized as the drummer, said.

Bella nodded and looked back at me, “Shit, sorry. I got to go. I’ll see you around the house, though,” she said, giving me a final wink before leaving.

“See ya,” I said, trying to hide my disappointment.


This woman is going to be the end of me.


My shift on Saturday began at 8 pm and went on until 4 AM, so I slept in a bit more than usual. Going to the gym, I spent an hour lifting weights like I normally did. I was a wrestler in high school, so lifting had become a part of my life early on. While I was a decent enough competitor to be sent to state championships regularly, I was not good enough to receive any scholarships or accolades. I was okay with that; I never really enjoyed wrestling. It was just something I was pretty good at, and with the sorority house now paying my tuition, I guess I’m getting a cock scholarship or a dick tuition reimbursement… something like that.

My afternoon was split between hanging out with some friends from my dorm and studying. The friends I had made were becoming increasingly more curious about where I went for hours at a time at night and even more curious why I seemed to have an endless supply of gorgeous women friends. I didn’t have a good answer for this yet, so I played it off with a laugh and a shrug. It was all but guaranteed questions and gossip were happening behind my back as the men speculated. This was something I would have to work on as one of the rules for keeping my position was to never tell another person about my job
 .

Having washed, groomed, and dressed in halfway-decent clothes, I arrived at the sorority house a few minutes before 8 PM. I laughed to myself as I approached at the thought of this being a job. I wondered if I would be yelled at if I was late.


Would they start a punch clock like I was starting a construction job? Will they do a roll call? Does the sorority house have an HR department where I can lodge complaints?


I was snickering to myself when I saw the familiar red Dodge pick-up truck parked along the street and Alice’s ex stewing in the driver’s seat. He glared at me with an intensity of anger I don’t think I’ve ever seen before.

Knocking on the door, I couldn’t help but shoot nervous looks over my shoulder at the truck. Dana answered the door and pulled me inside by my hand.

“Finally, you’re here!” she said with an exasperated smile.

I thumbed toward the road but was immediately assaulted by an aggressive kiss from Dana. She hooked her leg around mine as we made out like she was claiming her territory. When she finally broke from the kiss she smiled up at me and nodded toward the living room.

“Come on, we don’t have a lot of time,” she said.

While a few girls always stayed in the house on Saturday nights to study or relax, most went out to bars or clubs. Tonight was no different. The downstairs looked like a train station, with women coming and going. Many of the girls were half-dressed, some didn’t have their makeup on yet, and others were doing various things to their hair, which I did not understand.

Alice was in the kitchen eating pretzels and laughing with several other girls. As I was dragged past her, she waved and smiled as I passed and returned to her conversation. Again, I noticed Bella was notably absent from all the faces I saw. It seemed she was busy any time I was present.

Instead of taking me to my bedroom, Dana led me to the living room and sat me down on one of the couches along the back of the room. There were about five other girls in there messing with their hair and chatting. They paused their conversation briefly as Dana mounted me and went back to making out before continuing. Dana had several kinks, more than most of the girls here, and one of them was being watched while she fucked. It definitely wasn’t a kink for me, but after the past couple of weeks here, I was getting used to it.

Within minutes, Dana was naked and dry, humping my crotch through my jeans, and she had my shirt off. She was just beginning to undo my belt when the hard knocking on the front door gave way to a boom followed by a crashing sound.

The house, which had been bustling with laughter and conversations before, went silent except for the TV as everyone froze. For seconds, no one moved as everyone waited for an explanation of what they just heard.

“Where is she!?” a man’s voice bellowed, “Where is that whore?”

Dana looked at me with wide eyes and I looked back just as confused. The fact that another man was in the house in the first place was bizarre.

“Tommy, no, get out!” a woman yelled. There was a crashing sound of glass breaking. “Tommy, stop. I’ll call the police!”

Half the women in the living went to peek down the hall while the others cowered deeper into the living room. I went to stand up, but Dana held me down, shaking my head as if she knew something I did not.

“Tommy, let go! Ugh!” Alice grunted, and suddenly, she came tumbling into sight. She had been thrown in the hallway and bounced off a wall before rolling in front of the living room.

“Oh my god, call the police,” one of the girls said to the other in the living room.

“All that time you wouldn’t let me in the sorority house, you lying bitch,” the man shouted as he approached Alice, “it was a fucking lie! I’ve watched a man come in and out of here over and over these past weeks.”

Tommy stepped around the corner, and I recognized him as Alice’s ex-boyfriend, the man in the red pick-up truck. He was a few inches taller than me and built like a lineman with muscle and fat stacked on top of each other. I had seen similar builds on powerlifters at the gym who could throw around weight that I maxed out on.

“You’re a lying cunt!” Tommy growled as he kicked Alice in her stomach, and the woman wailed, rolling to her other side.

It took me several seconds to throw Dana on the couch beside me and extricate myself from her grip, and while I did, several women threw themselves at Tommy only to be tossed aside and smacked down to the floor. When I stood, I didn’t know what I was going to do, only that I had to do something. I ran toward Tommy just as he locked eyes with me like a bull in attack mode. His stomps made the floor shake, and I saw his hands form fists. He wound up a punch that could put a hole in the wall.

I knew nothing about fighting. I had never been in a real fight, so I didn’t even try to make a fist. Besides, the man was probably close to twice my weight. Instead, I slipped into old habits.

When Tommy unleashed his wide looping hook to my face, I ducked, sliding my knee along the floor as I scooped both my hands around the outside of his knees and speared my shoulder into his hips as I performed a double leg takedown. There was a large crash as he fell, and a framed photo shook off the wall overhead.

Tommy’s fists pounded on my back as he tried to get up, but I circled around, putting my chest in his face before straightening and stabbing the edge of my knee into his nose. Tommy yelled, but not as loud as all the women screamed. A couple of women tried to help, but they were roughly knocked away. I don’t know how long we were on the ground, but it was longer than any wrestling match I had ever competed in.

In the end, after countless minutes of changing positions and keeping the big man on his back, the police finally arrived and took over, restraining Tommy with handcuffs. When I stood, I had a handful of scrapes and bruises on my back and arms, while Tommy’s face was a mangled mess of blood and a swollen eye from my rough handling.

“Fuck you, Alice!” Tommy yelled as the police dragged him away.
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W
 hen the police brought Tommy to their patrol car, half of the women flooded to Alice’s aide, and the other half flocked to me. Other than my few superficial wounds, I was fine. I was more worried about Alice, but I quickly saw her on her feet. And though she cried and was holding her stomach, she seemed okay enough. No serious injuries, at least.

Still, an ambulance showed up just to check us both out, and Tommy, I guess. The police interviewed us and took a statement from Alice, documenting her complicated history with her ex-boyfriend. The room of women sort of went quiet when they asked me what I was doing in the sorority house. With all eyes on me, I shrugged and poorly lied, stating I was just a friend of Alice’s and was just hanging out. The lie was enough to pass by the officer, or he just didn’t really care. They were arresting Tommy for aggravated assault against Alice and assault against me. I was just happy for it to be over with.

After the police left, there was an assault of conversations all happening at the same time. Alice found me through the buzzing crowd of sisters and hugged me long and deep as she sniffled in my ear.

“Thank you,” she cried, “Oh, my god, thank you so much!”

I rubbed her back, feeling more than a little weird. I did not often receive praise or gratitude, so I was terribly awkward about it the rare times I did.

“It’s fine, it’s okay. We’re all okay,” I reassured her. She hugged me a while longer before going upstairs to change and dress her wounds. With Alice absent, all the attention of the room turned to me. Suddenly, every girl in the house was my best friend. Before, there was only a handful who treated me more than a live-action fuck doll; now, it was like every girl was trying to arrange a lunch or dinner with me like they wanted to show me off to their friends.

An hour later, the women were ready for their night out at the bars and clubs. It was beyond a relief off my shoulders to see them go as the overzealous attention was beginning to get too much. To everyone’s dismay but understanding, Alice came back downstairs wearing sweatpants and a tight-fitting hoodie—her classic ‘staying in’ clothes. She wished everyone fun and decided to join me on the couch watching TV.

A bottle of wine and a half later, I basically knew the woman’s entire life story.

“I just don’t know why I always pick the fucked up guys, you know?” Alice said, her wine sloshing about in her glass, “Well, okay, yeah, it’s probable cause of my dad, but what the fuck, it’s not like I filter online for pieces of shit.”

I laughed, “Dating would be so much easier if there was just a ‘piece of shit’ box you can check and filter those people out.”

Alice laughed, rocking back and forth, “Oh my God, it would!” She set down her glass and curled her up on the couch to face me. “I’m sorry I was so, I don’t know, business-like with you before. As head sister, it’s my job to manage the toy, but I don’t know; now that I’m getting older, I don’t partake as much as when I was a freshman.”

I nodded and shrugged, not really minding one way or another.

She shook her head and rolled her eyes, “Maybe that’s what I need to do. Just embrace you being here and stop trying to date anyone else.”

“Maybe,” I said, not knowing what else to say and only half paying attention.

Alice smacked my hand playfully, “You are just a horny dog, aren’t you? God, I know guys are horny, but I have no idea how you get up so much for everyone.”

I shrugged in a half laugh, “It’s easy when the women look like you.”

“Oh yeah?” Alice smiled deviously as she crawled closer to me. Alice looked older than most of the other sisters, mainly because she was 22 years old, had shoulder-length blonde hair, and was tall. Her athletic body was obvious from her slim waist, firm thighs, and hard thick butt; curled as she was, her soft curves and breasts became all the more apparent. “Does how I look have an effect on you?”

Alice slid her legs over my lap until her butt touched my legs, and her arms wrapped around my neck and back like a lasso.

“You tell me?” I said with a smirk as her hand slid down to the hard member in my pants.

Holding her gently, our lips met, and a kiss turned into a long make-out experience that was slower and more tender than anything I had experienced in this house. I wasn’t sure if it was because of the drinks we shared or the fight we had both survived together, but Alice’s kisses felt more meaningful. She rolled her cheek against mine as she gasped before kissing me again hungrily.

My hand rubbed down her chest and cupped her breasts through her hoodie, and she moaned, then unzipped her hoody, revealing she wasn’t wearing a shirt beneath it. Shaking it off her shoulders, she climbed on top of me to continue her assaultive kisses as my hands groped her ass and rubbed her nipples. She started to grind her crotch into my hard-on but winced and backed away as she gripped a large bruise on her ribs.

Making a face, I looked at her wound, “Maybe we shouldn’t be doing this now?”

“No, it’s fine,” Alice said, “just be gentle with me.”

We both laughed, and Alice yelped in surprise when I stood with my hands beneath her butt, holding her up. She giggled the entire walk to my bedroom, where I gently lay her down on the bed. I removed my shirt as she removed her pants and she gasped at the bruises that stretched across my body. They had darkened and spread over the hours but the pain they caused was still superficial.

“God, look at us,” Alice said, “it’s like we just got out of a car accident.”

Crawling forward, I slipped between Alice’s legs and kissed up her inner thigh, pecking slower and longer the higher I went. My warm hands gently caressed the outside of her hips as she smiled and gasped down at me. It was strange the level of confidence I had compared to the first visit to this house a few weeks ago. It was a combination of the surge in sexual experience I had, the amount of compliments I was given, plus the surrealness of ‘winning’ the fight with the much larger man that made me so sure of myself.

When my lips reached Alice’s pussy, I made a long lap up and down her slit. My palms massaged her inner thighs, spreading her wide as my tongue took its time to soak her already moist slit.

“Yes… oh, yes—god…” Alice gasped as she cupped her breasts and pinched the nipples.

My tongue briefly slid inside her warm pussy and tasted her electrifying taste; as it did, my fingers slid to her clitoris and circled it; my index and middle finger formed a V around it as I felt her pulse in her throbbing clit.

“Oh my… God…” Alice moaned as she heaved and tensed. Her breasts bounced, and her hand clamped over her mouth, though it did little to silence her rasping breaths and labored cries. “Yes, yes, yes, yes—don’t stop!”

I didn’t, and the gentle touch of my fingers increased in its speed as I felt her pussy flood with juices. She clamped down on her nipples and swung her tits back and forth with her nipples stretched out.

“I’m going to cum, oh shit, I’m going to cum! I’m—ahhhh, I’m cumming!” Alice cried as her knees raised and her thighs closed around my cheeks. The orgasm was wet and caused her entire body to flex. Briefly, Alice grabbed her ribs in pain, but I was not given the option of stopping.

Alice’s hands clamped down on the back of my head as my hands slid under her, gripping her ass cheeks. With my limited movement available to me, my lips found her clit and surrounded it as my tongue snaked over and around it, making her writhe and scream louder.

“Shhhhhit! Fuck! Oh my God, yes!” she cried.

My tongue flicked back and forth on her clitoris for what felt like forever, and the entire time her fingers dug into the back of my head, her hips raised and rocked back and forth, and she groaned mindlessly.

“Ohmygodohmygodohmygod!” she repeated in a panic before she gasped and went silent for a long minute. I thought she might have passed out from a lack of oxygen until suddenly she took a final gasp of breath before whining, “Cumming… cumming—oh god!”

Her clammy, strong thigh vibrated on the outside of my cheeks and ears as she rocked and shook violently back and forth. A steady stream of juices dripped from her pussy as I squeezed her ass, and my tongue lapped at her clit.

The orgasm only ended when Alice panicked and suddenly pushed my face away from her crotch. Falling back to the bed, she groaned mindlessly and cupped bother her ribs and pussy as if they were equally sore.

“God, that was a bad idea,” Alice said in half a laugh as she glanced down at me and grimaced as she took another breath.

Slowly, I crawled up her still trembling body and planted light kisses on her abdomen and even lighter kisses on her bruised rib cage. After several minutes of doing so and working my way to her breasts and neck, Alice relaxed and began to breathe like normal. Her legs wrapped around my hips naturally as we began to kiss. The woman’s hands were gentle enough to rub over the bruises on my shoulders and arms, but in truth, I barely noticed them at that moment.

It was Alice who eventually pulled down my pants and fed my throbbing shaft into her sopping-wet pussy. It slid inside her effortlessly. Our kissing intensified, but only to the point where Alice had to break free to catch her breath and moan as I flexed inside her. The more her hot breath panted on my neck and her soft moans cooed in my ear, the harder I flexed inside her.

I was careful not to lay on top of her; our bellies only brushed each other as I began to thrust in and out of her. Sex this time was like nothing I had ever seen or felt before. Our eyes met another as I entered her over and over. Her nostrils flared, and her gaze became weak as she looked up at me. It was like she was begging without saying a word. The time that passed while Alice and I were lost in each other’s eyes could have been minutes or hours, but I didn’t want it to end.

“Oh, fffuck… oh my god, Oh God, I can’t take this—Jesus…” Alice squirmed and cried.

Alice’s orgasm happened tantalizingly slow, each and every thrust inching her closer and closer to the precipice. By the time she crossed the Rubicon, her eyes were rolled backward, and her head lulled against the mattress. It was so hot to see and feel I didn’t think I could last.

“Ooooohhh god!” she finally cried out. “I’m cumming!”

My orgasm struck at the same moment. As Alice’s pussy pulsated and squeezed around me, my cock throbbed and spasmed deep inside her. The orgasm lasted not long enough, but it still felt like forever as our sweaty bodies held each other, and my cock filled her up. She didn’t let me go, and I fell to the side of the bed. Even though it was technically against the rules, Alice fell asleep there with her arms around my neck and her leg draped across my hips.
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T
 o my surprise, I woke to my alarm going off at 4 AM; it was the end of my shift. Alice was gone, she must have left for her bedroom in the middle of the night. No other sisters needed me, probably out of respect for Alice, who was in my room. I didn’t complain; easy day of work. and yet, as I gathered my things, I could not help but think of the way Alice held me the night before. Maybe it felt a little too intimate. I wasn’t sure. Before I left, I quietly made a stop at the refrigerator to see if I could plunder anything before I escaped.

“Alice is going to kill you if you eat all of her ice cream,” a voice startled me. I moved the freezer door to peek around it, and I saw Bella leaning on the kitchen island. She was sipping a beer and looked to have just returned from a night out.

I finished cleaning the spoon in my mouth of all the ice cream before looking down at the pint of chunky monkey ice cream in my hand. “This is Alice’s?”

Bella pointed to the pint, and I turned it around a few times until I saw the label with Alice’s name on the bottom. Shouldering the freezer closed, I shrugged and dipped the spoon in a second time.

“After what she just made me do to her for the last couple hours, she owes me,” I said around a second bite of ice cream.

Bella snickered and took a long gulp from her drink. “Look at you… A walking, talking, tortured cock.”

I laughed, “Tortured cock was last weekend. Tonight, it was a tortured mouth.”

Bella’s laugh was light and came naturally. She seemed more comfortable around me for some reason, and I found it attractive like she had a gravitational pull.

“Your shift about over?” she asked.

I looked at my watch. It was 4:15 AM, and I decided to head home to get some rest rather than flip a coin and stay in my room here, where I was free to molest.

“Been over for fifteen minutes, now I’m just here as a thief and a plunderer,” I said, raising another spoonful of ice cream. “You just get back from a date?”

“A gig, had another concert downtown,” she said. “I notice you keep assuming I’m always off dating someone.”

“I notice any time I’m here working
 you’re somewhere else,” I said, setting down the ice cream.

Bella smiled and looked away before finishing off her beer.

“If there’s one thing a woman can get if she wants, it is sex; I don’t need you for that.”

I furrowed my brow, “So you’re fine with banging any dudes you want as long as they aren’t me.”

Bella rolled her eyes as she walked around the kitchen island, she picked up the pint of ice cream and took a bite before putting it back down.

“Any other guy out there doesn’t tempt me as much as you,” she said with a soft smile. I wasn’t sure who moved first but our lips met in a sudden kiss. Her tongue was icy cold from the ice cream, but her lips and cheeks were warm. I was enticed and lulled into the moment that felt like a second and an hour at the same time.

Breaking the kiss, Bella staggered, took a deep breath, and smiled at me from behind her raven hair.

“Good night,” she said and went up the stairs, stealing a single look back at me.

“Good night…” I managed to reply.
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PREVIEW!



Submissive Professor








I sat in my classroom. My middle finger traced my bulging pussy lips through my black panties while a hundred eyes watched. My frozen hand was thawed by the heat radiating from my sex and my thick thighs surrounding it. It was always ice cold in this building, but for some reason, the temperature in my classroom made the rest of the building seem warm. The air cut into you like a knife and exposed your heart to the freeze. It was common for me to be in the midst of teaching the week’s trigonometry lesson only to pause just to breathe into the air because I thought for sure this time I would see my breath. However, for the first time in the 15 years I had taught at Alabama State University, I was starting to sweat.


God dammit,
 I thought. I’m already soaked from my fishnet through my panties. Wonder what he’d do if he found out what a bad girl I’m being...


Like a kindling fire in the middle of a blizzard, I felt a constant stream of chills rolling up my spine. It started inside my sex. My pussy was an engine trying to start after being left in the cold for too long. Every drag of my finger over my lips revved my insides. My left middle finger worked left to right on my lips, and I felt my finger push my pantyhose inside my pussy. My eyes went to a young man sitting in the front row briefly.


Mmmm...


I rubbed from the bottom to the top, then lightly brushed on my clit. Even though I wore black panties over my fishnet pantyhose, the contact on my always sensitive clit caused me to squirm in my seat and adjust my skirt as warmth fell up my body like dominos.


You need to stop. This is too dangerous,
 I thought. Just go into the bathroom, cum, then come back out. You know what will happen if you get caught again?




I looked up from the stack of papers in front of me into the sea of college students testing away. My eyes bounced from one face to another till I found her. A sickly thin girl with her dyed blonde hair in a short ponytail. Only 19 years old. Though I was nearing the end of the fall semester, I had no guess at her name, like my 200 other students. That is until last Monday when she caught me in my office on- school property, completely naked with 10 inches of a black dildo crammed in my pussy.


Jessica Kemp... I know her name now...


“Tw-“ I cleared my throat. “Twenty minutes left to finish the test,” I announced to the class. Every pair of eyes that looked up at me for a moment was like a jolt to my aching pussy. My gaze went back to a student in the front row, who brushed his matted black hair from his brow.

I sat at a large desk at the front of the room. My legs were encased by the black, cool desk that hid everything going on below. My left palm rubbed down my left inner thigh slowly, feeling the black fishnet against my soft skin. Near my knee, I squeezed and circled the meat on my thigh.

There were not many things I liked about my body, though I’m sure very few 45-year-old women enjoyed any part of their body. My 5’3 frame was shorter than I liked. My stomach was almost thin, though, age hung to parts of my skin like death pulling you to the ground. I had considered in my youth getting breast implants, as they were never as large as I wanted.

As I neared 50, though, I thank god I never did now. All the weight I did gain over the years appeared to have gone to my breasts, causing them to grow fat and jiggly. The one part I did love was my thighs. Thick and tight squats have been a part of my weekly workout for years now. I’d stare into the mirror at home as I dressed in various leggings, and I would picture a man ripping them free as he threw me to the ground. I’d picture one man in particular.

I pushed my drenched panties to the side and felt the grooves of my shaved pussy lips through my thin pantyhose. I bit my lip as I twirled my curly black hair that dangled on the side of my face with my other hand. Staring down at a colleague’s essay, I pretended to be editing while my students turned pages on their tests and glanced up at me. My finger found a small hole where the stitching had broken loose, and I slowly pushed my finger inside it. Working it in circles, I opened the hole wider and wider around my crotch. Every tear in the fabric made a soft ripping sound that caused me to hold my breath, knowing that someone in the front row must have heard it. My middle finger immediately dipped into my warm pussy, and it felt as though I just dunked it into fresh brownies. My lips swallowed my finger whole.

“Oohhh...” I whispered faintly as I bit the pen in my hand.


Sarah, Stop!
 I scolded myself. You could get fired- you could already be fired depending on what that Jessica Kemp does.


At the moment when Jessica walked into my office and saw me on my knees, naked, fucking my dildo, and with a ball gag strapped in my mouth, she gasped, staring like a deer might at an oncoming car. Then she apologized and ran out before I could remove the ball gag. That was the last time I saw her till today. I was sure I would be fired the following day. That there would be Facebook pages and news articles on me by nightfall. That my class would berate me in today’s class- as I was not the most pleasant Professor by anyone’s standard. Instead, nothing. No firing, Facebook pages, or news articles. From the best I could tell, Jessica had told no one of how much of a submissive little slut I was.

My hips scooted from the back to the front of my chair, eager for my touch. I tried not to be obvious in my slouch, but as I pushed two fingers into my slutty hole, I care less about how I appeared. My pussy creamed with every fuck, I finger fucked myself deeper, brushing against my g-spot as I tasted blood in my mouth. I bit my tongue in an attempt to keep myself from screaming. My thighs pressed against the arms of my chair. I held them open as my fingers abused my cunt while I thought of him. The one man who has made me cum without ever having laid a finger on me.
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