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Chapter 1

Peyton

God, I was so over this freaking class. Chemistry 101 with Dr. Kinsley—he insisted we called him doctor instead of professor or mister.

The guy was old, pretentious, and annoying. Really, it wasn’t even him, it was the subject matter that bored me. My eyes always glazed over when dealing with chem and math and equations. Need me to write an eloquent paper using big words? I was your girl.

But this wasn’t it. I had trouble staying awake in Dr. Kinsley’s class when he droned on and on about matter and energy and interactions.

If this was what college was supposed to be about it, I wasn’t impressed.

Plus, wasn’t this shit we all learned in high school? I guess I wouldn’t know, since I was usually off banging boys or ditching and shopping with my girls my senior year.

Kinsley called those first few weeks of class a “refresher.”

Luckily, I’d made some friends who could help me out. One of them was a guy I kept noticing looking at me, ever since the start of class, named Nolan. He was a dorky dude with square-rimmed glasses and a thin build. Since he looked like the kind of person who would be a teacher’s pet for a chemistry professor, I decided to play nice. I would shoot him demure smiles whenever I caught him looking at me, or little coy waves.

He even had the balls to talk to me after one particular class, which I rewarded with a short conversation. It had to be hard for a skinny nerdy guy with the body type of a professional video game streamer to approach a girl who was not only a few inches taller than him, but also confident, thick, and busting out of her seams (by design).

Truth was, I didn’t come to college to get straight As or become wiser and more learned. I came to party, to mingle, and to fuck. Not much had changed since high school in that respect, except now as a freshman I was at the bottom rung of the academic ladder again.

And as it turned out, I was right about Nolan. He quickly proved himself as the premiere chemistry student in class—always finishing tests first, raising his hand before anyone else, eager to please Dr. Kinsley.

When it came time to pair up for our first duo project, I knew where to turn. Not only were most of the students cliqued up already, but I knew Nolan would carry the brunt of the burden and get us a good grade without me having to do much.

The boy looked shocked when he saw me sashaying over to his desk at the end of class. He tried to hide his surprise by pushing his glasses up his nose and clearing his throat.

“Um, hi, Peyton,” he said with a wobbly smile.

“Hey, Nolan.” I looked around the classroom vaguely, at all the conversing students, while shrugging and puffing my chest out so he could get a look at my big tits while he thought I wasn’t looking. “Looks like everyone else is already paired up.”

“Surprised you’re not,” he said, chuckling nervously.

I slanted my head at him, putting on a silly bimbo expression. “Really? Why’s that?”

He smiled a bit wider. “Never mind. No reason.”

He didn’t have the balls to tell me what he really thought: Because you’re hot as hell, and I’m surprised there aren’t boys climbing over each other to be your partner.

Nolan came across as a sweet guy. And he wasn’t bad looking—he was actually kind of cute. Just not really my type. I liked big studly guys, jocks and athletic builds. Guys who could toss me around or pound me into a mattress so hard I’d make an indentation in the bed.

“So I guess it’s us two, huh?” I asked, giving him a small smile with my full lips.

“I’m game if you are.” He didn’t try to guilt me into asking why I wanted to be his partner—he knew what was going on here. He was a smart guy.

Do my work for me, and I’ll honor you with my presence, so all the other guys in school think you’re hot shit, and you can tell little lies to your friends about how you snuck a kiss or a hand down my panties when we were working together.

Something like that.

We decided to do the group project at his dorm, since mine was filled with three other screeching girls and we wouldn’t be able to focus there. Nolan told me he only had one roommate—another guy named Tony—and he was a pretty quiet dude.

I showed up at Nolan’s place the next day, dressed in a skirt that was two sizes too small, a black halter top that pressed my cleavage together in an obvious way, and two-inch Doc Martens that made me even taller—I’d be practically towering over him. Plus, I had on thigh-highs to complete the getup, which made me look like some kind of pervy anime lover’s wet dream. Something I thought Nolan would be well-acquainted with.

I really didn’t want to do any work on this project, so I was pulling out all the stops.

After knocking on the front door, I stood there with my hands behind my back, rolling my left foot in a ditsy way.

The door opened and I started to smile—

Faltering when I had to lift my chin to stare at the man who had answered. He was tall—even taller than me with my Docs—with shaggy blond hair, tanned skin, and a stacked frame. He stood there coolly, leaning against the frame, showing off his biceps and vascular forearms in his tank top.

My cheeks felt flushed immediately. “Oh. Um. Hi. You’re not Nolan.” I glanced left and right down the hall to make sure I was at the right room, and I definitely was.

“Nope,” he answered in a deep voice that made me want to stuff my tongue down his throat. “I’m Tony.” He smirked at me, not being shy about his quick once-over to take me in. “You must be Nol’s study buddy.”

I choked a sound, cheeks flaring even redder. I gave him a quick nod, feeling his heat wafting into the hall toward me. “Yep. Study buddy. Um, Nolan told me all about you.”

Nolan hadn’t told me shit about his roommate. He definitely didn’t mention how fucking hot he was, and now I suddenly had an even better reason to come over here and stay friends with my dorky chemistry partner.

“Is that right?” The smirk lingered on his beautiful face, showing a hint of teeth pressing into his bottom lip. “He didn’t tell me you were so . . . nice.”

I blinked, smiling shyly. I couldn’t believe how quickly this guy had turned me into a puddle.

Then Tony stepped aside to let me in, and tossed a thumb over his bulky shoulder. “Nolan’s in his room. As always.”

I cleared my throat, stepped inside, and gave him a small bow like an idiot, not knowing what else to do. “Um, thank you. Okay. I’ll just . . .” I poked my chin toward the direction of the closed door past the living room.

I hurried down the hall, feeling hot and bothered and embarrassed all at the same time.

“Nice to meet you, Peyton.”

His voice carried after me, and I loved the way it rolled off Tony’s tongue.

Only thing was, I hadn’t told him my name. So Nolan had told him about me.

As I knocked on Nolan’s door, hoping Nolan was watching me from the back, a slutty idea was already forming in my mind.

[image: ]

I was very pleased that Nolan’s room didn’t stink, it wasn’t a man cave, and my chem partner actually tidied up nicely in the place. It was bright, letting in lots of natural light through his two windows that faced the dorm building’s courtyard.

The first two days of our project went well. I hardly had to do shit, and Nolan didn’t seem to care that he was doing all the work. My plan was working, and we laughed about silly things from class. He showed me that he was actually a pretty funny guy.

By day the third project “date,” the last one before we turned in our paper and test, I was ready to spring my secondary plan on him.

Tony was always lurking in the house, stomping through the kitchen or going to work out or hanging out with friends in the main room. Nolan kept his door open, and I’d catch glimpses of the hunky hottie every so often.

I found myself biting my lip when it came time to ask the question to Nolan. I was sitting on the edge of his bed, he was a few feet away at his computer chair, back to me, bent over like a banana as he made the final touches on our paper.

He straightened, dusted his hands off, and turned to me with a smile. “There. All done. This’ll get us an A for sure, Peyt.”

“Yay,” I said cheerily. My iced coffee rattled in my hand as I lifted them over my head. “Thanks so much for all the help, Nolan. I couldn’t have done it without you.”

He bobbed his eyebrows. “I know.”

I scoffed and playfully bumped his knee with the tip of my Doc. “Ass.”

He rolled forward toward me, just as I was bringing my coffee down to drink—

And he mistimed his roll, overshooting it or not stopping himself in time. The edge of his chair hit against my knee and his eyes widened as he wheeled his arms for balance and accidentally knocked my iced coffee out of my hand.

It splattered onto the ground in a pool of brown, getting a few drips on my knees and shoes.

“Oh shit!” Nolan exclaimed, bending over from his chair to try and pick it up to save the mostly spilled drink.

He moved at the same time as I bent over to do the same—

And our foreheads collided. Like something out of a damn romcom.

“Ow!” I whined, and he let out a similar sound as we both shot up, wincing.

“Fuck, I’m sorry!” he wailed.

I started laughing, rubbing my head. I was sure we both felt like idiots, but at least he hadn’t tried to kiss me when our faces were inches apart and we were bent over. He wasn’t that suave, and the collision was clearly unplanned.

“I’m sorry for spilling my drink,” I said, grimacing, looking at the quickly spreading circle of yummy coffee on the floor.

“It was my fault. And it’s no problem, Peyt.” He shrugged. “At least it’s not carpet.”

“Yeah.”

Our eyes met, both of us blushing, and it dragged on for a second too long.

I felt the moment come to me, and cleared my throat, lowering my voice. “Look, Nolan . . .”

Hope spread across his face as I trailed off.

“. . . I was wondering if you could do a favor for me. Not that you, uh, haven’t already done me a huge solid with this paper.”

His head slightly tilted, curious. “What’s up?”

I leaned forward. Behind him, his door was open, and even though there was a hall separating his room from the main room, I didn’t trust my voice not to carry.

“I wanted to see if you could maybe, uh, put in a good word for me with . . . Tony.”

His brow furrowed. “Tony? You mean my roommate?”

I nodded, biting my lip. “Yeah.” I hesitated, waiting for his face to sink with sadness when he realized I wasn’t going to ask him out. I felt like a traitor after hanging out with him the past few days.

But he simply shrugged. “Sure. Why, you like him?”

I shrugged back. “I dunno. He’s, um, cute.”

Nolan chuckled.

My face pinched. He seemed fine with it. “You really don’t mind? I’m sorry to ask—”

He held up a hand to stop me. “Say less, Peyt. It’s fine.” Then his eyes sparkled with something strange. A slow smile tilted his lips. “I’ll make sure you get a date with Tony,” he continued, “. . . if you help me with something first.”

My head slanted in confusion. “Help you with what?”

Nolan sighed and sat back in his computer chair. He was wearing jersey shorts that went to his knees, and when he slightly spread his legs in that way that all men do, I saw it for the first time: a throbbing between his skinny legs that I hadn’t noticed before. A mound.

My eyes widened.

Nolan ran a hand over the protrusion and his smile had a little more bite to it this time. “I’ve got needs also, study buddy, and having you around the last few days has really made it hard to conceal.”

I stammered. “Con . . . conceal?”

Nolan stood, his bulge bounced and swung, and he unceremoniously dropped his shorts to his knees.

A huge cock swung out, slapping against the inside of his thigh with a small clap. My mouth fell open as my eyes landed on the nerdy guy’s package, which looked entirely disproportional for a guy of his stature.

My dorky chemistry partner was packing a monster. He wasn’t even hard and his cock was already bigger than my last boyfriend’s, by a long shot.

“Well?” Nolan muttered, swaying his cock in front of my heated face.

“Holy fuck,” I choked out. I could smell his masculine musk, a huge pair of balls dangling heavily behind his long, thick cock. Blinking wide, I looked up at him. “Why didn’t you tell me you had three legs?”

He smiled down at me. “I thought it would be better to show you. I know how girls like you are, Peyton.”

My brow furrowed. “Girls like me? I’m not like other—”

“Are you gonna babble,” he asked, grabbing his fat dick at the base and wagging it, “or are you gonna get yourself that date and shove this monster down your throat?”

He took a step forward. I couldn’t take my eyes off it.

I let out a sigh. “Well, fuck.”

Before I could even scoot forward from the edge of the bed, he was on me, pressing his pelvis against my face. I had a split second to take a breath before his huge dick was smothered over my face, stealing my thoughts and making my mind numb with its lovely smell and size.

I opened my lips and gobbled him up, craning my neck to stick as much of his cock in my throat as I could manage. He held my head at the sides and smiled down at me, petting my hair, while his cock thickened in my mouth.

My jaw widened and tears came to my eyes as he grew erect in my mouth. His growing dick pressed my tongue down, filled my cheeks, and kissed the back of my throat.

My mind screamed for air. How the hell is this nerd so hung?! How did I not see this before?

It was because my mind was distracted by his roommate. Nolan had been banking on it, probably knowing exactly what I was going to ask . . . and now he had his horsecock shoved down my throat. I was drooling on my own tits with the way he pressed against me, using my head like a toy.

The lewd sounds of his thrusting into my warm, wet mouth rang out, and I was mortified because the door was still open behind him.

Tony could walk by the hall any minute and see this! He’ll see Nolan’s little pasty ass thrusting, blocking the view of my face as he facefucks me on the edge of his bed!

“Ahh, that’s a good girl,” Nolan murmured, and why did his voice sound deeper and more assured now? Gone was the dorky facade he’d put on in class. Replacing it was a confident, hung little bastard who was ready to put me in my place for even asking such a question.

I wrapped my arms around his legs and hips. It was the only thing I could do to keep from him fucking my skull into the mattress.

The sloppiness squelched and echoed through the room every time his hips slammed into my face and his balls clapped against my chin. He was moving fast now, making my world blur, and all I could see was his belly button growing closer and then shrinking as he receded.

His huge cock glistened in the sunlight through the window every time he pulled back. My eyes went crossed when I tried to look down at his veiny shaft, pelting into my throat and clogging my esophagus. He was making it hard to breathe, and that was the point.

Nolan was punishing me, and I was loving it.

I cupped his small ass cheeks. They were concave in my hands. Then I slithered my right hand into his crack and poked a finger against his asshole, surprising him. He had a cute, tiny little anus, and I couldn’t stop myself from fingering him while he rammed my face.

He let out a small sound. “Hngh, shit! That was unexpected!” He laughed. “But not unwelcome.”

Then he thrust faster, using my face like a cheap toy. Like a fleshlight he used to jerk off into while he did his nerdy video game shit on that computer chair.

I started fingering myself beneath my skirt where he couldn’t see, hand stuffed between my thick thighs.

Then he abruptly pushed on my shoulders and I flopped back, his cock rocketing from my mouth and spraying precum and spit and fluids all over in a sunny cascade.

I let out an oof when I landed on my back across his bed. “W-What are you doing, Nolan?” My mind hardly worked, my brain was numb, and my eyes were blurry as I blinked rapidly.

The skinny bastard lifted my legs so my ankles were up near his face. He smiled through the gap of my knees, a wicked grin that smoldered and made him seem less like a dork and more like a demon.

“We’re just getting started, you curvy bimbo slut.”

I gasped. I could have kicked him, shoved him off—I was taller and thicker and probably stronger. But his hands felt so good on me . . . and more than that, I suddenly didn’t want to.

Tony was a distant memory by this point.

It had all happened so fast.

I parted my legs, whimpering. “You little nerdy fucker. Do your worst . . . if you think you can handle it.”

I wanted to squeeze his little smirking head between my luscious, fat thighs until it popped. But he was all the way up there, standing over me, and I was on my back, legs toward the ceiling. Doc Martens framing his face.

He had won, and he knew it. I was horny as fuck.

Nolan reached down, bunched my skirt against my waist, showing the slight swell of my belly. He licked his lips at the sight of my stained panties, then slid them aside and let out a pleased sound. “Mmm. I knew you’d have a beautiful pussy.”

My cheeks flared.

He slipped two fingers across my wet cunt and then licked his fingers clean, smacking his lips. “And so fucking tasty, too.”

I was about to say something lewd and nasty—

But then he pushed the first few inches of his huge cock inside me and all my words and thoughts melted away.
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Chapter 2

Nolan

“Ahhh!” Peyton cried out when my cock sank inside her tight pussy. “D-Do you always just whip your dick out to girls you hardly know?!”

I grinned down at her, pushing more inches inside her warm cunt, bearing down on the backs of her thighs with my slender body. “When I know it’s what they want I do,” I said with a wink. “You didn’t do much to resist.”

“How could I?!”

Well, that was a silly question, wasn’t it? I didn’t force anything on her. All I did was show her my needs, made a proposition, and she accepted. With a wide open mouth and wide open legs.

I loved it when easy girls like Peyton tried to strut their stuff around and act like the big bitch on campus, only to be wailing in my bedroom a few days later. It showed what kind of horny slut she really was, and how easy she was to break.

The look on her face was exquisite as I thrust inside her and grunted. “You’re fucking tight for such a big slut!” I growled, and then wrapped my arms around her thighs and pressed forward again.

Peyton was curvy, beautiful, and heavy. She had a cute voice that squeaked every time I bottomed out inside her.

It was a shame, because my entire dick wasn’t even in yet, and I couldn’t go any further without breaking her completely.

Here she had thought she would treat me like a puppy, do the project, take the credit, and get a date with my roommate?

Well, she could have her date. After I had mine.

Peyton’s hands flew out to the side to grab anything she could find. They gripped the covers of my bed, squeezing until she white-knuckled.

Her fat tits bounced and wobbled, almost punching her in the chin, as I ravaged her pussy and bent my knees to get a better stance. The sound of my heavy balls clapping against her wide ass cheeks was music to my ears.

The moans and sounds rang out and echoed pleasantly through the room, down the hall, and into the rest of the house. If Tony was here right now, there was no doubt he could hear everything going on in here.

I kept my door open for a reason.

Watching Peyton’s voluptuous curves was almost even better than fucking her. She was tight and warm and wet, accepting my cock to her deepest depths, but all that jiggling and moaning drove me wild.

I grew harder inside her, throbbing, and the claps grew in volume and frequency. I started to jackhammer fuck her, and then decided I would mating press the poor slut and turn her into a sopping mess.

“W-Wait! I’m comiiiing!” she cried as I began to move my position. Her hands swatted at me absentmindedly, and her eyes rolled as her entire body convulsed and writhed on my bed.

Then I climbed onto the edge of the mattress, shoving her further back, and I crouched in front of her. I had her knees pressed up against her tits now, which were spooled out in front of her, leaping out of her plunging shirt so I could see the edges of her big pink nipples. 

I grabbed Peyton by the ankles. My hands didn’t fit around them, but that was fine, she was so soft, it was like fucking a human pillow.

I angled my cock above and drove down into her, completing the mating press and making her convulse with another high wail and deep orgasm.

My balls plugged her asshole, smearing across her as I drilled down into the thick slab of fuckmeat and listened to her cries so close to my ears.

“Ever been fucked like this, Peyt?” I asked casually. Sweat was starting to build on my forehead and arms, but it was nothing compared to the sheen covering her face and body.

Her head shook adamantly, profusely. “Nooo!” he cried. “It feels so fucking good! I’ve never had anyone so deep inside me! Hnnngod!”

Her words cut off on a choke as I drove down again. My knees creaked every time I bent and stood and bent again. My small ass landed on her wide wobbling cheeks and stayed there, pressing us together with my balls bouncing off her soft flesh.

I felt a tightness in my balls and knew I wouldn’t be able to last much longer in this position.

She felt it too, reaching up and begging for my arms. “No, not yet! Please keep fucking me stupid you hung freak!”

I smiled, reached out for her, and our hands connected. Our fingers twined together, and I crouch-fucked her into oblivion until her eyes rolled again and all I could see was the whites of them. It almost looked like she was about to go into a seizure, and I wondered if I hadn’t broken her already.

Peyton surprised me then. Just when I had her balls-deep, finally stretching her pussy enough to take most of my length, she bucked to the side.

I let out a gasp, teetered, and flopped over onto my side off her.

Then she rolled her jiggly body on top of mine, her weight smothering me, and I was suddenly staring up at the raging girl as she bent low and straddled my narrow hips.

She was nearly twice my width, easily twice my weight, and I wanted nothing more in the world than for her to ride me stupid.

Her tits fell out completely from her top, hanging and swinging like pendulums as she reached back, stuffed my cock back into her pussy, and slammed her ass down on my thighs.

Peyton’s back straightened at that first body slam. She had me cowgirl now, hands on my thin chest, fingers pressed together because I didn’t have enough width for her to work with.

I reached up and palmed her tits, craning my neck and sucking on her hard nipples. I let out murmuring sounds as she rode me, jiggling on my cock and twerking that fat ass on top of me.

My eyes closed and I lost myself to the lovely taste of her tits and sweat. She was a gorgeous woman, a freshman in college like me, and she wasn’t going to let me come until she’d had her fill.

I had expected to fuck her into oblivion—to ruin her until she maybe passed out from the intensity of my huge cock plunging inside her over and over again.

I had planned to breed this curvy wonder.

And now she was grabbing my wrists, wrenching my face off her tits, and pinning my arms above me so she could do her worst. My eyes shot open and I stared up at a completely changed woman, lost in the momentum of her lust.

“Now it’s my turn,” she grinned, and rocked her hips on me again. She rode me hard, fast, and then flipped her body. “Spank my huge ass while I ride that stupid donkey dick of yours, Nolan!”

She went from cowgirl to reverse, perching on my thighs at the end of the bed. Her hands landed on my knees for leverage and balance. She started to rise and fall, and I became entranced by the sight of her giant wobbling cheeks in front of me, clapping and slapping on my thighs as my cock gouged her out.

I couldn’t handle it anymore. The sight and sounds were too insane. The feeling was incredible. Her plush body smothering mine, that perfect arch to her back a few inches in front of me, the sight of her huge tits bouncing and swinging in front of her, visible from her sides.

I sat up, wrapped my arms around her soft body, and hugged her tight. I rapid-fire-fucked her from below, jiggling her whole body incessantly until she was a quivering, shaking mess on top of me, coming for the millionth time.

Then I yanked her back with me, both of our feet leaving the ground as I flopped onto my back and her substantial weight landed on top of me.

I continued to fuck her from below, from behind, even as her bigger body pressed me into the bed. I lifted my legs and bent my knees and monkey-fucked her until we were both screaming and losing it.

Thick cum filled her as my balls tightened and released my load. I shot rope after rope deep into her pussy, finishing off each shot with a hard thrust from below. My arms were slick and wet from her sweaty stomach on top of me. I hadn’t stopped hugging her, even as I unraveled inside her.

“I’m gonna fucking breed you so hard,” I growled in her ear, even as my tenth shot of cum sank into her womb. “You won’t think of any other cock than mine, you big beautiful bitch.”

She nodded wordlessly. Her body twitched from an aftershock.

Slowly, I started to soften inside her. It took a full thirty seconds to empty my fat balls inside her cunt, and then we were a sweaty, panting mess on the bed, and she was gasping for breath.

With every twitch she did, she let out a small whimper and a burp of cum from her plugged pussy. When I pulled out, a flood followed, joining the spilled coffee on the floor at the foot of my bed.

I slid her off my body and we lay like that, staring up at the stucco ceiling. Hands still clenched together. We were like that for a while, just basking in the slutty warmth and sunlight bathing the bed, the door open, while our intense orgasms began to wear off.

And the truth of what we’d just done came to us.

But by that point, our breathing had slowed. We hadn’t even exchanged words—no words of regret or elation or a deal well done.

Slowly, we drifted off, cooing and breathing in each other’s ear . . .
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When I awoke, either an hour or a day later, Peyton was gone. My chemistry partner had up and left while we recovered from our raucous sex.

She had left a small note on my desk, next to my computer. It was scrawled in choppy handwriting that made me smile.

I read the note, which was a short few words—almost dismissive and ashamed of what we’d done:

Don’t forget our deal, Nolan.

I smiled at the note and flicked it in my hand, clicking my tongue.

How could I forget, study buddy? I mused.

My body was clammy and sticky from cum and sweat. I threw on some boxer briefs and wandered out of my room.

Tony was in the living room, sprawled out on the couch, vaguely staring at the TV. He had his arms crossed and eyes closed, like he’d been dozing himself.

It was nighttime now. Most of the lights in the dorm were off, and it was dark with the exception of the blue TV light reflecting off Tony’s chiseled body. He was still wearing a tank top from earlier.

I came into the room holding the note, standing at the front of the couch that he lay on length-wise.

As my shadow fell over him, blocking the TV, his eyes slowly fluttered open.

“Remember the girl Peyton?” I asked, wagging the note.

“How could I forget?” he asked, and I wondered if there was some innuendo there.

“She wants a date with you.”

His eyebrows slowly lifted. “Is that so?”

I nodded. With the way I was standing in front of him, only boxers and a T-shirt on, and the way he was laying, he tried to hide it but he couldn’t: a quick glance at the bulge a foot away from him.

“What should I tell her?” I asked.

Tony shrugged his beefy shoulders. “Tell her it sounds fun. I hope I don’t disappoint her.”

I smiled at my roommate. He smiled up at me.

Then we started laughing.

I shook my head, tossing the note at him. “She’ll learn, I guess.”

I rounded the couch to leave him alone and leave the room.

Then, when I got to the hallway, I stopped and tossed a glance over my shoulder. “How much did you hear?”

Tony cleared his throat. I couldn’t see him past the seatback of the sofa, but I could hear him. “Once I realized what was going on, I came out here to, uh, watch TV. I heard it all, Nol.”

I scoffed, still smiling. “Perv.”

“How was she?”

My smile widened. “Perfect. She’ll be perfect.”
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Chapter 3

Tony

I agreed to the date with Peyton, Nolan’s classmate. When I first saw her at the front door, I was definitely turned on by her appearance: slutting it up with my roomie, wearing all that tight clothes on her curvy body, in the hopes that she gets what she wants.

I just didn’t expect that what she wanted was me.

I suppose Nolan taught her a lesson. Thought it would have shifted her mind a bit, but alas, she left the note for me.

Nolan was a quiet nerdy guy you definitely didn’t want to underestimate. I’d seen what he’s packing—the young dude was practically flaunting it all over the house all the time.

Guess Peyton made the mistake and learned. The moaning and slapping and groaning sounds coming from down the hall told me she definitely had a good time, and so did Nol.

I was a junior, which technically meant I shouldn’t even be living in the dorm rooms anymore. I should’ve lived off campus . . . but why would I when all the hot ass was here with the freshmen and sophomores?

It didn’t take much to pull some levers and allow me to stay here a little bit longer, to fulfill my glory days. I wasn’t done sowing my wild oats.

At first, I thought I’d be able to teach Nolan a thing or two. Then when he started banging all these girls left and right, I realized I could learn something from him. Didn’t matter that I was taller, bulky, fit, and hot in the eyes of the girls who wandered by.

The true menace, the heartbreaker and pussy-stretcher, was right there on his computer chair, acting demure and unassuming before planning his move to pounce.

It almost always worked. With everyone.

The next day after their torrid session, I was ready for my date. Nolan turned in his assignment with Peyton, and I almost expected her to come back with him, since he gave her the good news about me agreeing to the date.

He came back alone though, and plopped down on the couch to watch some TV. Meanwhile, I got ready in my room, checking myself out in the mirror, because he said Peyton would be here in an hour.

I waltzed out of my room once I was ready: a nice button-up shirt that bulged against my arms and sides, and some jeans. Keeping it casual for this first date.

Nolan was still on the couch when I came out. He had on a hoodie and jersey shorts—typical garb from the fashionless youngster—and sat up when I walked in front of the couch and TV and threw my arms out wide.

“What do you think?” I asked.

He tilted his head, analyzing me. “She’ll eat you up.”

I smiled. “Thanks, bro.”

Then he checked his phone on the couch and frowned. “But she won’t be here for an hour.”

“I know,” I said with a shrug. “Little nervous I guess. Haven’t been on a date in a while, so I got ready fast. I want to be prepped for when she’s here. I think I’m gonna take her to Balboa Park.”

He pouted, nodding, but didn’t seem to be paying much attention. Almost like he was trying to look past me to see what was playing on the TV. It annoyed me.

“Sounds fun,” he said. “But you still have an hour.”

I blinked. “I . . . know. We just went over that . . . Hello? Earth to Nolan?”

I snapped my fingers.

He blinked rapidly, grinned, and sat back, tucking his hands into the front pockets of his hoodie. It looked like he was rubbing his belly. “You look good, Tony.”

I gave him a little bow—

“But I can’t let you leave yet.”

My brow furrowed. “Huh?”

Nolan lifted the front of his hoodie to expose his belly.

Or at least it would have exposed his belly, but his huge cock was resting against his stomach, slightly angled. Hard, dripping precum from his fat mushroom tip up near his ribs.

My eyes widened. “Shit, dude.”

He rubbed the underside of his cock, sighing. The skinny fucker was giant, and I always felt a little squeamish seeing it up close and personal. He had been hiding his hoodie over his boner, and now . . .

Shit. Why was my mouth watering?

“I need help, dude,” he said. “Thinking of you with her made me . . . like this.” He patted his cock like it was his pet snake. It was just resting there like a giant juicy slab, the little bastard all nonchalant with it.

I didn’t know what to say. In my jeans, I shamefully felt my cock expanding, pressing against the tight fabric. I readjusted how I stood, clearing my throat. “Well, um, what if Peyton shows up—”

“Crawl, Tony,” he demanded, cutting me off.

I ground my teeth together, but something inside me snapped. He was ordering me around like a dog, this younger dude who was half a foot shorter than me . . .

And I found myself on my hands and knees before I could even tell my mind to stop.

I crawled to my roommate, panting like a dog. I nuzzled my face against his huge erection, which towered over me.

“That’s a good boy,” he said, sighing, rubbing my shaggy hair.

Then he took the sides of my face and planted my nose and mouth against his cock and balls. He smothered me with his sack and pushed his dick against my forehead, groaning as he grew even bigger.

It was insane. Peyton was going to be here in less than an hour! And my roommate was commanding me around like he always did, because I was a bitch in heat and he knew just how to get to me.

“Can you blame me, Tony?” he asked. “You look hot in that getup.”

Yeah, and that’s the problem. I always do. And the girls who come by fawn over me, flaunting their shit . . . only to get wrecked by Nolan half an hour later. It had happened countless times.

My brain shut off when his huge musky cockhead plunged past my lips. I gagged and coughed on his dick, and Nolan stuffed my face between his legs. He closed his knees around my cheeks, choking me on his dick, and all I could do was take it.

I was bigger, stronger, could snap him like a twig . . . but he had me beat where it counted. I found myself rubbing my bulge through my jeans.

“Show me that tight ass,” he ordered, and I obliged.

I spun around.

He started to lift my up and I stood on my own volition, and then he yanked my pants down over my bubbly ass.

Nolan spanked me. “So nice and hard. Why do you have to have such a girly ass, Tony?”

I yelped like a whore when he spanked me again.

He laughed, pulled back on my hips—

And I staggered back onto his lap, squishing him into the couch. His dick reared up in front of me like a spear, and I wrapped my hands around the base and top.

I started jerking off my roommate, drooling as I stared down at all that beautiful precum spilling out of the slit.

Nolan reached into my jeans and fisted my cock, jerking me off through my pants. He unzipped my jeans and I helped him bring them down. He was blindly groping—my larger, beefier body taking up any visual for him—so I helped pull my dick out and then press it against the topside of his shaft.

I started jerking us off together, using both hands. He dwarfed me and I felt ashamed and utterly turned on. My dick only came halfway up his shaft. 

This was why I wasn’t living off campus: Because I was my young hung roommates secret slave. His fuckdoll for when he needed release—multiple times per day—and a tight hole to fill.

The beauty was, Nolan could breed me and I would never pop a baby out. I was baby-proof, and he tried his damnedest to make it happen, let me tell you.

While I watched our hard dicks rub and press together, our precum mingling, I let out a little sound. He pushed me off his lap and I stumbled forward, falling onto my knees.

Then Nolan stood, the couch creaking, and stood behind me. His hands fell on my ass. “That’s a good doggy,” he said, and I felt his huge cockhead press against my tight asshole.

“Oh God,” I moaned. “It’ll never fit, dude.”

“It always does with enough . . .” He trailed off, thrust the first three inches of his cock inside my hole, widening me. “. . . pressure.”

I moaned like crazy when his cock smashed over my prostate and plunged deep into my ass. He mounted me, framing my larger body with his narrow hips, and started pelting into me from behind.

When our balls started to clap together, I lost it. The sound was ludicrous and loud, and unlike most of the girls he fucked, I could take my roommate to the base.

He bottomed out inside me and I came onto the floor. Thick strands of cum spewed from my cock and dribbled out as he continued to hammer my prostate and breed my asshole like it was the last thing he’d do.

Then a knock came at the door.
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Chapter 4

Peyton

I came a little bit early to the Nolan and Tony’s dorm room because I wanted to get the date on. Tony was just so hot, and even though I had let his roommate fuck me silly, I still wanted to see what he had to offer.

I still couldn’t believe how hung and dominant Nolan ended up being. I had totally underestimated him, thinking he was some kind of dweeby, nerdy gamer who never got laid.

Turned out he could fuck better than anyone I’d ever fucked. He turned my pussy inside out and had me wailing and coming almost uncontrollably.

But that was then. Now was now. I stood at the front door of their dorm, knocking, flattening my dress in front of me.

I was dressed nicely this time, in a flimsy summer dress that went past my knees, and some boots. I wore this because I hoped Tony would be flinging it off me before long.

When no one came to the door, my brow furrowed. “Hello?” I said to the closed door.

Then I heard sounds. Thudding and was that . . . grunting?

I tried the handle.

It opened, and I tentatively stepped into the house, poking my head in first. “Hello? Sorry, the door was un . . .”

My breath caught in my throat. I let out a small gasp.

“. . . locked?” I squeaked.

Tony was on his hands and knees five feet in front of me, right in the middle of the living room. My date, with his pants down to his knees.

And Nolan was standing behind him, slam-fucking his asshole and slapping their balls together. Both their heads whipped up at the sound of my boots hitting the floorboards.

I stood there, shocked.”

Tony’s forehead creased with wrinkles. His hot kissable face was red with color and there was drool at the corners of his lips. “Shit,” he muttered.

I dropped my handbag in utter shock.

Behind him, mounting the larger, stronger, hotter man like a freaking misguided stallion, Nolan smiled cheerily at me. “Hey, Peyton! You’re just in time.”

My heart hammered. “Just in . . . time? What the fuck is going on—”

“I know I promised you a date with my roommate, but it turns out he’s a big ol’ sissy who loves fat cock up his ass!”

My mouth fell open.

Then a warm feeling took over as heat pooled in my belly and my pussy zinged with arousal. Nolan kept unceremoniously ass-fucking Tony in front of me, even as cum squeezed out of the fit dude’s cock, trickling all over the floor.

Then I sighed and threw my arms up. “Guess that makes both of us.”

Nolan laughed, and Tony let out a relieved breath.

“Great! Then get your fat ass over here and sit on him,” Nolan said.

“W-What?”

“Tony likes nothing more than to have a beautiful girl planting her huge fucking ass cheeks right on his face.”

Nolan railed his roommate one last time, shooting Tony forward across the floor, sliding and crawling until he came to rest at my feet.

“Is that true?” I asked, staring down my tits at him with my hands on my hips. “You horny, slutty hottie.”

He gave me a squeamish smile. “Guilty as charged.”

I sighed and lifted my dress, baring my pussy and ass right over him. “Then get up here, man.”

He did as told, rising from his hands and knees, hiding his face between my thick thighs.

Right there, two steps from their front door, I had Tony eating me out, slurping and licking at my wet pussy as Nolan stroked himself with both hands a few feet away.

My thighs jiggled and my knees nearly knocked together. Tony was good, and I let out a small moan.

Nolan wandered up to me. He pressed that huge cock against my middle. “Don’t be afraid to sit that big beautiful ass on his face, Peyt.”

I nodded, my face flushing with color. Then he grabbed my wide hips, lowering me a little . . . and I gasped when his cockhead pressed against my pussy. Straight-on. I’d never been fucked like that.

My ass flattened against the front door, slamming it shut, as Nolan pushed up against me and curved his giant cock inside my pussy.

Fluids spilled from me, joining the precum to drench Tony’s face hidden beneath my dress. I could only imagine how wet and lathered he got from our combined juices.

I let out a moan. Nolan palmed my tits through my dress and pinched my hard nipples. He fucked me hard, sliding forward on the slick floorboards, and his balls slapped into the back of Tony’s head.

I heard more slurping and lifted my dress. I was close to climaxing, and I yelled, “I’m gonna come all over your face, Tony!”

“What a good first date!” he said in a muffled tone, his lips still vacuum-sealed on my cunt. He was such a pretty guy, so built and stacked, I guess I should have assumed he was bi when I first met him.

Who wouldn’t want to fuck this guy?

I started grinding my pussy against his face. He pulled back and started varying between us, licking Nolan’s heavy ballsack and then slurping up my pussy juices. I moaned and Nolan let out little sounds of his own while he fucked me.

Then I sprang a leak, my whole body tightening as Nolan’s cock smashed a tender spot inside me. I melted into the front door, going flat and twitching as I squirted on Tony’s face.

To his credit, he started laughing—

So I sat on him. Just like Nolan ordered. I sank my cheeks on Tony’s face until his nose was between my crack and I kept coming all over him.

Nolan pulled out and spun me around. I yelped again, my curves bouncing wildly as he pushed me against the door. My palms fell on the wood and he sank his cock in me from behind.

“Stand up, Tony!” he ordered. “Stand next to your date here!”

The tall dude stumbled to his feet on wobbly legs. His face was drenched, and he leaned over and kissed me, which I gladly accepted. I could taste myself and Nolan’s cock all over his luscious lips.

As we made out, Nolan fucked me stupid from behind. My eyes rolled as I kissed his roommate.

Then Tony hugged me against his hard body. I could feel every plane and brick-like muscle of him, perfectly shoved against my soft curves. My body jolted from the way Nolan fucked me from behind.

“Here, you can have her pussy,” Nolan mumbled, “I’ll take this other hole to breed.”

“Wait, what?” I eked out. My body tightened when I felt his cockhead press against my asshole. “Oh f-fuuuck! No way, you’re way too biiiii—”

My voice let out on a guttural drawl as his huge sticky cock sank inside my asshole. He pried my fat cheeks apart, keeping me spread, and stretched me further than I’d ever been stretched.

Meanwhile, as I lost my mind and came again from the anal invasion beating up my guts and ruining me, big strong Tony took me from the front. He replaced Nolan’s bitch-breaker with his smaller dick and they had me double teamed.

My mouth fell open. I bit down on Tony’s fleshy, muscled shoulder, which was the closest thing to me.

They hadn’t even let me step fully into the house before deciding to spitroast me right here in the walkway. I came again, losing it, crying out both their names. “Fuuuck, Nolan! My ass will never recover from this! I won’t be able to walk!” and “Tonyyy, yesss! Give me that big sissy dick!”

They chuckled in my ears. I was losing my mind, spouting off random shit now, and I couldn’t stop myself.

I had become their mutual cum-bucket. They shared and swapped me between them, eventually bringing my wobbling body down from my feet, onto my hands and knees.

Then they took me at both ends. Nolan took my mouth first, skewering my throat and jerking himself off through my bloated neck until he was coming gallons down into my belly. He pumped me full, while Tony took me from behind and alternated between hammering my cunt and plugging my gaping asshole from where Nolan had left off.

The taller stud ended up dumping his cum into my ass, leaving me a complete mess.

When they were done with me, I staggered and stumbled onto the couch, facedown on my belly . . .

Which only inspired Nolan to crawl over me, the damn dork’s smaller body framing mine, and prone-bone me from above.

I moaned again, wailing, grabbing the closest cushion and squeezing on it. Biting on it. Shaking and mewling for relief, begging, “Please! I can’t come any harder!”

But I could. When he railed me like that with his thighs pressed against the backs of mine, his dick diving deep inside me from the back, squeezing between my thighs, I squirted like a fire hose, clear across the room—

And Tony was right there to catch the blast across his face. He ate me out, stuffing his head between the tiny gap separating mine and Nolan’s asses.

He licked my pussy clean of cum and nosed my asshole. He slobbered on Nolan’s balls like a good little slut, and ended up right where he’d started: on his hands and knees.

When we were finished, I was a panting mess. It wasn’t even the start time for mine and Tony’s date, and I couldn’t move a muscle. They’d fucked me into oblivion, the both of them even better in tandem than Nolan alone.

My chemistry partner pushed his glasses up his nose, smiling at me as he took a seat next to my face. I was still face-down, panting, arm hanging uselessly off the edge of the couch while I twitched and shuddered. Cum spilled out of every hole, and I didn’t even know where it had all come from—or from ­who—anymore.

I didn’t care. My body was alight with nerves, my holes gaped by Nolan’s huge dick, and I was out of commission.

Tony checked his watch, standing next to where Nolan sat because the couch was full with my splayed-out, used-up body, and the hung nerd who dominated us both.

“So, still wanna go on that date, Peyton?” Tony asked. He smiled. “I was thinking Balboa Park.”

Both of the boys looked expectantly at me.

I took back everything I said about Dr. Kinsley and his class and college: It was going to be awesome if this was what waited for me.

“H-How about . . . pizza instead?” I eked out.

Nolan slapped my puffy ass, leaving a small red handprint that I wouldn’t soon forget. “That’s my girl,” he murmured. “Let’s stuff our faces, and then I’ll stuff your holes again, yeah?”

Hell fucking yeah.
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The End!
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Hope you enjoyed this short, horny story! Keep reading the Snared and Shared series for more unexpected shenanigans like this!
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And take a look at other series like this one, with:

Older Man Obsession: Influencer girl wants hot older guys and will show others how to get theirs!

Little Addict: Hot college girl comes home for break to bang five silver-fox daddies she’s always wanted.

The Pet Professor: Sexy professor gets ganged by all the hung students she craves.
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If you’d like to stay up to speed on all my new releases, and you enjoy free erotic books in your inbox every few days, join my newsletter at bellabeaumont.com.
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For more books like this one that are free in KU and raunchy as hell, take a look at my Amazon profile page!

[image: ]

For more taboo and forbidden stories, check out my Smashwords profile, where I only publish books that would never be allowed on Amazon!
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For a little bit of both worlds – taboo and traditional erotica (but mostly taboo), take a look at my Ream subscription service! Multiple tiers, hundreds of thousands of words of smut.
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