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Chapter One


T
here’s nothing worse than bad sex.

That’s exactly what I was thinking as my boyfriend, Teddy, was railing me from behind. He was grabbing onto my ass for dear life—white-knuckling as he embedded his fingers into my cheeks and thrust for all he was worth. Oh, he was energetic and . . . enthusiastic, for sure. He
 was having a grand old time.

But of course he would be. I’m a Grade-A catch. A non-GMO, thick-thighed, you’d-beg-me-to-sit-on-your-face-with-my-fat-ass, dimepiece. It’s no secret that everyone at my college wants to fuck me, but they’re all angrily waiting in line waiting for Roo to keel over. And, at the end of the day, it’s my
 decision who I give my body to, as much as that pisses all the guys off (and it does).

I choose to give it to Roo. Or, at least, once upon a time I chose to give myself to Roo because it seemed like a good idea at the time. But the spark wasn’t there anymore. Like a flickering candle running out of wax to burn, we were just barely staying alive—coasting. We had been for a while.

Oh, and Teddy is Roo. It’s my cutesy name for my lackluster boyfriend. Theodore was shortened to Teddy, which was shortened to Roosevelt (by me), which was shortened to Roo (also by me). I don’t know if he likes the endearing name, but it’s not his job to like it. Tons of people don’t like their nicknames, but the rule of nicknames is that you don’t get to make them up yourself. You have to live with what you get.

Which is what I was doing as Roo squirmed in between my thick thighs: living with what I got. Just surviving. I could feel his narrow hips against the warm insides of my thighs, and then he angled himself to pound my pussy deeper.

I almost groaned and rolled my eyes—not that he would have seen that—when he slapped my ass with a loud thunderclap. But I didn’t want him to mistake my groan for a moan. I’d given Roo enough fake moans. He wasn’t getting anymore from me . . . not tonight, anyway.

Oh, God, that’s what’s going through my head while I’m getting fucked
: fake moans and candle wax. If that’s not a sign of things to come, I don’t know what is.

He had no nuance as he plunged into me—just jackhammering away like an amateur, as if he was just happy to be getting some. Which was weird, because Teddy was a handsome guy. He wasn’t some dorky, hopeless romantic virgin like Aiden (but we’ll get into Aiden later). He was handsome, built nice and toned. Fine. Teddy probably got laid all the time before he met me, and he would continue to get laid plenty once I was long gone.

Another bad sign, I could tell: already planning on leaving, on escaping, like it was an imminent inevitability.

Poor Roo.

I guess there was nothing wrong
 with the sex, but I think that was the problem . . .

I liked wrong. As much as I didn’t seem like it on the outside, I was kinky as hell. Pull my hair until my head yanks back, snap my choker while I’m deepthroating you, tie me up, handcuff me, blindfold me . . . I’m into all that. The nastier it is, the more I’ll probably like it.

But I don’t come across that way to the average person. I’m not some buxom bimbo in a short skirt letting my ass hang out, twerking and grinding up against your package in the club, just begging you to punish me. Okay, I am buxom—my tits are fat and heavy and I grew into them young—but the other stuff is just not my style. You have to coax it out of me. Find the animal within, let her out of the cage . . . or keep her locked in the cage. I’d probably like that, too. 

Also, I’d known and been with Teddy for too long, and once you start a relationship one way—vanilla, in our case—it’s hard to deviate away from that. It’s hard to reinvent the wheel once you’re already on the road, as it were.

Doggy-style was about as adventurous as we got.

He started groaning as his cock glided in and out of my pussy. I was struggling to keep interest.

I wasn’t as dry as the Sahara, but I wasn’t as wet as a slip-n-slide, either. I was somewhere in between—starting to get turned on, but at this rate it would take hours for me to cum.

And fuck that.

I slid my hand between my legs, caressing my tits on the way down, while my other hand kept me aloft on the bed. I was trying to be sneaky as my hand made its way over my pubis. I didn’t want him to see that I was playing with my clit, or else I knew he’d get self-conscious and probably sad. That’s how most boys are, it seems.

But I needed to get the party going. So, I pinched my pink little lovebean between two fingers and rubbed it like only I know how to, and my lips finally parted for the first time that night. A bolt of electric ecstasy shot through my body as I diddled my enflamed clit.

I could feel the ripples of Roo’s body pressing against mine with every thrust—the way my skin rolled in waves, across my big round ass, up my spine. The inertia of Teddy’s sweaty body pelting against mine made me rock on the bed.

He was starting to thrust harder, more furiously. His groans and moans were picking up in speed—he’d always been the more vocal one during our sexcapades. Some of my friends thought that was weird, but I didn’t care.

I was finally starting to feel
 something, and Roo could tell. Unfortunately, it wasn’t from Roo’s cock, which he couldn’t tell.

Now, again, there was nothing wrong
 with Teddy’s cock. It was average size, maybe even a little bigger, maybe not. It had a nice girth to it, he was circumcised, so it was a pretty cock. Other girls would probably give their left tit to be on their knees sucking his dick.

But I’m not other girls.

He could reach pretty deep into my cunt tunnel, but, again, it came back to his style. He lacked style and substance in his fucking. He didn’t have that “it” factor that I craved.

I would’ve much preferred a smaller cock ramming my pussy if the guy knew how to use it to its utmost potential. I’d had small guys in the past, before Roo, and they had always been some of my best lays, because they were inventive and worked their way around their shortcomings.

In the end, the little guys’ shortcomings became their greatest strengths, leading me to cum over and over again like a fire hydrant with my eyes rolling in the back of my head. Then the smug bastards always left with a satisfied expression on their face, their chest a little pumped out, like they had a horsecock swinging between their thighs, clapping against their kneecaps.

What most of them didn’t realize was that it was all the other
 stuff that set my libido on fire and left me drenched. Their peckers were the icing on the cake, if they knew how to use it. But it was the gentle caressing, the hard fingering followed by slow meandering, the G-spot pressing, the asshole tonguing . . .

I was typically an easy cummer, so that wasn’t saying much.

But it was always a chore with Roo. He was a one-trick pony.

As my hand furiously rubbed my clit, the tip of my finger brushed against Teddy’s wet cock as it slid out from me. My eyes went wide, hoping he wouldn’t notice—that he was in too much of a frenzy.

“Call me daddy, babe!” he yelled, which confirmed my suspicion that he was oblivious.

I furrowed my brow. He thrust into me again, hard enough so that my forehead almost knocked against the headboard.

He hardly ever asked anything of me, so this was new.

Hm, maybe I could even get into it.

“Oh, give it to me harder, daddy! Punish my poor little pussy!” I shouted.

I’m sure my neighbors hated me, but fuck ‘em. This was my apartment, I made enough to live here alone, and it wasn’t my fault that the walls were paper-thin. Plus, I was into exhibitionism if it ever presented itself, and I often got off masturbating by imagining my next-door neighbor spying on me like a creepy voyeur.

Teddy grunted, swinging his hips into me once more. His cock shot up my V-valley and now I was thoroughly wet. He had almost his entire dick inside me, which meant he was punching pretty deep.

“Fuck yeah, you like that, huh, you little bitch?” he growled.

My hand clenched the sheets next to my pillow. I bent my head down, so my forehead was resting on a cloud..

“Ugh, yes, daddy, I love it when you use my like your little toy!” I yelled, my voice muffled by the fabric.

My body wavered back and forth. After every thrust, he would pull on my asscheeks and bring me with him, not ever letting his cock get too far away from the warmth of my pussy.

He slapped my ass again—hard enough so I yipped.

I closed my eyes and continued to rub myself down as he fucked me. With my eyes closed, I could feel every nerve-ending lighting on fire. Liquids leaked out of my cunt, dripping down my pussy lips, to the crease at the bottom of my buttcheeks, down my thighs . . .

I was digging this.

Roo was pulling his weight!

While keeping one hand firmly latched onto my ass, his other hand pushed down on my back, near my shoulder blades. If I hadn’t already been leaning forward into my pillow, it would’ve been a hot move—a dominant one.

His fingers curled around my shoulder. They were sweaty and warm.

I pushed my ass backward, timing my twerk with his thrust so that we didn’t collide in a terrible way. I was starting to make ocean waves of my own, rocking back and forth as he skewered my pussy and had me close to orgasm.

My fingers between my legs continued to do their work—twiddling and rubbing in a circular motion. My own pussy juices lapped off my pussy lips and trickled onto my hand, while also drizzling down between my legs to splatter onto my bedsheets.

“God, you’re so fucking wet, you naughty whore!” he yelled.

“Yes, yes!” I panted. “Show me what a big man you are, babe! Show me how you own that pussy!”

I started to moan—for real, this time. I shocked even myself.

I bit my bottom lip as my forehead dug into the pillow with every thrust.

“I’m not your babe,
 slut! I’m your master!”

I almost snorted from laughter, but kept it to myself. Okay, Roo, whatever you say. Hearing him try to talk dirty was quite an experience—on one hand, I appreciated the effort. On the other, he wasn’t well versed, by any means.

He gripped my shoulder harder. He slammed his hips against my pussy, sending the entirety of his cock into me.

I cried out, bit my lip hard enough to taste blood.

Then I opened my mouth. My tongue fell out.

I felt like a good, naughty little whore. A submissive plaything. I felt used, just like I wanted.

And I came.

My eyes remained shut as I licked my pillow like a good bitch and a torrent of bliss swept through my body.

Roo grunted, then he made a gruff noise and his hand on my shoulder moved back to my ass. With both hands, he gripped my waist—which was much smaller in ratio to my booty, just as it should be. He could almost wrap his hands all the way around my waist and touch fingertips.

God, how I knew every man wanted to do that.

“I’m c-cumming!” he yelled, barely giving me any warning. His voice was frantic, losing all that sexual, gruesome appeal that he’d just shown me.

I was still in the midst of my own climax, so I couldn’t form the words to speak. I’d lost the use of my vocal faculties, for the time being. It was an amazing feeling—cumming always was.

That’s what we’re here to do, right? Feel good and climax, and then do it over and over again until you die? Maybe pop out a baby or three along the journey?

“Inside?!” he questioned, his voice rising in pitch.

“N-No!” I screamed, my own voice stuttering from the aftershock of my orgasm.

He shoved into me, hard, one last time.

My pussy felt raw and tender now, like it would be bruised red for a week after he was done with me, even though I knew it wouldn’t.

Roo never seemed to have the power to make me cum my brains out, but here I was, yelling and biting into my pillow like a dog.

I clenched my jaws shut and felt him pull out just as his cock started to expand inside me and stretch my walls.

His cock was soaked and sticky as it slapped down between my asscrack.

He rubbed once between my ass, hotdogging my crack with his pretty cock.

Then he exploded with a shout.

I felt the warm jizz splash onto my back with his first blast. It arched over my formidable asscheeks and splattered onto my curved back, almost getting into my hair, which swept down to the middle of my back.

His second and third spurts poured more cum onto my naked body, but this time it oozed out rather than jetting out like a spitwad.

The entire time he came, he clutched my smooth, round asscheeks, until he was squeezing so hard that it became uncomfortable.

My orgasm had long since subsided, and I was ready to abort the mission.

But Roo had done right by me—especially after all the shit I’d been thinking in my head. I was impressed. Proud.

If we never fucked again, at least we went out on a win.

As the air left his lungs in a deflated moan, he leaned forward onto my body, pushing me further into the bed.

We lay like that for a while, our sweaty bodies mingled together, gathering our breaths, returning to the land of non-erotic normalcy.

And, I thought, maybe I would give Teddy a little bit longer.

Maybe it wasn’t time to drop the old ball-and-chain after all.

But even as I thought that, I knew it would be a tough cookie to swallow . . . because there was another guy out there who I had my eyes on . . .

I just couldn’t help it. It made me feel dirty, but we already know how much I love that.


Worst of all, the guy I’m talking about was, like, totally not available.

Which of course made me want him even more . . . 
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Chapter Two


H
is name was Brock Carlson. Well, Professor
 Brock Carlson. Or just Professor C. I don’t know what it was about him, but I almost lost my chance to fall into his seductive web. You see, I was nearing the end of the semester at Mesa College when I finally opened my eyes and realized what I’d been missing.

I think it was around the time that I started losing interest in Teddy—the spark that lit a fire under my ass.

One day, quite suddenly, I saw Professor C for what he was: the most eligible bachelor at Mesa College.

Maybe it was a red flag that he’d never been married, I don’t know. But I’m a big fan of red flags, if my checkered past is anything to go by.

He was good looking in that “I could’ve been a Hollywood actor but decided to train the youth of tomorrow, because I’m admirable like that” sort of way. He was Budget George Clooney. He was tall and handsome, with a face that looked perfectly chiseled out of marble. An Italian statue carved by Michelangelo. He always had a five o’clock shadow that was a healthy mix of pepper and salt, and I just wanted to run my hand over that grizzled mug.

He wore nice-fitting suits every day to class, which already put him head and shoulders above my peers. The boys at my college couldn’t be bothered to dress like classy 1940s gangsters, much less wear any kind of appealing garb. I bet half the guys I went to school with didn’t even wear boxers, they just went commando to feel “free,” to let their cock and balls hang out like some genital loiterers. I bet Brock wore velvet boxers, or maybe tight-fitting boxer-briefs that accentuated his bulge when he walked around his penthouse suite, home alone . . .

Okay, living on a professor’s wage wasn’t going to get him a penthouse suite, so that was out of the cards. My daydream fantasy could only be stretched so far. But he did
 wear nice clothes, that’s the point I’m trying to make.

Just his name was enough to get my going: Brock.
 Powerful, unique (somewhat), strong, commanding. It wasn’t just because he was a professor that he demanded attention—he had that glow about him that seduced everyone around. He was smart—clearly—confident, and he seemed to have no flaws.

There was little wonder why 70% of his students were women. We were all trying to glob onto Professor C, to win him over and become the first girl to seduce him (that we knew of).

I joined the game late, as I said. My mind had been abuzz with depressing thoughts of breaking it off with Teddy, and when it finally cleared, it was like night and day.

It was eye-opening once I could finally see myself with Professor C. And that’s when my daydreaming went wild: I imaged walking arm-in-arm with him down the boardwalk, checking out the glistening waves on a hot summer afternoon . . . before he took me to a fancy hotel, wined and dined me at the Prado or Tower 66 and then gingerly led me to the hotel suite he’d booked.

Then he’d watch in the full-length mirror behind me as I slowly undressed—he was too classy to stare me down like a piece of meat. It was more of a turn-on to know that he watched me out the corner of his eye. And once I was fully naked, with my big tits hanging down in front of me, wobbling eagerly, my nipples hard enough to cut diamonds, my thick thighs barely rubbing together . . .

Then he’d lay me down on the bed, unbuckle his belt, and whip out his fat cock. He’d slap it on my tummy, showing me who was boss, and then he’d stick it in me and stretch me out like the good little cocksleeve I so eagerly wanted to be.

I didn’t want to be just anyone’s
 cocksleeve—like, Teddy didn’t have that natural charm—but for Brock Carlson, I’d let him have his way with me. Without a doubt. I’d beg him to use me and abuse me, even though he probably wasn’t into that rough stuff. Maybe I could even teach him
 a thing or two, after all the lessons in class I learned from him. A mutual exchange.

I sat in class the next day wondering all these things. Professor C was my English teacher, so he had a way with words that was second to none—another thing that no one my age cared about.

What happened to poetry and the art of seduction in my generation?

These days, it was just—meet at a party, go to a club downtown or go bar-hopping, get trashed, makeout, maybe bang in the bathroom . . . or take an Uber home and have some sloppy sex on the couch. Then leave in the morning—not even with any taxi money on the nightstand, since everyone had Uber or Lyft on their phones. Alternatively, you met someone through one of the dating apps, and then eventually that led down the same path as above.

I guess I was a bit of a hopeless romantic in that sense, always wondering where we went wrong. There were plenty of things that my generation had right, but the connectivity with technology—which actually led to a greater disconnect than it did human relationships—was not one of them.

We’d lost the ability to fall in love at first sight. There were always subtexts and squinted, suspicious eyes when you found someone you thought you clicked with. It was like, “You’re too perfect . . . what’s the catch? What’s fucked up about you?”

I was sitting there in my seat, my elbows on the desk, my head cradled in my palms, wondering all this. I had no doubt that I had a glazed look in my eyes as I stared straight ahead, watching Brock Carlson saunter up and down the front of the room, lecturing his class full of eager, horny minxes.

I wondered: What’s the catch with you,
 Professor C? Why do you seem so perfect? Are you a serial killer in disguise? Did you have to flee your small home state of Arkansas because you became a registered sex offender after messing with an underage girl, so you came here, to California, where you could blend in amongst all the other pedophiles? (Not saying that California has a greater number of pedophiles per capita than any other state, or anything, but based on population numbers alone . . . the odds were high.)

My farfetched brain ran too rampant. If people knew half the shit that I was thinking at any time throughout the day, I’d certainly be in jail, or the psyche ward.

Part of the reason that Brock was so unattainable was that the competition was too stiff (har har). Any girl in the room would drop their blouse to their ankles or hike their skirts above their asses for Brock Carlson at any given moment. I was not special in that. It was clear in every girl’s eyes (and a few boys’) that they would do anything to be on their knees in front of the good professor.

They all wanted him just as badly as I did.

But, the other reason he was impossible to nail down, was simply because he was a professor. It’s not that I was underage and he was too old or anything like that—age is just a number and all—but with all the news items of professors getting in trouble for fooling around with their students . . . it wasn’t likely that classy Mr. Carlson would ever stoop that low.

He didn’t seem like the type who would jeopardize his career for a casual fling. And I didn’t blame him. It had to get old, looking out into the sea of wanting eyes, at those puppy-dog faces, and seeing blank stares after giving a riveting exposé on the economical language and succinct writing of Ernest Hemingway, or how Raymond Carver was the greatest American short story writer in our country’s history.

Seeing those dazed looks in people’s eyes after he lectured us for 60 minutes straight probably led to more than a few heavy sighs in his day.

He just wanted to be a professor, to teach, but he was surrounded by horny, hormonal women all the time. His words went in one ear and out the other, in most cases.

Maybe if he was teaching erotic
 fiction, then the girls would pay more attention. Then I
 would pay more attention, for sure.

But, as it was, I just wanted to rip those tailored, pressed slacks off his body and lick his inner thighs until his boxer-briefs-expanded bulge pressed against my forehead. I wanted to sit him up on his own teacher’s desk and peel his underwear off with my teeth, then let his big dick flop onto my face so I could lick it until it became hard and covered my eyelids.

I wanted to slobber on his fat cock until my eyes were weeping and I couldn’t see because everything was blurry because he was deepthroating me so hard. Then he was forcing my head deeper down his tremendous girth, expanding my throat and facefucking me until I couldn’t breathe.

Alas. Some things are never meant to be.

I sighed, crossing my legs underneath my desk. I’d made myself incredibly horny, and was starting to feel damp between my thighs. If I wasn’t careful, I’d have to run off to the bathroom and rub one out during the last 10 minutes of Professor C’s lecture.

Speaking of that—it did
 seem like people in this class went to the bathroom more often than any other class I’d ever been in. Maybe it was just a figment of my imagination . . . or maybe all the girls really were as horny and lustful for Brock as I was.

But I didn’t want to miss a single moment of the professor strutting around—he loved to pace in front of the class with his head bowed, staring at the ground. It was adorable, and showed that he truly cared about the things he was saying.

He would gesticulate wildly in the air, talking as much with his hands as he did with his words. Then he would run a hand through his short-trimmed, black-and-silver hair and face the class after a five-minute monologue, seeing if we were still paying attention, and the classroom would let out a communal moan of longing. We were all still paying attention.

Except for Aiden Donohue, a black-haired little dude who always sat next to me in class. He never really paid much attention to Professor C, because he was always paying attention to me. I knew that because, out of the corner of my eye, I always caught him glancing at me. He’d ripen like a cherry tomato and quickly turn away. It was another adorable gesture, but I couldn’t be bothered with the lustful little guy.

When I was mentioning what a typical, Type A Bro my boyfriend Teddy was, I used Aiden as a comparison. Aiden was that virginal, dorky, hopeless romantic kid in class who seemed to excel in all things academic, but seriously lacked the social graces to ever get himself laid. He probably had joined Professor C’s class just to stare at all the tits and asses parading around the room as the girls shuffled in and took their seats. He was the type of kid who showed up early to every class, which drove everyone bat-shit, and he probably did it just so he could have a front-row look at all the girls walking in.

He got good grades, he answered Brock’s questions more than anyone else in the room, and he altogether annoyed the hell out of plenty of people. Poor guy.

It wasn’t that Aiden was bad looking—he was somewhat effeminate and quite short, but he was cute. He had pale skin and black curly hair—I suspected that his hair was dyed black from its original orange, since Aiden Donohue was such an Irish sounding name, but what did I know? I couldn’t prove it, and he’d never had orange hair before in my presence. It’s just what I assumed he should
 have, were he going au naturel.

Anyway, Aiden and I had one thing in common, and that was that we were both hopeless romantics looking for love in all the wrong places.

I wanted Professor Brock Carlson. Aiden wanted me.

We both wanted things we couldn’t have.

I couldn’t have Professor C because of the aforementioned professor thing, and because of the difficulty it would take to beat out all the other chicks grinding on his nuts, and Aiden couldn’t have me because I was with Teddy.

Everyone knew I was with Teddy. Like I said, I was a catch, and all the boys wandering through the halls always stared at my sashaying ass for an extra-long amount of time as I passed by. The number of seconds that someone stares at you as you walk by, in my opinion, directly correlates to how desirable you are in the eyes of others.

So, if guys were checking out my tits and thick booty for eight or nine seconds, that meant that I was probably an eight or nine in their books—and that numbers game can be a harsh scale.

I’ve asked a few of my guy friends before, pointing at a hot blonde or a wild redhead that walked in front of us, “What do you give her?”

“Eh, seven.” Or, “She’s a five-and-a-half with her hair like that, but she could be a seven if she let it loose around her shoulders.” I always ended up wide-eyed amazed at the numbers these guys put on these sexy, beautiful mamas.

Like, where did these guys get the audacity?
 I think these dudes seriously overestimated their earning potential—the amount of game and confidence they exuded to the common woman.

I mean, who is a five to judge a ten? Most guys in college were not
 great looking. They were still growing into their bodies, or pimple-faced, or they didn’t work out at all so they were scrawny, or they over-worked-out to compensate for their small dicks or their lack of brains. The point is, they were very harsh critics when it came to these beautiful women, when what they should
 be doing is taking a nice long look in the mirror at themselves, to try to up their game more visually.

Because the girls in college decidedly were
 hot. It’s no secret—it’s half the reason that most guys end up going to college anyway, because the eighteen to twenty-four-year-olds are in the prime of their lives, and you’ll never find a bigger sea of fish anywhere else. And it’s a sea where most of the fish are DTF (Down To Fuck).

That’s a tangent, I know, but I feel like I must justify why I’m still with Teddy. He doesn’t quite fit the description of the typical college dude—yes, he works out too much and he cares about his body much more than his brain. But, he can also be charming, sometimes.

And, most of all, girls want him. Maybe that’s why I first got together with him, because I felt special that he wanted me.
 It’s kind of petty and lacking self-esteem, in hindsight, but we do crazy things when we’re horny and hormonal.

So, the fact that I was with Roo meant that, in theory, other girls couldn’t have him. I loved seeing the jealous looks in the other girls’ eyes as we passed through the halls holding hands. It’s like I could see the death threats in the eyes of every woman, and on the scowls of the chick’s faces.

It just led me to smirk and hold my head a bit higher. Hey, whatever will give me more self-esteem and confidence, so be it. Maybe it’s just nice to be wanted. It’s nice to feel special.

And, at least in public, I usually felt special around Teddy, if only because it made everyone else around us so angry. Hell, it even made some of my best girlfriends jealous that I was with him and they weren’t.

There’s no way that Teddy could have been oblivious to the effect he had on people—girls especially—but he never played it off like he was a hotshot. Maybe that’s another thing that attracted me to him, at first—he was pretty humble for being so hot.

Because he had every right to be braggadocious. There was the little tidbit that he was a damned good football player, for instance. Many people at school believed that he’d be offered scholarships once he was done here and transferring, and that he might even have a future in the NFL.

There’s a high probability that girls saw him as a potential meal ticket, in the future, which is why everyone wanted him.

But, at the end of the day, he didn’t satisfy me anymore. Fuck it, I’ll throw him back into the sea and let the sharks have him. Let them roam around his floundering body until they pounce and kill each other off.

Let the best woman win.

It wasn’t going to be me for very much longer. I didn’t want to be the best woman—the center of attention, the star in Teddy’s eye—any longer. 

I had my sights set on Professor Brock Carlson . . .

Class let out. I noticed because people were starting to stand.

I blinked a few times, then looked right and made the mistake of looking left and my eyes locked with Aiden’s. He smiled at me, showing two deep dimples in his cheeks.

I gave him a half-smile—he was cute, like I said, and I wasn’t a complete
 bitch.

As I was walking out of class, it came to my attention that I hadn’t heard or registered a single word that had come out of Professor C’s mouth over the past twenty minutes.

I felt guilty. I was a terrible student—my grades were all right, but I was a shit listener.

As I reached the door, I heard a voice: “Uh, Miss Morrison? Cari?”

I froze in the doorway.

I squeezed myself to the side to let Aiden pass.

That was me: Cari Morrison. My cheeks reddened.

Oh, God, what did he want?

I turned around and faced Professor Carlson, who sat on the edge of his desk. I thought I could see the hint of a bulge in his nicely-pressed slacks, the way his legs were slightly parted . . . it probably wasn’t appropriate for him to be sitting like that, but I wasn’t about to complain to the school board.

“Y-Yes?” I asked, my voice much meeker sounding in my ears than I’d intended.

“Could I speak with you for a minute?” His voice was gruff and low. It turned me on even more.

I nodded profusely. What was I going to do, turn my professor down for an after-class meet-up?

Hell no . . .

This was my chance!
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Chapter Three


I
was pretty nervous as I walked up to the desk where Professor C sat. He was lounging off the corner edge, like some seductive Jeff Goldblum wannabe, one leg raised slightly higher than the other.

By the time I meandered over, the classroom was empty besides Brock and I. Walking with my eyes facing the ground, I had the universal ashamed look, even though I didn’t know what he was going to say. I guess I was just embarrassed and anxious. As I stepped forward, I glanced up and definitely
 saw the hint of a bulge this time. I could see his cute plaid socks, too, the way his slacks were bunched up near his waist by the way he sat.

Brock Carlson was entirely too comfortable around people half his age. He just exuded confidence, knew he owned the classroom, and wasn’t afraid to show his dominance.

It was so freaking hot.

But my bimbo brain quickly melted when the first words escaped his mouth.

“I’ve got some troubling news, Miss Morrison—”

“Please, call me Cari, Professor.”

He cleared his throat and stood up from the desk, to his full height. I was a tall girl at about 5’9”, but he towered over me, at least 6-feet-something.

I could tell my eyes were big and dreamy as they craned upward to meet his chiseled face. I gulped and clasped my hands in front of my stomach.

“Okay, Cari,” he said, then rounded the desk and went to stand on the other side of it—the teacher’s side. As he brushed past me, I got a faint whiff of earthy cologne and that new book smell that people love so much.

It made my heart stutter in my chest.

I just hoped my nipples weren’t getting hard beneath my cardigan, but there was a good chance they were, and an even better chance that it was noticeable.

At least the cardigan didn’t make things too obvious—I didn’t want to come across like a horny teen, after all.

He crossed his arms over his chest, stared at me for a second until I looked away, then he faced his desk. He started absentmindedly fiddling with the textbook sitting in front of him, flipping a page here and there.

It was odd. It was almost like he
 was suddenly nervous.

Was Professor C checking me out for reals, for, like, the first time, and liking what he saw?

The thought excited me.

“What seems to be the problem, sir?” I asked, feeling like an idiot after the words escaped my mouth. Brock was the “cool” professor—there was no need for me to sound so formal.

“Well, word has gotten back to me that you might not be pulling your weight in the group project,” he said.

I furrowed my brow. The first thought that went through my mind was, of course, Who snitched?


Professor C was talking about a group research and writing assignment that I was joined in with three other students. It was to be our final, and each member had to “pull their weight,” as the professor put it.

The task was to mimic a favorite author or two from the ones we’d studied in class, and try to write like him or her. My ground had chosen F. Scott Fitzgerald, but I’d unfortunately skimmed through his books and didn’t have a clue where to begin.

Still: Who snitched?!


“Who said that?” I asked, putting my hands on my wide hips.

Professor C gave me a luscious half-smile. “That’s not important.”


It is to me.
 “Well . . .”

“The project is due in three days and they say you haven’t been communicating with them. Is something wrong?”

“I . . . I don’t think so. I’ve just been at a loss, I guess.”

“Because of the project, or the author you chose?”

“No, just, you know, home stuff. I guess I’ve been distracted.”

“Ah. Okay. I get it. That stuff can be debilitating. But you can’t let it get you sidetracked from finishing the class, if possible. I’d hate to have to give you a bad grade.”

Yeah, getting a bad grade would suck, but maybe then I could do some . . . “extracurricular activity” to bump it up? Maybe Professor C would just have to punish me like the bad girl I am . . .

“I know,” I said, gulping again. I looked down and noticed my feet were pointed inward, almost like I was trying to hold in my bladder . . . or stop myself from getting wet.

He scratched his gruff chin, making that finger-on-whisker grating sound that was such a turn-on, and said, “Can I count on you to do better?”

I nodded profusely. “Yes, Professor, I promise I’ll finish strong.”

“Good, because you have a high B right now . . .”

“I know. I’ll let the group know I’m still part of the gang. I’ll pull my weight. Promise.”

“Excellent, that’s the spirit. That’s what I like to hear, Cari.”

We stared at each other awkwardly for a moment. He smiled, then I smiled. I had to force myself to not give him the old once-over. I already had his body type and stature tattooed in my brain—Brock Carlson wasn’t going anywhere.

I had no doubt I’d be masturbating to a dirty daydream involving him later on that day.

“O-Okay then,” I said. “Is that all?”

He cleared his throat, nodded abruptly. “Yeah. Have a good day, Miss Mo—Cari.”

I smiled again. “Thanks, Professor. You, too.”

I made my escape as quickly as I could, but also made sure to sashay my ass to and fro, just in case he was watching.

Outside the classroom, my friend Melinda was waiting for me. She had the class textbook hugged against her tits, and looked at me expectantly, like, “Well, what’s the tea?”

I stuck my arm in her arm and we walked off like that, bodies rubbing closely together.

“Ooh, is little Cari in trouuuble?” she said, eyes squinting as her brows raised.

Melinda was a hot bitch—our kind usually stick together—and knew it. She was my cohort, my wing-woman, my best friend for the past year. We probably weren’t going to go to the same four-year university after transferring from community, but she was the best friend I had at this place. We’d become close, and I told her practically everything.

I felt my face get warm when she said that. “Nooo,” I said meekly, mischievously.

“Don’t lie, bitch. Tell me, did he smell like Moby Dick?”

My head lurched back as we continued walking down the hall, through crowds of people at the lockers, ignoring them all. “What the hell?”

“New books,” she clarified.

“I mean . . . yeah, he smelled like new books.”

She rolled her eyes dreamily, glanced up at the ceiling. Then she flicked her long black hair off her shoulder. “God, he’s so fucking fine.”

“I know. Damn.”

“Too bad we’re his students. I bet he could take care of both
 of us, yeah?”

I snorted and squished my face closer to hers. “You’re such a whore, Linny!”

She shrugged. “Whatever. I know what I like—and intelligent, tall, sharp-dressed professors that smell like a first edition version of Moby Dick . . . that’s the jackpot. God, I just want to call him Daddy.”

I kept chuckling as we made it outside the hall. It was a bright, sunny day, so I reached into my bag and grabbed my sunglasses and threw them on.

The parking lot was filled with hundreds of cars, coming and going at all hours, like usual.

“No, but really, what did Professor Cocksman want?” she asked, donning her own pair of stylish sunglasses. That was her endearing nickname for Professor C, which didn’t surprise me one bit. But it did always make me laugh.

“Someone in my group snitched on me. Said I wasn’t participating.”

“What! Who’d’ya think it is?”

“Probably that goody two-shoes Jessica.”

“That little bitch!”

“I know. She’s always trying to cozy up to Brock, but doesn’t she know that petty shit like that turns guys off? No one likes a tattletale.”

Melinda scoffed, her beautiful, gaunt face screwing up. “Oh, are you on a first-name basis with the good professor now? Brock
, bitch, really?”

I shrugged. “Actually, we are. Well . . . he calls me Cari now, anyway.”

Melinda licked her top row of teeth, seeming impressed. “Well, it’s a step in the right direction, I guess.”

After a momentary pause, I said, “Gah, I wish we were in a group together. I can’t deal with Jess and the others.”

Melinda scoffed. “Yeah, right, babe. We’d never get anything done—spend all day gawking at the hot prof! It’s probably best that the groups were picked randomly.”

I scratched the back of my neck. “I guess.”

We seemed to have run out of things to talk about. Both of us stared out into the sea of cars as we stood at the edge of the curb that led into the zoo-like parking lot. We were standing still, eyes darting left and right, checking out the guys and girls behind the wheels of the cars passing by.

“Where’re you going?” she finally asked.

“Home, I guess,” I said. “I need something to eat. You? Need a ride?”

“Nah, I got another class coming up in fifteen. So, you’re good?”

I tilted my head, furrowed my brow. “Huh? Yeah, I’m good. What do you mean?”

“I mean with Teddy. I know he’s been driving you up the wall. I can see it on your face—you look distracted all the time, girl.”

I sighed. “Oh. That. Yeah, we’ll see. I need to take a good long look at everything, I guess. Reassess the entire situation.”

She puffed out her bottom lip, seemingly impressed with my answer once more. “Hm. Sounds very adultish of you, Cari.”

“I know.”

“Well, text me later. Might be throwing a party at my house tonight.”

“Oh, shit,” I said. “If you do, let me know.”

“Will do.” She leaned in and tilted her face at the last moment, and we kissed cheeks. Then she sauntered off and waved at me over her shoulder.

I watched her ass flounce away and wondered if guys thought mine looked nicer than hers. Because her bouncing booty looked good,
 especially all tightly pressed together in those baby blue jeans she wore.

With Linny gone, I zigzagged my way through the parking lot until I found my old, gray Honda Civic. It was nearly a 20-year-old car—we were born around the same time—and it sat between two empty spots, looking lonely.

I got in, threw my backpack on the passenger seat, and stuck my key in the ignition. Turned the key, and—

Nothing.

I pursed my lips together, tried again. Still nothing. Not even a rumble or a click. It’s like my battery was completely dead, or something. I didn’t know, I wasn’t a car expert.

I just knew that I was pissed. This was the last thing I wanted—to have to call Triple A or a towing company, or ask someone for a ride.

“Fuck!” I yelled, slapping the steering wheel. It was hot from the midday sun.

I sat there for a moment, fuming, debating whether I should text Linny and see if she could help me or not. But I knew she wasn’t driving right now, and she also had class, so what could she do?

No, I needed someone who could actually help.

So, I texted Teddy, my fingers flying over the phone keypad.

Hey you, whatchu doing?

I sat in the driver’s seat until the heat became unbearable—it was already hot as balls in there from baking in the sun all day—so I stood outside my door and leaned on the side of the car. I sighed again, waiting.

My phone buzzed.

He said, Not much. Why what’s up?


Me: I need help. Car died.


Teddy: Bummer. Can’t.


I frowned. The fuck you mean “Can’t,” Roo? I’m your girlfriend,
 for fuck’s sake, right?

Me: Y not?


Teddy: Got football practice. Can’t miss it.


Ugh, of course he did. It was mid-afternoon. Football practice was, like, every day.

Me: What should I do?


Teddy: I dunno. Call a tow truck? Call your mom?


My mom lived on the other side of town, so that wasn’t going to happen. Plus, I didn’t want to come across as helpless—though I was doing a pretty good job of that right now, with Teddy.

I could practically hear the indifference through his words. He didn’t give a shit what I did, and that’s one of the things that pissed me off. Had I not texted him, I wouldn’t have heard from him until the end of the day, if even, or well into the night.

I always had to initiate the conversation, it seemed.

Was it so wrong to want someone who checked in with his girl every once in a while? Like, what the hell? It’s a two-way street, buddy.

I seethed for a bit, typed three different responses, and erased them all. Finally, I gave up.

He didn’t deserve a reply.

As I was putting my phone in my pocket, relegated to defeat, I heard a low engine rumbling behind me. I turned around and spotted a white Mustang driving by. It stopped directly behind me and my car. It was one of the old body styles—not a new, aggressive one—and probably older than my 20-year-old Honda.

It looked like a ‘90s car. What did they call those old Mustangs? Fox-trots? Fox-bodies?

I scrunched my face up, then pressed my sunglasses up the bridge of my nose and leaned forward. I couldn’t quite see into the passenger side.

The window slowly rolled down.

Aiden Donohue poked his head out in my direction, leaning over the passenger seat. He had a dimple-filled smile on his face.

With his oversized sunglasses wrapping his pale face, he actually looked pretty cute. Somehow, the flashy Mustang fit him, because it wasn’t flashy in a “look how much money I have,” but more a, “I like to go fast, but this is all I can afford” type of way. Like, at least he was trying.


“Hey, Cari,” he said in his soft voice.

“Hi, Aiden.”

“What’re you doing just standing here? You look bummed.”

I shrugged, turned, and slapped the hood of my car. Then I turned back. “Old Bertha here died on me.”

“Your car’s name is Bertha?”

“No. I just mean . . . never mind. I don’t know what I meant.”

His smile remained, but then slowly vanished as he realized I wasn’t in the greatest of moods. “Oh, well, sorry to hear that. Need a ride?”

My eyes lit up, but luckily they were behind my shades, so he couldn’t see. Now, don’t get me wrong, I didn’t want to take advantage of the poor sap, but I did
 need help. I knew if I could get home, I could calm down and think more clearly, then deal with the car later.

“Actually, yeah, I do,” I found myself saying.

He flicked a couple curls of black hair out of his face and said, “Hop on in.” Shrugging, he added, “I got nothing to do.”

“Really?”

He shrugged again.

I opened the door and got in. He had the AC running and it felt marvelous. “Thanks so much, man,” I said, leaning my head back.

“No worries.”

He worked the gearshift between us, his hand darting back and then up, and I raised a single brow behind my glasses. A man who knew how to drive stick shift, eh? That’s a rarity these days.

Respect, Aiden. Respect.

Then he hit the gas, the car growled to life, and we zoomed away.

And that’s how I found myself in Aiden Donohue’s car in the middle of the afternoon, after class. 
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Chapter Four


A
s we were driving out of the Mesa College parking lot, slowly making our way through the labyrinthine maze of cars, Aiden stopped to let a car back out in front of us.

Someone I recognized walked by the Mustang on my side of the car, heading toward campus with his arm around a cute girl’s shoulder. His name was Buck Gaines, and he was a football player on Teddy’s team. I tried to get smaller in my seat, but to no avail—the tall, oversized linebacker instinctively turned to look inside the car and saw me sitting there, staring ahead. He said something aloud, then, but I ignored him. I had no doubt that he’d seen who was driving the car, and it wasn’t Teddy.

I knew right then and there that spotting Buck would come to bite me in the ass in the future, I just didn’t know how or when.

As the car in front of us finished reversing and sped away, Aiden shifted into gear and we were back on our way. He hadn’t noticed that Buck had stared me down and shouted something at me.

We left the parking lot without any other incidents. No one had said a word for the first five minutes of our drive, and it was Aiden who broke the awkward silence once we were on the road, heading away from Mesa.

“Music?” he asked.

“Sure.”

He tapped a button on the center console and the radio came to life. It was tuned to 101.5, San Diego’s classic rock station. Tom Petty was nasally crooning about an American Girl.

As we listened to the song, Aiden said, “So, what do you think is wrong with it?”

I blinked. I tuned out everything around me to listen to the guitar solo at the end of the song and to think about my day—being deliciously chastised by Professor C, shooting the shit with Melinda, my car dying, seeing Buck walk by. Teddy being absolutely no help and a useless boyfriend.

“Your car,” he clarified.

“Oh. I dunno.”

“What did it sound like when you tried to start it?”

I shrugged. “Nothing. Wouldn’t start.” I noticed my sentences were brisk—it was clear I wasn’t in a very talkative mood. What had started as horny elation at the thought of Brock Carlson doing his worst to me had morphed into depressing thoughts about everything else in my life. I mean, it’s all relative—nothing was that bad. I lived in the greatest city on Earth, I had a roof over my head and a cute apartment by the beach, I was going to school and getting by with Pell grants and government subsidies so I didn’t even need to work while I went to school. Things weren’t so bad.

But it’s always the little things that we turn into the biggest problems in our heads, isn’t it? Fuckin’ Teddy. Fuckin’ Buck. Fuckin’ car.

“Ah,” Aiden continued, “so no clicking or anything? It’s probably your ignition switch, then. That shouldn’t be too expensive. But at least it didn’t die on you while you were on the freeway or something like that.”

He shifted gear, his thin wrist wobbling with the leather-wrapped stick, and punched the gas to make it through a yellow light. I noticed we were heading toward the beach—toward Pacific Beach where I lived—without him even asking where we were going. It was a little strange.

“Yeah, that’s true,” I said. “I guess there’s always a silver lining.”

He smiled. “Right.” A slight pause, then, “Hey, do you want to get food on the way home—”

I looked at him pointedly, turning to him for the first time since our excursion had begun. His face reddened.

He grew flustered and stuttered in an adorable way. “I-I mean, like, because you don’t have a car right now, you know? Might be difficult for you to get food and stuff without any transportation . . .”

I chuckled. I don’t know what it was about me that made me love pushing people’s buttons so much, but I relished watching Aiden squirm. What had started as an innocent question had backfired, in his mind, and probably sapped the little self-confidence he already had. Poor kid.

It’s not like he was asking me out on a date or anything. He knew I was with Teddy—like I said, everyone
 knew, because they all wanted to get in my pants.

A smile curved across my features. “Sure, Aiden. That would be nice.” I was
 feeling a bit famished, after all. And what could it hurt?

The next song that played was “American Pie” by . . . I forget who sang it. As it plodded along, I started tapping my hands on my lap, to the rhythm.

Aiden must have noticed. He said, “Did you know that this song is about Buddy Holly dying?” 

I raised a brow. “What?”

He nodded. “When he says ‘the day the music died.’ That’s talking about Buddy Holly and two other big rock ‘n’ roll heroes who died in a plane crash together.”

“Damn, really? He died in a plane crash? That sucks.”

“Yeah. He was young, too, like early twenties. Had these big bifocals and was kinda dorky looking, but he was always considered, like, the first rockstar—”

“I know who Buddy Holly is, Aiden.”

He frowned, his face flushing again. “Oh, sorry. Duh.”

“Who were the other guys that died with him?”

“The Big Bopper and Ritchie Valens.”

“Never heard of them,” I said, though I had heard of them. I don’t know why I said it, I guess I liked seeing Aiden get animated and enthusiastic about something he was passionate about. It was clear he was into rock ‘n’ roll history. I liked it.

He glanced over at me, a surprised look on his face. “Really? Damn, you’re missing out. Ritchie Valens was even younger, he was like seventeen. He wrote ‘La Bamba.’ Well, he didn’t write it, but he made it rock ‘n’ roll.”

I smiled. “Ah, cool. I love that song.”

“Sames.”

“You really like your rock history, huh, Aiden?”

He nodded, his curly hair bobbing on his head. From the side profile, he actually had a very nicely sculpted face—a lovely button nose and gaunt cheeks, but with high cheekbones, and a sharp jaw line. I was surprised that he didn’t get more action, especially now that I knew he wasn’t a curmudgeonly incel who hated women.

“When I was a kid my parents weren’t around much, so I always listened to all my dad’s old records on vinyl. Learned a lot just by going through the liner notes.”

“Nice,” I said. “I think that’s pretty cool.”

He tilted his head. “Really?”

“Yeah, I mean, I love rock ‘n’ roll. Who doesn’t?”

He chuckled nervously. “I dunno. I guess I just took you for one of those club chicks, twerking and getting down to rap and heavy beats and such.”

I snorted. I guess he assumed that any chick with big tits and a fat ass and blonde hair had to be into the rap and EDM scene, but that wasn’t entirely true. “Don’t judge a book by its cover, Aiden.”

His charming smile returned. “Sorry.”

“I mean, I like that stuff too . . .” I added, trailing off.

“I knew it!”

We stopped off at Taco Surf on our way to my house. Aiden seemed harmless, and actually much more interesting than I’d originally given him credit for, so I didn’t mind him knowing where I lived. I didn’t think he was the stalker type.

We got a couple of burritos—Aiden bought them both—ate at the shop, talked and laughed with each other.

In all, I was surprised to find myself so . . . comfortable
 around him. Yeah, he probably never had a chance with me, in his mind—he was about five inches shorter than me, pale where I was bronze, nerdy where I was popular—but our personalities just seemed to mesh well.

It was something I wouldn’t forget. For about an hour, Aiden Donohue made me completely forget about my car troubles, my boyfriend troubles, and everything else.

We talked about music, about him growing up without parents present, and how it probably screwed him up as an adult. I don’t even think he was twenty years old, so why he was calling himself an adult was anyone’s guess.

But it was pleasant, being with a guy without any expectations, without any facades. I felt like we were both being very genuine with each other, and that was hard to find in this shallow day and age.

Then he dropped me off at my place. After unbuckling my seatbelt, I leaned over from the passenger seat and gave him a hug. With a smile, I said, “Thanks so much for the ride, Aiden. It was super sweet of you.”

“Anytime, Cari. Hope you get your car fixed up. And if you need a ride any other time, let me know. Here’s my number.”

He slipped me a napkin that he’d pocketed from Taco Surf. I smiled as I stared down at the crumpled napkin, then took it and put it in my jeans pocket.

“Will do,” I said, then got out of the car. “Thanks again,” I said into the rolled-down window as I threw my backpack over my shoulder.

He smiled, showing those dimples one last time, and zoomed off.

I walked into my apartment building—a cute, pink, four-story structure that housed about seventy-five units. I lived on the second floor, and took the stairs up. The building was shaped like a horseshoe, with a courtyard in the middle, a pool, jacuzzi, all that good stuff. 

When I got inside my house, I breathed a sigh of relief.

I lived alone—thanks to my grants, I was able to do that, though I didn’t know how much longer my money would last. Hopefully Mom would help with my car troubles.

My little one-bedroom apartment was small and quaint and cute, just like I liked it. It had white walls adorned with posters of punk bands I liked as a kid, a tiny kitchen, my small bedroom, and the single bathroom off to the side of my room.

The front door opened into the little living room area, where I had a small TV and a two-cushion couch. I plopped down on the couch and leaned back, feeling suddenly exhausted. I stared into the void of the black TV screen, and watched my own reflection.

I found myself thinking about Aiden, which was unsurprising seeing as that I’d just left his presence. He hadn’t done anything sketchy—hadn’t asked me out on a date, hadn’t tried to come into my house, nothing like that.

He’d been a perfect gentleman. Nice, blissfully awkward. He’d bought me food without any expectation of me “owing him one.”

Why couldn’t Teddy be more like that? I mean, I know that nice guys finish last, as the saying goes, but it shouldn’t be that way. Aiden was a sweetheart.

I reached into my bag, lying next to the couch, and debated calling either my mom or Triple A first. One of them would probably reprimand me for leaving the car in the college parking lot, and it wasn’t the Triple A dispatcher who was going to do that . . .

I stared at my phone screen, a blank expression on my face. Then I looked back up at my murky reflection in the TV screen.

I found myself unbuckling my jeans. It was almost instinctual, but I couldn’t help it.

I needed to relax before I did any heavy lifting like dealing with Triple A or Mom.

Professor Brock Carlson seeped back into my mind.

I pulled my pants down, right there on the couch, revealing my thick thighs and purple, lacy panties.

Sighing, I stuck my right hand under my cardigan, then under my bra, and cupped my tit. I squeezed gently, felt the tender flesh ooze between my fingers, overwhelming my smaller hand, and pinched my nipple.

I shrugged myself out of my cardigan and lifted my shirt above my tits, so it was bunched up around my cleavage. My boobs were mashed together by my bra, like two perfect melons. I unclasped my bra and let it fall away, then flung it onto the other couch cushion.

My heavy tits spilled out, bouncing to attention and wobbling in front of my chest. Looking down, I could see that both of my nipples were hard, but I couldn’t see past that. I leaned back further in the couch, until I was melting into the cushion and becoming one with it. This way, I could see my panties.

The panties were off in a matter of seconds.

My left hand slithered down my toned tummy. I was naked except for my shirt, now, which was just barely on, resting on the tops of my titties.

I spread my legs and stared forward, at my shadowy reflection. Gazing into the blank TV screen, it was like I was looking at a reflection of myself off the surface of the ocean. My reflection seemed to be constantly shimmering, moving.

Two fingers on my left hand perused my pussy lips. They gently pried apart my lips and sunk into my warm, aching vagina. A soft moan escaped my lips.

I leaned my head back, then stuck my fingers deeper inside myself.

Closing my eyes, I imagined Professor C. I was walking back up to his desk to get chastised once again, but it played out differently this time.

As he jumped off the edge of the desk, he grabbed hold of me and spun me around.

I whimpered but didn’t resist.

He bent me over the desk and yanked my jeans down. “You’ve been a bad girl and a naughty student. Did I catch you masturbating at your desk as I gave my lecture?”

“I-I’m sorry I’ve been so bad,” I said in a singsong voice. “I’m just a horny little slut, Brock. Please don’t hurt me too badly.”

In my mind, Brock unzipped his pants and unbuckled his belt. He reached over and found a ruler—all professors had rulers, right? Even English professors? Well, in my imagination they did. 

Then he cocked his arm back and slapped my ass hard with the ruler. I yelped, my body jolting from the shock. It didn’t really hurt, but the initial sting sent a ripple of endorphins through my body.

He spanked me again with the ruler, calling me a “bad girl” and a “disobedient bitch.” My asscheeks rippled as he pelted my bum over and over again.

My feet started kicking back reflexively, like he was a doctor tapping my knee with one of those little hammers.

Then he simply stood behind me and dropped his slacks to the ground, until they ringed around his ankles. I looked over my shoulder and saw the tall man’s long cock flop out of his tighty-whities—tighty-whities were more likely for a professor than boxer-briefs, right? It was great for the bulge, anyway.

He slapped his cock on my ass, using it like a flaccid baseball bat. He rubbed it over my sweaty, red buttcheeks, then I felt it grow warm and hard on my skin.

My eyes went wide.

He used his cock instead of the ruler, slapping my big round butt with his stiff, fat dick. For a man his age, he was in excellent shape—there was hardly an ounce of fat on his body. All the fat had gone to his cock, in my horny dream, and he used that big tool effortlessly.

No wonder he had such confidence in the classroom.

He pried my asscheeks apart and felt around between my crack. He thumbed my asshole for a moment, drawing another yelp out of me, then plunged two manly fingers inside my pussy.

I pushed my head against the desk, smashing my cheek onto the tabletop. I closed my eyes and said, “Yes, Professor, discipline me like the little troublemaker I am! Please fuck me!”

He wasted no time after that, sticking his cock inside me. The fat girth stretched my pussy apart and I groaned as it sunk deeper inside of me.

I was helpless to stop him.

He pushed down on my back with both hands, then railed into me. He had the experience of a much older, wiser man, and he fucked like a god. Where Teddy fucked like an inexperienced virgin, Brock Carlson had the slow rhythm followed by the fast, jarring jackhammer maneuver. But he did it in time with his own beat, with my heartbeat, and knew when to speed up and when to slow down.

It all came naturally to him as he pounded my pussy and slammed his hips into my fat young ass. His body clapped against mine, echoing through the classroom and out into the hallways.

He didn’t grunt or make any nasty old man sounds. He was deliberate, methodical, and excellent.

He finally let out a groan as he clutched my rippling asscheeks in both hands and squeezed tightly. He thrust with all his might, pushing me further up on the desk.

I cried out, reaching for something—anything—and found an opened textbook. My fingers crumpled the pages as they closed into fists, trying to find purchase from his measured cavorting, so I didn’t get flung off the tabletop.

I couldn’t dream of how much he filled me, but I imagined it was like I’d eaten a turkey dinner at Thanksgiving. I really wanted his big cock to punish me and work my pussy over. I wanted to be dicked down like a proper whore.

Brock was strong and sturdy, and I felt like he was using me like a toy. I loved it.

In real time, I opened my eyes and stared down. I saw that the brown cushion of my couch had turned a deeper brown between my legs. I was so wet that my juices had run down my thighs and was starting to pool, soiling my cushion.

“Fuuuck, Brock, look what you’ve made me do!” I yelled, then bit my bottom lip.

My right hand continued to squeeze and caress my tits as my left hand worked in circles, my thumb rubbing my clit while my middle finger and ring finger dove in and out of my slick cunt.

I lifted my legs from the ground, watching as my wide thighs wobbled in the air. Even though they were toned, they were still thick as fuck, which meant they’d look flabby when they were raised. It was hot, watching my legs warble and shake.

My whole body was trembling, due to the vicious way I fingerbanged myself.

My right hand suddenly leaped away from my bouncing tits and joined my left hand between my legs. I stuck more fingers into my slippery pussy, until I had almost an entire hand’s worth of digits prodding and sliding into me.

I felt an enormous climax coming on. My mouth opened in a silent shout. My tongue darted out, resting on my lower lip like a lapping dog.

I grimaced, feeling the pressure building.

I clenched my eyes shut as hard as I could, trying to return back to the daydream.

I was splayed out over the desk again, face down, ass up. My jeans were pulled down to my knees. My fat ass billowed up in the air, red and bruised from all the cockslaps and ruler smacks.

With a delicious smile, I turned to look over my shoulder.

My eyes bulged.

Aiden Donohue was behind me now, squeezing his thin body between my fat asscheeks.

“A-Aiden?!” I cried out in my imagination. “What are you doing h-here?”

“Just let it happen, Cari—let me fuck you tenderly.”

“Nooo,” I cried, but at the same time I reached back and pulled my asscheeks apart for him.

He went on his tiptoes and pushed my ass down so he could reach. His little dick hotdogged my buttcrack, then it jammed into my asshole.

My eyes shot open in real time, widening with sudden release.

I came like a torrent, my body seizing at the sudden change in direction. My orgasm rocked my pussy and sent thunderwaves through the rest of my body, to my extremities.

My legs were lifted above my head now, so my feet were almost pointing at the ceiling. I had melded back into the couch cushion like a little gremlin.

The explosive orgasm rocked my world.

My fingers kept lapping up my slick cunt, making a squelching sound as they worked past my orgasm.

Then I felt another eruption coming.

I squirted, pissing a straight stream out from my wet pussy. The clear stream arched up and surged a few feet. It made a quiet thud as the heaviest part of the river landed across my TV screen like blood spatter.

I laughed nervously to myself, my eyes wide in my head. I stared at my reflection still, but now it was cut in half by the slash of my own juices.

I wondered how Aiden had crept into my lewd daydream, but it wasn’t too hard to deduce how that came about. My eyes slowly shut, even though I tried to blink them awake. It was no use. The orgasm had me spent.

I fell into a much-needed nap on my couch, naked, my piss and fluids staining my carpet and drying on my TV screen. 


[image: ]


Chapter Five


W
hen I awoke from my deep nap, I was still naked on the couch, my legs spread. The cushion under me was cold and slimy, making me grimace.

I immediately pulled my shirt down over my tits, then looked over my shoulder, as if I expected someone to be watching me.

There are definite perks to living alone, let me tell you.

I felt filthy and slightly groggy after my nap. I stared at my blank TV screen and shook my head, ashamed with myself. This usually happened to me, as I’m sure it happened to other people—I cum my brains out, then feel like a dirty whore right afterward, once the endorphins had flowed and exited my body.

I decided to take a hot shower, to try to burn and purge all the filthiness from my mind and body. Although I couldn’t stop thinking about dick and getting fucked, I did
 have things I needed to do. First and foremost, I needed to start trying on the F. Scott Fitzgerald group paper.

I was not looking forward to texting my group and asking where we were at with it—how I could help. Maybe, if I just showed up to our next meeting, which was tomorrow, with a nicely written paper, they would forgive me. Even Jessica, the snitching bitch.

I jumped up from the couch and skipped into my little room, not bothering to put on panties or anything as I made my way into the bathroom (again, living alone is nice).

Peeling my slightly clammy, slightly damp shirt off, I checked myself out in the bathroom mirror. I smiled at my figure, and promised myself that I’d hit the gym within the next few days, maybe after I’d written my paper.

I had the good genetics that other girls would love to have, but I still needed to stay fit to keep the pounds off. I was a tall girl, and I could become a big
 tall girl if I didn’t watch what I ate and burn off the calories.

That burrito from Taco Surf, for instance, was not a wise move.

I jumped into the shower and ran it hellhole hot, as I usually did. As the water poured down my back and pleasantly scalded my skin, I heard my phone buzzing in the other room.

Sighing, I washed up, cleaned myself off, and was in and out of the shower in five minutes flat.

I heard my phone buzzing again, and wondered if there was an emergency going on that I wasn’t aware of. I brushed my hair in the mirror, wiping off the condensation that had built up from the steam of my hellish shower, then threw on a white T and a pair of Teddy’s boxers.

Back in my bedroom, I checked my phone.

I had two texts from two different people:

Melinda had typed, Party at my place tonight, B! B there!


Teddy had typed, I’m coming over.


I scoffed and creased my brow at Teddy’s demanding text. Like, what the hell, dude, you just skip the pleasantries altogether nowadays?

I really needed to do something about that boy.

Despite my annoyance at the way Teddy had texted me, I responded with, Ok.


To Melinda, I typed, I dunno, girl, I got to type that paper . . .


Melinda: Do it when ur nice and drunk late tonite!


I sighed. She was incorrigible. Then again, I hadn’t gone out in a while—Teddy and I rarely did any cutesy dating stuff these days. We were definitely going through the motions at this point, and it was starting to get stale and old.

For once, my mind wasn’t in the gutter as I stood in my bedroom in my stretched T—stretched because my tits pushed it out so far—and the boxers that came halfway down my thighs, then hugged the curves of my legs.

I took the next few minutes to settle myself and plan ahead. I called my mom, told her about the car, and received only minor chastisement for leaving it in the college parking lot.

Luckily, like the helicopter mom she was, she said she’d take care of it, tow it, and take it to the mechanic to see what was wrong. But it meant I wasn’t going to have a car for the next few days, and that was a bummer.

After that, I waited on the couch for Teddy, turning on Netflix and my go-to, The Office.
 I think The Office
 was the go-to for any girl—I often heard that charming little intro song blaring from windows of other apartments in my building, so I knew there were some like-minded individuals living where I lived.

Watching Office
 reruns was the best way to keep my mind blank. But, this time, I pondered breaking up with Teddy the entire time. I wondered how Roo would act—would he get violent? He never had before. Surely he’d get angry, but hopefully more sad than enraged.

He had to have known it was coming. We weren’t clicking like we used to. It was clear we weren’t going to get married and have babies together.

And I obviously wasn’t going to have babies with Professor C, but that was more a case of lust than love. I just wanted to jump the professor’s bones and see what he could do to me.

I was sure he could do some great things.

As I reflected on my life, I heard footsteps coming up the staircase outside. A moment later, Teddy was in the doorway. He was dressed in jersey shorts and a tank top that did a lot for his muscular arms. He looked either slightly sweaty or freshly showered, like me—a thin, shiny sheen emanated from his body.

It made him look pretty hot.

I had a thing for guys who worked out and took care of their bodies, which was probably why I wasn’t attracted to people like Aiden. Well, and the fact that he was shorter than me, pale, and lacked confidence. I didn’t like to admit it, but I was a bit of a size queen—not that Roo was hung like a horse, because he wasn’t, but at least he could pump me deeply if he thrust hard enough.

I also wasn’t entirely sure that Aiden wasn’t gay, since he hadn’t hit on me a single time during our lunchtime excursion. I know that’s not fair, but I was used to guys hanging on my every word, so eager to please.

Maybe Aiden was playing the long game. Whatever he was doing, it wasn’t going to work with me.

“Hi,” I said, my head shifting from the TV to the front door where Teddy stood.

“Hey,” he grunted, a frown on his face. He didn’t seem too pleased, and I inwardly rolled my eyes, wondering what could be bothering him now. Did he not get any catches at practice? Was his pride hurt? Did he get spanked in the locker room and made fun of by the other big jocks?

For someone who had such outward strength, he was really quite sensitive. I liked that about Teddy—sensitive guys were usually hiding a deep dark secret, or they’d been through the ringer, and both of those build character.

I think, in the end, it wasn’t that Teddy was too sensitive that I wanted to break it off with him. He just didn’t care
—about anything, really. He was too shallow.

“What’s up?” I asked, crossing my legs on the couch. Teddy’s boxers rode up along my thighs, revealing the deepest inner parts of my legs that led up to my freshly cleaned pussy.

Teddy’s eyes instinctively went between my legs, to check out that perfect V I’d created by sitting Indian style, and then he shut the door behind him.

“Who the fuck were you in the car with today?” he abruptly asked, crossing his thick arms over his bulging chest.

I frowned, leaning my head back on the couch. Here we go, I thought, as I’d expected . . .

“Just a friend,” I said.

“A guy
 friend.”

I snorted. “Yeah, Roo, a guy friend. My car died, remember? I needed to get out of there somehow, but my boyfriend
 wouldn’t help me.”

I was good at turning the argument over on people—putting the ball in their court to make them seem like the bad guys. It worked almost every time, and at least made the arguer hesitant and flustered.

“I had football practice!” he lamented.

“I know!” I replied, raising my voice to match his own. I threw my hands up in the air. “But don’t get mad when I catch a ride with someone, especially when it’s literally nothing.”


“Buck told me it was some skinny white kid.”

“Yeah, his name’s Aiden. He’s in my class.”

“Aiden what?”

I frowned, narrowing my eyes on my boyfriend. “Why do you care, Roo? Don’t you dare go harassing this kid, just because he was nice to me! It’s not my fault he’s in love with me, babe. Don’t be a bully.”

“So you took advantage of his kindness and used him for a ride?”

My head lurched back. “Uh, I guess? Call it what you want. You’re way overcomplicating this, Teddy. All I did was—my car broke down, he drove by and saw I had problems, and offered me a ride. That’s it.
 We didn’t make out in his car, didn’t stop by anywhere on the way home”—a slight lie, because Teddy didn’t need to know about stopping off for lunch—“and when I got here, I took a nap.”

Teddy took a step toward the couch and let his arms fall to his sides. I almost flinched, but didn’t.

He shook his head, then gestured for me to scoot over on the couch so he could sit down.

I obliged, because I was just trying to defuse the situation at this point. Then I said something stupid that I should’ve thought over before I let it escape my mouth:

“Don’t look so bummed, babe. You can check the house for used condoms if you want . . . it’s not like you’ll find anything. Aiden didn’t even come up to the steps.”

He scoffed, luckily not taking my inquiry seriously. I knew my words could’ve seriously backfired, and I promised myself that I’d be more careful how I spoke to my sensitive, temporarily meek boyfriend in the future.

His jealousy and pettiness was seriously off-putting, but it seemed like he was quickly getting over it.

I leaned forward and rested a hand on his shoulder, then rubbed his back gently. “Come on, big boy . . . get over it, will you? It was seriously nothing. I’m sure your buddy Buck made it sound much worse than it was.”

Little petty arguments like this one were another reason I knew I couldn’t stick around with Roo.

He shrugged, his body seeming to deflate. “I guess.” Then he sighed and leaned forward, letting me work the tension out of his shoulders and back. “You’re right,” he said, speaking into his palms, which cupped his head. “My bad. I came in here a bit hot.”

“Yeah, I’d say.”

“Sorry.”

“It’s okay.”

Yay, catastrophe averted.

I scooted my butt forward on the couch, toward him, until I could wrap both my arms around his wide, broad shoulders. I put both hands on his back, caressed his body through his T-shirt, and then reached forward . . .

I started massaging his chest, gently clawing at it through his clothes. My hands moved further south, to his abs-filled tummy.

“You’re super tight, babe,” I said in a low, sultry voice, trying to give him the hint.

Despite all the shit talking I do about my boyfriend, I was still horny and perverted more than half the time, and I needed sex on, like, a regular—if not constant—basis.

And, like I said, he was looking pretty good with that slight sheen gleaming off him.

Makeup sex could often be the best kind.

He chuckled, leaning his head to the side so it touched mine.

My hands dipped beneath the waistband of his elastic shorts. He was going commando, and it didn’t take long for my hands to find his cock. He was flaccid, so I took his dick in my right hand and held it. My left arm disappeared further down his pants and cupped his balls.

He groaned.

His dick started to stiffen in my hand. It got thicker and harder, the blood pumping through it, even though it hadn’t even been exposed to the light yet. It had only felt my tender touch, and that was enough to set Teddy off.

I was fine with that.

Pushing my head forward, I kissed the back of his neck, then his shoulder. He turned his head and met my mouth, and our lips locked together. He tasted like spearmint gum.

We made out while I gave him a reach-around handjob through his shorts. Before long, his cock was at full attention, pressing into the front of his shorts and pitching a tent.

My hand moved up and down, jerking him off and drawing out soft grunts from the strong young man. His cockshaft was warm and hard, and I could feel the veins as my hands passed over his girth.

He stood up abruptly from the couch, my tongue slipping out of his mouth. I looked up questioningly, my eyes big in my head, then ducked my head a little to check out the impressive tent jutting forward from his hips.

He grabbed the waistband of his shorts by either side and yanked them down. His cock sprang out into the air, wobbling like a doorstopper before settling at a 90-degree angle from his body.

I licked my lips and smiled.

He had a pretty cock, as I mentioned earlier, and it was nice and engorged—beige and red from all the blood flowing through it. The thick blue veins on the topside and underside of his shaft were pulsing.

He put his hands on his hips, his cock just inches from my face, waiting for me to do something.

I didn’t do anything. I wanted him to make the move.

So, he grabbed the side of my head and guided me toward his cock. I scooted forward on the couch, letting my legs drape to the ground. Then I opened my mouth wide.

He pushed his hips forward and flexed his buttcheeks. His cock dove into my warm, waiting mouth, past my full lips. It tasted earthy and slightly salty, like he’d taken a shower after football practice, but it had been a quickie.

I wanted him to facefuck me like a little whore. I wanted him to show me who was boss—to angrily skullfuck my dumb mouth until I was gasping for air and crying tears of happiness. I wanted his balls to swing forward and smack into my chin as he brained me.

But I knew he wouldn’t do it. He simply wasn’t that aggressive.

When he stuck his cock in my mouth, he almost let his hands go from the sides of my head. But I reached up and put my palms on the backs of his hands, forcing him to keep his hands there—telling him to keep them there.

He chuckled.

My head darted forward and I felt his cock kiss the back of my throat. It ran over my tastebuds and I could taste that salty sweatiness more than ever. As my nose pushed forward and almost pressed against his pubis and shaved, buzz-cut pubes, I could smell the musk rising up from his cock.

He thrust forward, gently at first.

I made a gacking sound in my throat as his dick punched the back of my throat this time—it was more than a “kiss.” He reeled back and did it again, and this time I gagged.

I had taken his cock almost to the base—all five and a half or six inches. His cockhead pushed past my throat and went deeper, until I felt it in my neck, pressing against the muscles in my esophagus.

He got into a rhythm as he facefucked me on the couch—standing in front of me, while I simply allowed him to do what he pleased with me. It was a slow rhythm, not too violent, and I eagerly wanted to throat more of his cock.

But there was no more cock for me to throat!

I had my lips and cheeks firmly wrapped around the entire thing. I was slightly disappointed at that, so I started bobbing my head back and forth, in step with his rhythm, moving faster.

My blowjob became sloppy. The wetness from my tongue and mouth glided over his cock, lubed it up, and made it plunge into my throat easier. The sounds coming from my mouth were lewder, a slick squelching sound like someone stirring macaroni and cheese together.

My gags became more pronounced. It wasn’t that I couldn’t fit more cock down my throat—I knew I could, especially with practice—but it was the speed at which I was moving my head. That’s what made the nasty sounds. It was also music to my ears, and, I hoped, music to his.

What kind of guy didn’t
 like a submissive, eager girlfriend? I mean, come on. I was literally sitting on the couch in front of him, his cock in my mouth, after we’d just gotten into an argument less than five minutes ago.

I’d call Teddy pretty lucky, at that point. Other guys would kill to be in his situation.

As my head moved faster, my tits started bouncing. They were kept in line by the straining T-shirt I wore, but that only worked to make them bounce more uniformly.

I debated reaching down and fingering myself again, but decided against it. Instead, I wrapped my arms around his toned, narrow waist and felt his asscheeks. They were as hard as iron, flexing with every thrust.

I clamped my hands down on his tight bum and urged him forward, trying to get him to move faster.

He eventually got the memo and started rocking his hips back and forth at a quicker tempo. My “glurks” and “gacks” grew louder.

Drool and pre-cum dripped down my chin. My eyes were getting blurry from being open for so long.

When a cock goes down your throat, it does something to the muscles to where the natural progression is to close your eyes. I had to battle to keep my eyes open during my gagging, sloppy blowjob, and that took effort.

It made me squint and look up at him in a helpless way, which he probably loved.

I closed my mouth around his cockshaft a bit, so that my teeth were gently—very gently
—scraping the underside and topside of his cock. I wanted to create the illusion of “tightness” in my throat and cheeks, to make it seem like he was fucking a pussy with contracting muscles.

He grunted at my teeth maneuver—probably because all guys were hesitant and scared of girls biting off their cocks. Girls who used their teeth during blowjobs were one of two things: either a) inexperienced, or b) kinky and eager to please. I was in the second category.

My hands clenched around his asscheeks hard, forcing him forward to throat me more. His balls swung between his legs, but they weren’t saggy enough to smack me in the chin.

As I shifted my rhythm, I made sure to dive my head in while he was thrusting—timing it with his careening nutsack—so his balls would
 pelt me against the chin.

As I received the first smack of nuts to my face, they felt tender, sweaty, and warm. They smelled strong and lovely, just how I liked it.

My slurping sounds grew even louder. My neighbors could probably hear the thick, sick noises. Teddy was getting into it and groaning. I could tell he was close.

He was looking down at me—hopefully looking down on me like I was his little slutty whore.

I wanted to be used like a toy.

“God, I’ll never get tired of fucking your fucking mouth, babe,” he said through clenched teeth. The veins on his neck were bulging.

After a few more thrusts, he pushed down on my head, hard.

My eyes widened in my skull. I opened my mouth wider, to take his cock to the base, and this time my nose did push up against his tummy.

The explosion started from the root of his cock, the girthy shaft expanding and trembling.

Then he unloaded in my mouth—without asking. I was glad he didn’t ask. I mean, it’s not like I was in any position to give him a verbal answer, anyway.

And the more he took what he wanted, using me as his personal cum-dump, the more I liked it—the more receptive I’d be to his bullshit.

His cum was thick and creamy as it spurted into my throat, then down my esophagus. I breathed out of my nose and felt snot and cum bubble up in one nostril.

I closed my eyes, finally, unable to keep my red-rimmed peepers open any longer.

His second spurt wasn’t nearly as strong as the first, and his jizz simply greased his shaft and lathered up my tongue.

After three or four spurts, he was done—it was a decidedly weak orgasm, especially for all the grunts and accolades coming from his mouth.

But I took it like a champ. When he finally pulled away, sliding his softening cock out of my mouth, I looked up at him and let his spunk trickle out of my mouth, down my chin.

He smiled down at me. Then his hand reached down and cupped my chin. He pushed upward, using the gesture to tell me to swallow.

So, I did.

I made the effort of looking up at him the whole time, a seductive expression on my face.

The facefucking was at an end, and now his cock hung limply between his legs, just barely draping over his balls as it got smaller and smaller. It was slick and wet with cum, pre-cum, and my own saliva. A little droplet of errant jizz spilled out of his dickhole, smack dab onto my forehead.

I smiled up at him.

He blinked, then crossed his arms over his chest. I saw the look overcome his face that said, “Wow, this is disgusting,” as the endorphins must have evacuated his body already.

“Do I look pretty swallowing your cum, sweetie?” I asked, eyes still wide.

He nodded. “Very.”

“Good. Don’t forget this expression if you ever start to get jealous. My mouth is here for you—I’m here to take your dick and become your lovely little cocksleeve. Got it?”

“Yeah, right. I got it, babe. Thanks.”

He didn’t seem impressed with my dirty talk, and that disappointed me.

When he said, “I’m gonna take a quick shower,” that disappointed me even more.

Number one cardinal sin of sex: Leaving the room before your significant other had orgasmed—even if you’ve already blown your load.

But Teddy did leave the room, leaving me sitting there, waiting for a warm towel that never arrived so I could wipe his nasty spunk off my chin and face. I sighed and watched him walk into my room without another word, then I sat back and shook my head. 

Someday, maybe, I would teach Roo proper blowjob etiquette.
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Chapter Six


T
eddy probably felt like he had won the argument. Like he had stormed into my apartment, choked me with his cock, had his way with me, and discarded me to cough up his cum and sweat. In his mind, he had properly punished me for bickering with him and for having an opinion of my own—“That’s what you get,” and all that.

And, while he did get to climax while I was left wanting, I had expected more.

I needed
 more.

For fuck’s sake, lift me up and pin me against the wall. Yank my boxers down over my fat ass and hotdog my crack with your sweaty cock. Angle me so I’m perfectly lined up where you want me, then spank my ass over and over again while you pull my hair and make me cry out in shame.

Cum all over my back in an explosive rainfall, so it slithers between my asscheeks and I need to take another shower.

But, no, a simple throatfucking sufficed.

Perhaps, as I was getting older, my kinky depravities were becoming too much for him to handle. He could be assertive and dominant, clearly, but he lacked the skills to follow through.

Maybe I just wanted to be someone’s good little pet. Deep in my mind, I wanted to be treated like an animal—sometimes, at least—following you around on a leash and licking your asshole when you want me to. Gargling your cum like mouthwash, sniffing your balls and letting you tea-bag me until your fat nuts sit on both my eyes, taking your fist up my pussy until I felt like I was going to tear in half because I was stretching so badly.

A little much?

Maybe. But that’s where my mind went on a regular basis. It’s pretty obvious, I’m sure, why I’m so distracted all the time. Why my eyes are always wandering, looking for the nearest bulge, the nearest mooseknuckle, so I can daydream about getting ravaged and dicked down like a proper skank.

If only I had someone to voice these thoughts to . . .

Maybe I should join a group—a BDSM convention or a furry festival.

On the other hand, maybe I should see a therapist, to unpack this shit and find out where it all stems from. It’s not like my childhood was overly traumatic—I was an only child, but rarely lonely. I made friends easily.

My parents were together for most of my life, not getting divorced until I was sixteen, when I didn’t give a shit anymore. Had the split come earlier, it probably would’ve felt like my world was crashing down. But as it was, my dad lived in Northern California, while my mom lived just across town.

I saw my dad at special events and holidays, but that was about it. He wasn’t around that much when I was a kid, but he did make a point of trying to attend my school plays and soccer games and such.

Maybe I had unresolved daddy issues that I needed to work out.

I think it came down to my natural confidence. In my normal, day to day life, I could sleep with any guy I wanted, I’m sure. No one would turn down these tits and this ass, these thick life-saving legs and this pretty face. I could make dreams come true.

But, inside, I craved the humiliation. Like a bigwig power broker in New York who went home to get shackled and whipped by his stay-at-home wife, I needed something to offset my everyday, big-picture life.

After Teddy got out of the shower, I went into my room and changed for the night. It may come as no surprise, but I’d already subliminally decided to go to Melinda’s house party, rather than work on my paper.

I needed someone to lament all my woes to—a girl who understood what I was feeling.

I dressed up in high heel boots over hip-hugging blue jeans, a frilly blouse that came together at my cleavage and didn’t do much to hide my assets, and my hair done up in a bun. I had a black little mini-purse that was perfect for the occasion. I gave myself a once-over in the bathroom, smiled at my smoking reflection, and applied some shiny pink lipstick. 

When I walked out of my room dressed to the nines, my heels thudding on the carpet, Teddy looked up at me from the couch and raised an eyebrow. He’d probably never seen a girl transform from boxer-wearing-cum-dump to hot-mess-on-the-prowl so quickly in his life.

“Where’re you going?” he asked, crossing his arms over his chest. It was like a nervous tick of his, that. Like, once his arms crossed over those burly pecs, he was hugging himself because he felt a loss of confidence.

I shrugged. “Linny invited me to her house for a little get-together.”

“A party?”

“I guess. There’s gonna be booze.”

“And were you going to tell me about this?”

I changed my stance, pumping out my hip and putting my hands on my waist like a pissed off bimbo. “I’m telling you now, Teddy. I don’t have to tell you everything I do, you know. You don’t own me.”

He smirked. “Well, you just told me I own your mouth . . .”

“That’s different,” I scoffed, waving him off. I wanted to scream. That was in the moment,
 like, me trying to be sexy to get you to fuck me, you dimwit!

Tilting my head, I added, “If you want, you can come. I just figured you’d want to stay here and play video games with your online buddies.”

“Nah, fuck that. Let’s go.”

“I’ve got some of your clothes in the drawer in my room. Don’t go looking like a bum, like you just got out of the gym.” I moved my eyes up and down his body, disagreeing with his jersey shorts and tank top.

“Fine,” he growled. He got up, went into my room, and came out three minutes later dressed in a button-down plaid shirt and jeans. He had Chucks on, but with my heels we were about the same height.

We took his car, since I didn’t have one at the moment, and ventured out to swanky La Jolla, where Melinda lived. She was a trust fund baby, not ever having to worry about money in her life—it was a wonder how she hadn’t bought her way into a four-year university, and had decided to go the community college-to-transfer route.

Her condo was given to her by her dad or mom, I don’t remember, but it was definitely big enough for a little soirée.

On the way there, I told Teddy, “Are you coming so you can keep an eye on me?”

“Maybe I just feel like a beer or three, Cari?”

I frowned. “Right.”

“And, yeah, to make sure you don’t sneak off with some loser to fuck in the bathroom.”

I rolled my eyes. “Your trust issues and jealousy are very becoming, oh boyfriend of mine.”

“Give me a reason to not have trust issues and we’ll talk.”

We didn’t talk the rest of the trip. I sat in the passenger seat with my arms crossed under my tits, looking out the window. Sometimes, I didn’t even want to look at him.

It was on the way to Melinda’s that I realized I was miserable. With Teddy, with my prospects in life, with everything.

God only knew how I’d feel after I had some booze in me to fuel that shitty feeling. 

When we got to Melinda’s, other people were parking and getting out of their cars. I saw a few kids from school I recognized, and some older looking folks who definitely didn’t belong in community college—not old
 old, but, like, thirties.

Music was blaring from Melinda’s condo, which was a bit removed from neighbors. It was connected to another condo, but that condo was owned by some eclectic lawyer who loved to get fucked up and do all the college kids’ blow, so he wasn’t a problem.

The problem, if there was one, would come from the quiet neighbors. It wasn’t a Friday or Saturday, so they probably frowned upon weeknight parties. It was close to summer, though, so what the hell. They can suck it.

I sashayed into Melinda’s house wagging my ass left and right, stepping one foot in front of the other like a runway model. Teddy walked a few feet behind me, his hands in his pockets, like he was embarrassed to be with me.

I liked to make an entrance. Sue me. It was part of my charm.

Melinda had that deep EDM blasting, the bass thumping so hard you could feel it in your stomach. It made my tits warble, it was so heavy. I kind of liked the feeling, not gonna lie.

It also made conversation almost impossible, which wasn’t the worst thing. There were some cute boys and hot chicks strutting around, mingling near the front door entrance, in what could be considered the “foyer” or living room.

There was another room connected where kids were playing beer pong. A keg sat next to the long dinner table that had been renovated into a beer pong table.

Melinda came tramping out of the second room and put her arms out to hug me. She was already slightly plastered—I could tell by her huge, stupid, teeth-flashing smile, and how she shimmied her way over.

I embraced her and she said into my ear, “I see you brought the ball-and-chain with you.”

“There was no escaping it,” I whispered back.

“Shame, bitch, I had a cute guy here I was gonna try to hook you up with.”

I frowned. Squinting, I said, “I’m not broken up with Teddy yet, Linny. Give us a chance.”

She looked over my shoulder, gave Teddy a curt nod and said, “Hey, Teddy,” then took me by the hand. She led me away, and as she did I turned and shrugged at Teddy. He just smirked, but it was a humorless smirk.

I gave it five minutes until he was feeling awkward enough to either approach the beer pong table and grab a drink, or until he split the scene without telling me. Either way, I didn’t give him long.

Melinda led me through the second room, down a hall, and into her room. There were four people in there—two guys and two girls—smoking weed and laughing on beanbag chairs and on Melinda’s bed.

As Linny and I walked through the smoky haze that swirled around the room, I smiled at the four of them and one of them handed me a joint as I was about to pass.

I took the joint, puffed it, and tried to give it back, but then Linny pulled me away, to another door. We barged through the door and we were outside again, on the other side of the condo from the entrance. The joint was still resting in my hand.

I shrugged, hit it again.

“Is . . . is there a reason”—I coughed loudly, trying to hold in the pot smoke—“that you brought me out here, Linny?”

“Shots!” she yelled, then reached behind me to the windowsill of her room. A small bottle of Grey Goose was sitting on the sill, unmolested. She opened it, drank straight from the bottle, and passed it over. “Let’s get you drunk, girl, you look like you need it.”

I nodded, took one more puff, and we exchanged gifts: my pilfered joint for her luxury vodka.

“You got home all right today?” she asked, then took a drag from the joint. It was a little less than pinky-length at this point, and was quickly becoming a roach.

I nodded. “Kid from class gave me a ride. He’s a sweet guy, sort of dorky, but he bought me food, too.”

“Aw. Is he cute?”

I shrugged, tilting my head left and right. “He can be.”

“Should I fuck him?”

I snorted. “He would love that, Linny. But I don’t think he’s your type.”

“Oh? Who’s his type?”

“Me.”

“Ahh,” she said, nodding solemnly. “Fair enough. And what about Teddy? How are things with him?”

I sighed. The music from inside the house was carrying through the hallway, through Linny’s room, and could still be heard outside. I looked around, surveying my surroundings for the first time: there were a lot of bushes nearby, and there weren’t any floodlights to guide my path. I had no idea where I was, but it was very dark. Somewhere in the distance I could spot the lights of another house.

“Cari?” Linny coaxed.

“S-Sorry,” I said, shaking my head. “I think that joint got me pretty good.”

She snickered. “It’s top shelf stuff, so it should. Want another hit?”

I gave her the throat-slit motion. “Cut me off,” I said, then looked at the bottle of Grey Goose I held in my hand. “But I will help myself to this . . .” I trailed off, then took another swig. My face must’ve screwed up hilariously after the pull, because Linny started chuckling.

“What was I saying?” I asked.

“Teddy.”

I wondered why Linny cared so much what was going on with me and my boyfriend—I guess she was just being a good friend. That’s when I noticed her lower jaw was grinding, ever so subtly, left and right.

She was high on coke. She just wanted a story—anything, probably. Or, a story I could start that she could finish, that she could interrupt with her own take. That’s how cokeheads worked, I’d realized. It’s not that they were invested in what you had to say, they just couldn’t wait for you to shut up so they could tell their own story.

“It’s okay, I guess,” I said. “He found out about the kid giving me a ride today and he got pissed.”

“Oh, what’d he do?”

“Came over and yelled. But I made it up to him with a blowjob.”

Linny smiled, showing her eerily white teeth again. “’Atta girl.”

“Which turned into a facefuck, really . . . I don’t know why I’m telling you this. It’s embarrassing.”

“Bitch, don’t lie—you loved it. I know your mind is in the gutter all the time. Plus, you’re high, girl. Liable to say anything.”

“True. Then we came here,” I finished, shrugging.

“You look down,” Linny said, trying to put a serious expression on her face, and failing. She closed her mouth, but her jaw kept twitching, and it was distracting. “Take another drink.”

I did. When I was finished, I said, “I dunno, I think I just need . . . like . . . more
.”

“More of what?”

“Everything. I know, it doesn’t make sense. I don’t think we’re gonna make it, though.” More cock, more dominance, more attention, more excitement. All of it.

That’s where it seemed my life was headed. 

“Nah, I get it, dude. I’m the same way,” she said, trying to find something in my story to hold onto. Even though she was fucked up, she was being sweet, and that’s why I liked Melinda. That’s why she was my best friend I’d met at school—she was a hot mess, but she knew all the other hot messes, and she was sweetheart deep down.

She said, “I don’t have much to offer, but I do have more coke. Want some of that?”

I laughed, waving her off. “No thanks, I have to work on that paper, remember?”

“Oh, right.” She shuffled her feet. She was totally unable to stay still. It looked like she wanted to get back inside to do another bump, mingle with other partiers, and all-in-all get away from dreary ol’ Cranky Cari. I was a buzzkill, I’m sure, and it made me feel bad.

Maybe I shouldn’t have even shown up to the party. I wasn’t in the right headspace . . . though the weed was starting to put me in that numbed, oblivious state that I hadn’t known I was craving.

“I got some Adderall, too,” she offered. “Take a couple of those bad boys and you’ll be up all night focused like a fucking tightrope walker. You’ll bang that paper out quicker than you can rub one out.”

I threw my head back and laughed. “N-No, no,” I said once my giggling had subsided. “Thanks, but I’m good. I will
 take another hit of that joint, though.”

I reached over and she passed it to me. It was on its last legs. I had to pout my lips like a puffer fish and suck on the tiny teat of the roach to get any kind of decent hit.

She said, “So, you and Teddy are on the outs . . . when you think you’ll break the news to him?”

I opened my mouth to speak, but didn’t get the chance. The backdoor opened and both of our faces twisted that way.

Teddy was standing in the doorway, silhouetted, watching us.

“There you are,” he said, half-frantic, like he’d been looking everywhere for me.

“Yeah, don’t worry,” I said, “I’m not making out with my bestie or anything. You’re safe, buddy.”

“What, you’re smoking weed now?”

I rolled my eyes. Jesus, he was so disapproving of everything!
 And the snide way he talked to me . . . I couldn’t stand it!

“Uh, yeah, every once in a while, Roo. Want a hit?”

He frowned and didn’t dignify that with a response. He was a football player, after all, and I wasn’t sure if the community college drug tested their student athletes, but the look on his face said I was being a dumbass for even asking.

“Well, I think I’m gonna get out of here,” he said.

“What? But you just got here!” Linny said, throwing her hands up in the air.

He shrugged. “I’m bored.”

“But . . . you’re my ride,” I said, narrowing my eyes.

“I know.” He stared at me pointedly.

And that was it. No discussion. I wasn’t going to convince him to stay, which meant I’d gotten dolled up for nothing. I could’ve
 stayed, of course, but then I would’ve had to find another way home, I probably would’ve gotten more fucked up than I’d intended, stayed out later than I wanted . . . blah, blah, blah.

So, we left. I hugged and kissed Linny’s cheek goodbye, and she led us through a trail around the side of the house, so we wouldn’t have to see anyone on our way out.

The party had just begun.

And, Jesus, just like I’d anticipated—he didn’t even make it five minutes!
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Chapter Seven


W
hen Teddy and I returned home, he immediately fell into a deep sleep on my couch, which gave me time to escape into my room to work on my finals paper. If anything, I didn’t care about getting a good grade to appease my group members, but, rather, to impress Professor Carlson. I wanted him to see that I wasn’t some dunce slacker who didn’t care about school. I did
 want to transfer to a four-year university, and I was close to achieving that goal.

I debated masturbating again before starting on the paper, but decided against it. I was worried Teddy would wake up randomly during my session, catch me in the act, and take that as an invitation to fuck.

So, I got down to it. I went down the Wikipedia rabbit hole, learned everything I could about F. Scott Fitzgerald in the little time I had, and found my eyes getting heavy by about midnight.

When I woke up, my head lying on my desk, a line of drool running down my chin, it was still dark outside. My mouth was parched, so I got up and went to the living room and my little kitchen for some water.

I noticed that Teddy was gone, with only the imprint of his body left on my little couch. I frowned at that, because him leaving in the middle of the night made it look like he was trying to flee to go do something scandalous.

But I had other things to worry about.

After drinking some Fiji, I went back to my room, continued on my paper for another hour, and fell back to sleep.

I awoke rested the next morning—well, afternoon, really.

The next couple days went by pleasantly, actually, as I buckled down and did my work. I kept my filthy mind under wraps, keeping my perverted thoughts to a minimum. I only masturbated three times during the two days I had to work on my paper, and talked to Teddy even less than that.

Finally, I met up with my group one final (and first) time, to go over our papers. The papers were all threaded together by a common theme relevant to our author, and things looked good.

I also got my car back from the mechanic, and when I asked my mom what the problem had been, she said it was the ignition switch. It was somewhat common in early 2000s Hondas, and when it got jostled it could cut the power from the car completely.

The ignition switch—just like Aiden had predicted. So, he knew his way around cars, too . . . another surprising tidbit.

That Friday, two days after my chastisement from Professor C, I came strutting into his classroom with my paper in hand. I turned in the final with the rest of my group and even received a little smile from the professor, who seemed proud of me for rising to the occasion.

By Saturday, our grades were posted, but there was still one more class on Monday, to wrap things up and go over our grades—it was also the last time people could protest, argue, or make their case for a grade change.

I checked online and saw that Brock had given me an A.

Yay!

I went in on Monday feeling calm and collected. I had nothing to argue or protest.

I asked Aiden, who sat next to me, as usual, “How did you do in the class?”

He shrugged. “I squeezed out an A. You?”

“Nice. Same. Just barely.”

He smiled.

“Who was your group author?” I asked.

“Hemingway.”

“Ouch. Sounds difficult.”

“Yeah, it was harder than I thought it’d be, but I managed. The whole group did pretty well. Lucy didn’t really pull her weight, but I covered for her.”

“Aw, that’s nice of you,” I said. So different than snitchy Jessica!

Even though we were a group, we were graded individually on our own papers—the “group” part was mainly to force us to work together.

After my short discussion with Aiden, I told him good luck and to have a happy summer. He said the same back to me, and didn’t ask me for a date or ask if I needed a ride or anything.

It was almost like he’d forgotten about our little lunchtime foray from Wednesday. Like I wasn’t on his mind.

That irked me, somewhat. I was usually good at reading people, but I guess I must have misread this situation. Maybe he didn’t like me as much as I’d originally assumed.

Or, maybe in our short time together, he found something about me that annoyed him and it turned him off . . . God forbid.

I don’t know why I let that bother me, but I did. I was a bit sullen as I was leaving the classroom, but then I heard the telltale voice of Professor C call me over, and my mood changed in an instant.

“Cari, another word?”

I spun around, turned my frown upside down, and marched over to him. I was feeling confident in my own skin, of course, because I’d rescued my grade and managed an A.

But during my conversation with Brock, I made an untoward remark that was probably better left unsaid.

He started by saying, “Good work on pulling through with your paper. I’m impressed that you turned it around in such a short time. Your paper was really well thought-out and written.”

I smiled wide. “Thank you, Broc—Professor.” I cleared my throat. “Don’t judge a book by its cover, as they say.”

He tilted his head. “What do you mean?”

I shrugged, then gestured at myself. “Just because I look like this doesn’t mean I don’t have any brains.”

His pursed lips slowly melded into a smirk, or a frown, I couldn’t tell. I wanted to leap over his desk and kiss them. “I never thought that about you, Cari. I hope you don’t think that.”

“N-No, yeah. You’re right. I don’t . . . know what I thought.”

“I’ve always known you were a bright girl, but just a bit distracted by all the rigors of life. I hope you have a good summer.”

I smiled again, my eyes bulging. Was this the end of us? The end of my fantasy relationship with my much-older professor?

No, it couldn’t be. I wouldn’t let it be.

“You too . . . I hope I have another class with you. You’re my favorite professor,” I said lamely.

He gave me a half-smile. “That’s very sweet to hear, Cari. Made my day.”

“And I guess, now that I pulled off an A, there’s nothing I can do to . . . raise it, huh? Maybe I shouldn’t have done so well on my paper . . .”

That was the comment better left unsaid. Immediately as the words escaped my mouth, I regretted saying them, and my face turned red. My eyes flashed wide, so I looked away. 

He tilted his head again, angling his jaw so I got the perfect view of his chiseled features when I turned back to him.

“What do you mean?” he asked.

“N-Nothing,” I said, my voice suddenly weak and bashful. “Uh, never mind.”

The fact that he tried to play off my words as if he didn’t understand my implication was admirable, but I didn’t believe him. I saw a sudden twinkle in his eyes, a hunger that I’d never seen before. It was clear as day, but I tried to ignore it.

Deep down, however, it made me wetter than Niagara Falls.

Before I started leaking onto his classroom floor, I said, “I just hope I have another class with you some time! Ta-ta!”

Then I spun around and all but ran away. I wondered if he was watching my big ass bounce around as I jogged to the door and out of his room.

I bet he was.

As usual after English class, I intersected Melinda in the hallway, leading away from campus. We walked toward the parking lot, as usual, arm in arm.

She said, “Your face looks flushed, mama. What’s up?”

“I just said the stupidest thing to Brock.”

She snickered. “We all say stupid things when we’re in love.”

“I’m not in love, Linny!” I yelled. A few people at the lockers turned and looked over their shoulder, and I grew even redder in the face. Dammit.

“Okay, in lust, then.” She shrugged nonchalantly. “What’d you say?”

“I said that, since I got a good grade, there was nothing I could do to raise it. Linny, I was practically licking my lips, twirling my hair, and grinning like a horny fool while I said it!”

She laughed again, pushing her body closer to mind, until our shoulders bumped together. “Oh my! You scandalous little ho! What’d he say?”

“He acted like he didn’t understand what I was saying. It was so embarrassing.”

Linny shook her head. “Don’t worry, he knows. Maybe it wasn’t the worst thing to say after all?”

I sighed. “Yeah, I know he knows. I’m just demoralized . . . appalled that I would blurt that out.”

“It shows that you know what you want, girl. And that you’re not afraid to grab it. Don’t be ashamed.”

I appreciated Melinda’s kind words—her attempt to cheer me up. But I still felt like a fool. We were reaching the end of the hall, and outside it was another sunny summer day.

Linny said, “Hey, now that you’re not technically his student, there’s not really a . . . conflict of interest, right? Maybe now
 you can make your move on him!”

I frowned.

“All I’m saying,” she added, before I could respond, “is that I’ve heard stories that he’s slept with tons of former students. I don’t know if I believe any of them . . .”

“Urban legends,” I said, shaking my head feverishly. “There’s no way. He doesn’t seem the type. Where’d you hear that?” I don’t know why I defending Professor C’s fidelity so hard—I barely even knew the guy. And, outside of school, I didn’t know him at all. 

“I don’t remember who told me. Maybe one of his former students,” Linny replied with a chuckle.

“Well, it was just a fantasy with him, Linny. I’m realizing that now. And, contrary to popular belief, I’m still with Teddy. I wouldn’t do that to him.”

She shrugged, as if the word “cheat” and “relationship” weren’t a part of her vocabulary. She really was quite a slut, but I think that’s one of the things I loved about her. She was unabashed and shameless.

Still, I suddenly wanted to change the subject pretty badly. I was done talking about cheating on my lackluster boyfriend with my hot, sharp professor.

“How was the rest of your party?” I asked. “Sorry Teddy was a party pooper and had us leave early.”

“Oh, it’s no problem,” she said, turning her head to eye some guy bending over at his locker, to stare at his ass. “There’s nothing to report. It was okay. I got too drunk and made some bad decisions. You know, the usual.”

I narrowed my eyes on her. That was the most innocent description I’d ever heard, and Linny wasn’t a good liar. I knew she was hiding something juicy. “Oh, come on. What does that mean?”

She reached into her purse and looked at her phone. “Well, shit,” she said, tapping the screen a few times. “I got to stop by somewhere before my last class. Rain check on this convo?”

I smiled at her. “Sure, hot stuff.”

She smiled, we hugged, kissed cheeks, and she was off.

I wondered what the emergency had been in her life—what had sent her away so quickly, without even answering my question about the “bad decisions” she made.

Shrugging, I let it go and went outside. The sun bathed my face in warmth, and I breathed the summer air in deep. I smiled, flicking my sunglasses onto my face, and continued to my car.

As I walked over, I started to wonder if I’d see Aiden again in the parking lot . . .

And then, there he was, the white Mustang driving by slowly with that aggressive rumble. He saw me, too, and we waved to each other and smiled.

I watched him go by, then continued to my car. I stood in front of the car for a while, debating what to do.

Then, I decided I’d go and surprise Teddy at his football practice—try to patch things up with him, since I hadn’t seen him or heard from him in a couple of days, and I’d been a bit reclusive while finishing my paper . . .
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Chapter Eight


T
he football field at Mesa College was on the other side of the campus from the parking lot. I debated driving over there, but then I’d have to find parking again and I didn’t want to do that. So, I left my little backpack in my car and started making the trek across the parking lot, then across the campus.

I passed by a couple people I knew while walking the grounds, and gave them nods and smiles. I walked with a bit of pep in my step because I was excited to make amends. Not that I had done anything wrong, but, even though I wasn’t thrilled on my relationship with Teddy, I didn’t want it to get too sour.

I hadn’t seen him in a few days, and as much as I hated to admit it, I was kind of missing him. My F. Scott Fitzgerald paper pretty much wiped me out of all brainpower, and now I just needed to relax.

A good fuck, is what I needed, but that probably wasn’t in the cards with Roo.

I started talking to myself on the way to the field, trying to formulate what I was going to say in my mind. I had my head bent down, staring at the ground as my shoes clacked on the cement, with my mouth moving. I probably either looked crazy or like I was on coke.

It started with, “You’re not still mad at me, right?” Then I shook my head. “No, too accusatory. Be gentler, Cari. He’s sensitive, remember? As macho as he tries to act, he just wants to be accepted like the rest of us . . .”

I chuckled to myself. Now I definitely
 looked like a crazy person—not just talking to myself, but answering back!

“I hope you’re not still mad at me about getting a ride from school when my car was dead, Roo.” Yeah, use “Roo,” his nickname. He’ll like that.

My goal was simple: What was the quickest way to get Teddy into my car, hopefully so we could fuck right then and there—or maybe once we’d left the parking lot.

I could always offer him a blowjob, I thought. He loved those.

“Hey, remember when I said my mouth was always open to you?” I muttered. “Well . . . business hours are now
.”

Chuckling again, I shook my head. I’m over thinking this. He’s a guy—not a lab rat. Guys are easy to please, although, in the same vein, I guess lab rats are, too.

Just tell him that I wanted to makeup and make out, then get dicked down proper. Was he up to the task?

Yes, challenge him . . . he’s a competitive guy. Could he rise to the occasion?

Who cares if people are looking into our car window while my ass squishes against the glass? They’ll just be jealous. Embrace it—embrace the voyeurs. Take a chance for once in your life. Put that bravado to good use. Be a man.


What are people gonna do, call the cops? Doubtful. If anything, guys passing by would probably whip their cocks out and jerk off right there in the parking lot, begging to get in on the action. We could start our own student orgy . . . and it would all begin with my fake moans and my bouncing booty riding your cock in the backseat of my Honda.

I was starting to get wet at the thought, while walking toward the football field. That wasn’t good—I didn’t want to seem uncomfortable and nervous before my big spiel.

I finally made it and looked down at the long green field from on high. I had to walk down a flight of stairs to get to the bleachers, and then more steps to get to the field and the locker room.

Hot, sweaty guys were running around, going through plays. Whistles were getting blown in their ears. Coaches were pointing and yelling. All the guys had their uniforms and helmets on, so I couldn’t see their faces, but I knew Teddy’s number: 53.

I squinted at the field, looking at the 50-yard-line where most of the guys were congregated. The plays stopped and a few of the boys went on their knees and got into a half-circle to listen to their coach’s direction.

I shielded the sun from my eyes—though I had my sunglasses—and to make it obvious that I was looking for someone. I glanced left and right and saw that a few spectators were watching the practice: girlfriends and friends of the players, mostly.

The team was in a minor league, being part of a community college, but scouts still picked out the good ones every once in a while. There were some gems at Mesa, and Teddy was supposed to be one of them. I tried to make it to all of his games, and I was usually successful.

Whenever he won a game, he was down to fuck for, like, three hours afterward, which was great. Whenever he lost, he moped and “didn’t have the energy.” I could call him a pussy for being so wishy-washy, but I understood that down-and-dejected attitude. I got that way, too, sometimes.

Which made me start to think, was there any way that Teddy was also getting bored of the relationship? Could the same thoughts swirling through my head be swirling through his—that we’ve run our course, that we never do anything fun anymore?

God forbid. No. There was no way he’d break up with all of this . . . he’d be a complete dumbass . . .

. . . Though he did have a lot of girls always swarming him, practically all the time. Like I said, he was tall and handsome, and a star wide receiver on the team. He was going places. I definitely wasn’t his only saving grace.

Shit.

Those inner thoughts of turmoil made me a bit panicky.

My eyes scanned the field harder, still squinting, but I couldn’t find #53 anywhere.

The team’s offensive line set up for a play. Whistles started the commotion, and the play got underway. One of the other wide receivers ran an inside route, cut toward the outside boundary, and turned just as the quarterback hurled the ball about twenty yards in his direction.

The receiver caught the ball and cut back inside to a round of cheers from the few spectators dotting the bleachers.

I frowned. It wasn’t Teddy who’d caught the ball—it was his competition. If this guy was any good, there’s a chance that Teddy’s spot on the team was at stake. So, I didn’t cheer his nice catch.

After the play, I roamed onto the field. Not, like, onto
 the field, but toward the sidelines.

A big menacing presence turned around and looked at me with his arms crossed. His helmet was off.

It was Buck Gaines. The big boy saw me walking toward him and he lumbered in my direction. I swear I thought I could feel his footfalls making tremors in the ground.

“’Sup, Cari?” he said.

“Hey, thanks for snitching on me the other day when I was getting a ride from that guy,” I started, already off to a bad start. I couldn’t help myself.

Buck shrugged. “Teddy’s my boy, man. What do you expect?”

I sighed. “I know. I’m just playing. What, you think I’d leave Teddy for that
 scrawny dork? Come on, Buck, give me a little more credit than that.”

“I’m just the messenger, Cari. I just report what I see.”

“Oh? And can you report where Teddy is, then? I don’t see him on the field.”

Buck nodded. “Yeah, he cut out early. Told the coaches he had a family emergency.”

I frowned. A family emergency? What the hell was that all about? I hadn’t heard anything from him . . .

“So, he’s gone?” I asked, crossing my arms under my tits.

I saw Buck’s eyes glance south for a moment, watching to see how my boobs bunched together on my forearms, then nodded. “He might still be in the locker room. Go check it out if you want, you might catch him.”

“Thanks.”

The boy’s locker room? I thought as I wandered away. I cut across the field, behind where the plays were happening, and I could practically feel the stares of every horny athlete watching my ass shake. I couldn’t help that it was big and bouncy—but I guess I could’ve been more reserved in how I walked.

But that’s not how I rolled.

I wondered at what shenanigans I’d see in the men’s locker room. Like, swinging dicks and naked dudes spanking each other in “congratulations”? That’s the sort of dirty things that roamed through my hopeful mind. Towels ass-snapping each other with homoerotic giggles coming from the boys when they thought they were safe and not being watched?

I chuckled and made it to the locker. It was a single, wide stone building—nondescript and plain. There was another building adjacent to it that was the girl’s locker room—both of them plainly marked. There didn’t seem to be any action coming from the girl’s locker room, and there weren’t any female athletes on the field, so it seemed to be an off day for them.

Maybe the girls had a game coming up, and were resting. Either way, I found it odd that there weren’t any
 girls practicing any
 sports on the field. What gives?

I headed into the boy’s locker room, tentatively . . . my footsteps urging me forward. I took my sunglasses off as I walked into the shade cast by the awning over the entrance.

Inside the boy’s locker room, it was empty. To my knowledge, there was no one present. I even called out, “Hello?” but got no reply. It smelled like testosterone and dude sweat, but I kept forward with my nose scrunched up in disgust. I walked by the showers, the lockers, and the coach’s office, but didn’t see anyone present. Everyone was either out on the field or absent.

I hurried out, not wanting to indulge in that distinctive smell any longer.

Once outside, I sighed.

I told myself that it was a bust, to go home. I’d text Teddy once I got to my car—I’d left my phone in my backpack, like an idiot.

As I started to march away in defeat, back toward the parking lot, I heard a faint noise.

I turned, my brows scrunching. Where was the noise coming from?

Quiet. Then, another faint sound.

I tilted my head, took a step forward.

I stood stone-still for a moment, then heard the intermittent sound once more.

It was coming from the girl’s locker room.

Frowning, I continued forward, my curiosity piqued. I didn’t know what I was about to walk in on, but I had to see it with my own two eyes, or else I knew I’d regret it for the rest of my days—or at least for the rest of the week.

As I opened the double-door, quietly, and let myself in, the noise became more pronounced and louder.

It was a moan. It reverberated around the small building, bouncing off the walls, even though the person from which the moan emanated was trying to muffle it, probably with a hand.

It was a female’s moan, there was no doubt about that—or a very feminine guy’s.

Immediately upon entering the room, I was met with three rows of lockers that were head high. The aisle went left and right around them, and I went right.

I rounded the first row of lockers and came to a center aisle with lockers on both sides, and a long bench splitting the middle walkway.

On the bench I found my culprits.

The man had the girl planked on the bench, her legs straddling the wood on either side. Her arms went from dangling on either side of the bench, to grabbing at the edges of the wood, as if she was trying to hold on for dear life.

The guy was positioned behind her, also straddling the bench, but standing. Well, crouching. His naked, tight ass slid back and forth on the bench, between her thick legs.

He fucked her doggy-style, but it looked like an uncomfortable position for the girl, being flat on her belly with her tits squishing onto the hard, cold bench. Her body rocked with the momentum of the boy’s thrusts, back and forth, until a cohesive rhythm was formed.

He fucked her hard, like a jackhammer, holding onto her waist with both hands, squeezing between her fat asscheeks to send his cock barreling into her pussy with a pop. The wet squelching sound coming from his cock and hips colliding with her flabby buttcheeks was almost louder than the girl’s moans.

She had her head bent down, her hair spooled over both sides of the bench. She seemed to be trembling with orgasm. She was naked from the waist down, and wore a simple T-shirt on top.

He was also naked from the waist down, with a pair of jersey shorts ringed around one of his ankles. He was still wearing his shoes—his Chucks.

I couldn’t see either of their faces, but I didn’t need to. My heart was already sinking as my eyes grew wide in my head and I slapped a hand to my gaping mouth.

Like a train wreck, I couldn’t turn away.

It was Teddy.

And he was fucking Melinda.

Her dark hair swung like a pendulum with every body-quaking thrust from Teddy, shielding her face.

I was behind them, watching, frozen in place. I couldn’t move—could hardly breathe.

But I didn’t initially do anything to stop it. I just watched, like one of the voyeurs I’d been thinking about while walking over here.

Teddy seemed way more animated and enthusiastic about railing the lights out of Linny than he ever did when he screwed me.

He was actually putting in effort—grunting, groaning, and spanking her bare ass. That satisfying clap, followed by the wobbling buttocks, sounded after every spank.

When she let out another moan, Teddy leaned his big body over hers and reached a hand around her face. He clamped her mouth shut with his palm, muffling her.

Then he leaned his face into her T-shirt-clad back, near her shoulders, and planked his own tummy on her rear end. He fucked her like that for a minute, his butt rising with hers, digging into her, swinging his hips hard enough so his balls smacked into her buttcrack.

He basically hugged her in place so she couldn’t move.

I think she managed to get her head away from his clamping hand—I couldn’t tell exactly because they were both facing away from me—because her moans became un-muffled. It sounded like she was sucking on an egg, and I saw Teddy’s fingers hook into her mouth. He fishhooked her as he fucked her, and was probably completely unaware that he was doing it.

Between his warm, sweaty body and the bench beneath her, Linny was made into a nice pussy sandwich.

And Teddy was having his way with her. Their bodies were melded together at the hip, quite literally, moving in earnest strokes. Teddy’s balls swung and his cock glided out of her slick cunt, before plunging back in all the way to the root.

She cried out as he hilted her. Even though he wasn’t very big, grinding her down to the base of his shaft was enough to send quite a few inches into her pussy canal.

It probably felt amazing. Her body trembled from the blissful feeling, and she came and screamed at the same time. Her head arched upward, as did her back, and she all but lifted Teddy off her, higher into the air.

My own vagina betrayed me and started getting wet. I felt damp between my legs, and shuffled my feet, awkwardly shifting my weight. Before long, if I didn’t put a stop to this, I knew I’d be a leaking mess.

I was partly hidden behind the end of the row of lockers, but now I stepped directly into the aisle.

Hands on my hips, I adopted a wide stance.

My voice boomed, echoing through the building:

“What. The. Actual. Fuck!”


The fucking stopped immediately. Both Teddy and Linny froze in place, no doubt recognizing my voice and my seething hatred and anger.

Teddy was the first to look over his shoulder, a completely befuddled expression on his face.

Linny then looked behind her and waited for Teddy’s fingers to pull out of her mouth. Her face was a wreck, with smeared lipstick all over her chin and upper lip and cheeks. Her mascara was partly running.

I knew that messed-up look, and assumed that Teddy had skullfucked her before bending her over the bench and pounding her pussy. She must have come straight here after our conversation in the hallway . . .

Linny’s face was incredibly red, either from all the screaming, the orgasm, the embarrassment and shock of seeing me standing there, or all the above.

I stared down at them with flames in my eyes, my brows arched evilly.

“You fucking little bitches!”
 I screamed, unable to contain myself. “You cheating, scandalous, heartless fucks!”


For some reason, I was emphasizing every last word. I couldn’t control my mind or what I was saying. I was just spewing out ugliness, still in disbelief that Teddy was cheating on me with my best friend.

“C-Cari!” Linny shouted, aghast. Tears were either spilling down her cheeks, or it was a sheen of sweat. Either way, she looked ready to weep.

I doubt that she wanted to weep because she felt guilty, but rather because she got caught in the act.

That little whore. That double-crossing, man-stealing, back-stabbing whore.

“How long, Teddy? Roo?!’
 I spat the nickname at him with utter disgust, my head twisting on my shoulders. Snarling, I added, “How long has this been going on, huh?!”

There was a momentary pause, and that’s how I knew I couldn’t trust any of the words that were about to come out of either of their mouths.

“Just this once, I swear!” Teddy said.

“Bullshit!”

With my mind working in overdrive, I thought of all the strange shit that had been going on recently. Linny saying she had made “bad decisions” at her party last night, then being unwilling to tell me what those bad decisions were . . . Teddy getting up and leaving my house in the middle of the night, when he thought I was asleep.

They probably met up to bang then, too!

“N-No, Cari!” Linny said through sobs. “Y-You . . . you said you were breaking up with him!”

I snorted, loud enough and hard enough to hurt my own throat. Reeling my head back, I waited for Teddy to turn to her and say, “Wait, what?”

At this point, thankfully, he had slid his cock out of her pussy. Now he was standing over her, but he was no longer laying on her. He was standing over her, cock soft and draping, a long line of pre-cum dripping from his pisshole to her asscheek.

Less fortunately, I could see the stream of cum leaking out of Linny’s pussy, pooling on the bench between her legs. She closed her wet legs with a grotesque squelch, so I couldn’t see any longer.

“I never broke up with him, though, cunt!” I yelled. “You took it upon yourself for that to mean, ‘Yeah, go ahead, Linny, fuck my boyfriend!
’? Are you fucking for real right now?”

Melinda stuttered. “I . . . I . . .”

Teddy swung his face to me. “You were planning on breaking up with me?”

“We were finished, Teddy! You suck! You’re boring! We never do anything! Our relationship had run its course!” I yelled all of it fast, almost breaking into tears, counting off the issues on my fingers. I could hardly hear myself yelling through the pounding in my head. “But I was coming here to try to patch things up, you typical fuckboy slut!”

Teddy’s body deflated at my words. He didn’t try to justify his actions, and for that I was thankful. The worst thing he could’ve done was say, “Wait, I can explain, Cari.” Like, really—you can explain what your sticky cock is doing sliding into my best friend’s pussy? Please, I’m all ears.

Don’t dig yourself into a deeper grave than the one you’re already in, boy. Just let me rage and have a fit and then we never have to see each other again.

If you say too much, or try to pass the blame onto me, I’m liable to launch myself at you and kick you in the dick. I’ll tear your nuts off and feed them to you!

“We’re fucking done!”
 I wailed. “I can’t believe I was even going to try!”

Tears were falling down my cheeks now. I couldn’t help myself. Teddy and I had been together for more than a year, and as mundane as our relationship had gotten, it still tore my heart apart to see him cheating on me like this.

Especially with my other
 best friend.

Now I had no one.

I was alone, sad, angry, bewildered, embarrassed . . . all those terrible emotions swelled inside me, all at once.

As I spun around to march out of the women’s locker room, I heard the most disgusting thing yet.

It came from Linny, and she tried to whisper it to Teddy, but her voice carried from the echo in the room.

“At least I made it easier for her to dump your cheating ass,” she told him.

“My
 cheating ass?!” Teddy replied, and by that time I was to the door and on my way out. “Bitch, you
 came onto me!
 If anything, this is all your
 fault!”

“I only did it because I felt sorry for you!” Linny replied.

“Oh, my ass!”

“You were about to be blindsided and thrown to the wolves!”

They both sounded pitiful. Disgusting. Disheartening.

I wanted nothing to do with either of them, ever again.

Y’all want to cheat on me and create a scandal? Go ahead. You’re perfect for each other. A couple of bitch peas in a bitch pod.

I left the building before I could hear anymore bullshit. I felt so betrayed and grief-stricken that I ran back to my car in the parking lot. I tore through the campus, not looking anyone in the eye—though I’m sure more than a few eyes watched my ass and tits really
 bounce, this time, as I ran.

I felt like such a fool.

I had hurried right past that first stage of grief—shock and denial—and gone right to pain and guilt. I bet they had been doing this longer than I had even thought. Deep down, I wanted to figure it out—to find out when the affair had started.

But, on the surface, I didn’t give a shit. What was done was done, and there was nothing either of them could do to un-break my heart.

I made it to my car and planted myself in the driver’s seat. I didn’t leave the parking lot for a long while, as I just sat there with my forehead against the steering wheel, drowning in my own tears.
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Chapter Nine


Y
ou know what? Maybe Linny did
 do me a favor. In hindsight, I’m glad I walked in on them and found out how I did. Well, maybe glad
 isn’t the right word, but it was a satisfactory conclusion to mine and Teddy’s relationship.

Otherwise, they could’ve gone sneaking behind my back for months, meeting in secret sexual rendezvous—if they weren’t already—and I would’ve been none the wiser.

So, yeah . . . you may be an evil, heartless cunt, Melinda, but you made breaking up with Teddy much easier for me.

If there had ever been any doubt in my mind before, that was obviously out the window, now.

I spent the next few days in “woe is me” mode: moping around my house, not taking showers, eating too much junk food, and being altogether completely depressed.

How could this happen to me?

How did I not see this coming? The signs?

How could I be so foolish?

Why didn’t I drop Teddy months ago, to stave off the inevitable hurt?

All those kinds of useless, self-pitying questions raged through my mind.

But then, suddenly, one day I stopped asking those questions. I woke up feeling renewed and ready to take on the world.

I don’t know what caused the change, I just knew I was more angry than sad by that point. Life would go on. It wasn’t the end of the world. Let Teddy and Melinda have whatever shitty relationship they were going to have.

I wondered if they were still together, or if their scandalous ways had already brought about the end of their coupling.

Good riddance.

I enrolled in a couple summer courses to help get me through school faster. I wanted to be out of Mesa College as quickly as possible, now that I had nothing—or no one—holding me back.

Unfortunately, I wasn’t able to get a class with Professor C. That was the real
 reason I had enrolled in summer classes, to see if I could get it in with him, but the only class he was offering was one I’d already taken. I didn’t want to seem desperate by showing up to a class that I’d already aced in the past—he would see right through that. I needed to be more subtle.

Summer class was accelerated through the first eight weeks of the season, so I’d be buckling down and then going to the beach to get my tan on a lot, in those first few weeks.

It was the second day of class, Tuesday, when everything changed.

I was driving up to Mesa from my house in Pacific Beach, waiting at a stop light near the college. I absentmindedly looked ahead and saw a face I recognized at the other side of the stoplight, leaving Mesa, heading the opposite direction from me.

It was Professor Carlson in a cute little red Prius.

My eyes went wide. I bit my bottom lip, then the light turned green.

I made a split-second decision—don’t think I even played the consequences of my actions through my head, I just went for it. I veered my Honda left, tires squealing as I saw him drive past, then managed to swerve over two lanes to get to the next U-turnable section in the road.

I flipped a bitch and was now going the same way as Brock—away from Mesa and my class. I would be missing the second day, which wasn’t good, but for some reason I had a good feeling that it would be worth it, in the long run.

Scanning the road as I drove, I couldn’t yet see the professor’s red Prius. As the light ahead was turning yellow, the one he’d just gone through, I slammed on the gas and powered through it.

Then, in the distance, I saw his car bumbling along in the slow lane, so I veered over and followed. I felt super stalker-y and incognito, and chuckled to myself behind the wheel of my car.

He turned off into a little mini-mall, and I was two cars behind him. All three of us turned into the mall, then split off in separated directions. I followed the professor toward the far end of the stripmall, where it seemed like he was heading toward a big Starbucks.

Sure enough, he parked, got out of his car, and started walking toward the Starbucks. He swaggered in the direction of the coffeehouse, dressed in his button-down shirt—minus the smoker’s jacket, because it was hot outside and he wasn’t in class—and I parked a few spots away from him, just spying on him like I was tailing a suspect in Law & Order.


I took a pen from my backpack, stuffed it in my pants pocket, and took a deep breath. Exhaling, I exited my car and started in the direction of Starbucks.

There were other students lounging around outside, underneath the green-and-white awnings at round tables, going over projects, chatting, doing the normal student things.

I had never noticed that this Starbucks was such a big hangout spot for the Mesa College crowd, but it made sense seeing as that it was so close to campus.

When I went inside, the marvelous odor of wafting coffee beans hit my nose. It calmed me immediately. I looked at the line, which was five people deep, and didn’t see the professor.

Quirking my brows, I shrugged and headed for the back of the line.

A few minutes later, there were two people ahead of me, and the men’s bathroom door opened. Out came Professor C, looking hot as ever.

If there was even one good thing that Melinda had told me throughout our friendship, it was that there was no longer a conflict of interest between the professor and I, now that I wasn’t in his class. That seemed to make sense.

Glancing out the corner of my eye at the approaching professor, I turned my head away. He stepped in line right behind me, and I could already smell that new book, cologne-infused scent coming from his body.

He didn’t seem to recognize or notice me—which was how I wanted it—even though he stood directly behind me.

The person in front of me stepped away from the counter, revealing the cashier-barista, and my face twisted in shock. A dull thud seemed to hit me in my chest, though I couldn’t tell if it was panic or anxiety or what.

Aiden Donohue was the cashier, wearing that cute green apron that all Starbucks employees wore. He smiled wide as he saw me, and I knew he would give up my identity to the professor behind me.

My ploy had been to step in line behind
 the professor, so when he turned around after ordering he would bump right into me, but I hadn’t planned on him going to the bathroom before getting in line. And I didn’t want to just stand in the corner like a weirdo and risk discovery when he came out of the restroom.

“Cari! Fancy seeing you here!” Aiden exclaimed.

I smiled meekly, nervously. “H-Hey, Aiden. I didn’t know you worked here.”

He shrugged. “It’s not exactly the highlight of my life, ya know. I guess mentioning it didn’t cross my mind when we were hanging out that one day.”

“Ah, right.”

“What can I get you?” he asked, putting his hands palm-down on the counter.

I made a point of looking up at the menu. I was surprised that Professor C hadn’t tapped me on the shoulder or said my name or made any recognition of me yet. It hurt, and I wondered if there was any way he’d actually forgotten me in, like, the week I hadn’t seen him.

“Uh, I’ll just take a tall coffee, I guess.”

“Room for cream and sugar?”

“No, black is fine.” I handed him my debit card.

I stood there in an awkward position as he punched some buttons on the computer screen, holding my card in his other hand. Sandwiched between Professor C behind me and Aiden in front of me, I didn’t know what to do with my hands, so I just put them on the countertop and waited impatiently.

Aiden hadn’t looked up from the computer screen, so I got a chance to examine his face. He looked good, still cute, still with that curly hair bunched around his forehead, framing his features nicely. He was sort of sucking on his bottom lip as he concentrated and typed in my order, and that was also pretty endearing.

My body was tense. I was waiting for a tap on my shoulder, a pat on my ass, anything . . . okay, I wasn’t expected a pat on my ass from my former professor, that was just wishful thinking.

One of the other employees behind the counter called Aiden’s name and he turned around. As he turned, he accidentally smacked my card on the computer screen and dropped it.

“Whoops,” he said.

I was still leaning forward on the countertop when he bent forward to pick up my card from the ground.

That’s when I got an eyeful of the most unexpected thing.

Luckily for Aiden, I think I was the only one to see it.

As he bent over and crouched to pick up the card, his back was to me. The apron strap around his waist lifted his shirt slightly, revealing the small of his back. And there I saw two pink straps—straps from a pair of thong or panties—sticking out from the waistband of his pants.

My eyes widened momentarily and I smirked. By the time he had stood and was facing me again, my face was stoic once more, my smirk gone. He smiled at me and handed my card back.

Oh, Aiden, you horny little minx . . . what’s that
 all about? Wearing a thong to work? Talk about scandalous! Do your coworkers know that you dress like that, underneath those beige slacks and green apron? What does it signify? Are you some kind of a femboy?

It seemed that my original inkling, that Aiden might be gay, was much nearer to the truth than I’d originally anticipated.

“You okay?” I faintly heard his voice say.

I shook my head. “Oh, uh, yeah, sorry. Good to see you, Aiden!”

“You too!” he said, and gave me a heartwarming, dimple-filled smile.

I turned in line to leave, the bewildered expression still flashed on my face, and then I was standing toe to toe with Professor C.

“P-Professor!” I said, acting startled to see him. In truth, I was more startled about my recent discovery regarding Aiden, but Brock didn’t need to know that.

I stared up at his tall frame, at his chiseled, perfectly sculpted face.

“Ah, I thought that was you,” he said with a smirk. “Cari Morrison, the girl who surprised me more than any other last semester.”

I chuckled. Looking past him, I saw that there were three people in line behind him now, eagerly and impatiently waiting.

“Here, I’ll get out of your way,” I said.

“Okay, but don’t get too far,” he replied.

My heart skipped a beat and I nodded, then walked around him. I heard him say, “Ah, another one of my students! You all are making an old man feel special,” as he looked down at Aiden.

I scoffed at the “old man” remark, because he couldn’t have been more than forty. Or maybe fifty . . . it was hard to tell. But he definitely had that perfect mix of old class and young style, and he didn’t come across as a geezer at all.

After the professor ordered, he came right up to me. We waited by the pick-up counter, standing around a table.

He said, “So, how have you been, Miss Morrison? Glad it’s summer?”

I shrugged. I thought about saying the old “I’ve been good,” but knew that it wouldn’t be the titillating response I wanted to give, and would lead nowhere. So, I said, “I’ve been better, to be honest, Professor C.”

He frowned. He looked even hotter when he was disappointed. His short black hair had a bit more salt in it than I remembered. Maybe the semester had taken a toll on him.

“Oh?” he replied, unsure how to answer. “I’m sorry to hear that.”

“Yeah, I caught my boyfriend cheating on me recently. So I cut it off like an arm infected with gangrene.” I screwed up my face after saying that, like, real
 good, idiot. Attractive.

But it made him chuckle. “That’s terrible. I’m glad you stood up for yourself. I definitely know the feeling. That’s why you don’t see a ring on these fingers.” He lifted his hands to show me. They were big and beautiful.

I smiled shyly. “Yeah,” I said, “I’m sure you know all about breaking girls’ hearts.”

He was a bit taken aback, I could tell, but responded quickly. “No, I try to avoid close relationships for that very reason.”

I chuckled nervously. Peeking over his shoulder, I saw Aiden at the front counter glancing over at us. He saw me giggle, and I swear I could see his heart breaking in his chest. It made me feel a bit guilty.

Sorry, Aiden, but I’ve been pursuing this for too long. I’m just sorry you have to see it play out in front of you.

Gaining a bit of confidence, I said, “Well, what about casual flings?”

Professor C’s eyes narrowed and locked on mine. There was a bemused expression on his face, as if he finally saw me for the first time—and saw where I was going with my line of inquiry.

“Miss Morrison . . . are you trying to seduce me?”

I giggled again, shifting my feet awkwardly. “What?! Me?”

“I’m just kidding,” he said, and now it was my
 heart that was breaking.

Like, of course I’m trying to seduce you, man! Haven’t I made that obvious from the get-go?

He added, “It’s just a line from The Graduate.
”

“Never seen it,” I said.

His head lurched back, surprised. “What? With Dustin Hoffman? It’s a classic! Please tell me you know who Dustin Hoffman is.”

I shrugged. Of course I did, but I felt like we were on a roll.

He shook his head disparagingly. “Yeah, you young kids,” he muttered. “Too young. That’s the point I’m trying to make, Cari. I’m old enough to be your dad.”

“Okay,” I blurted. I’ll call you “Daddy,” you hunk.

“What?”

“N-Nothing!” I immediately replied. I was blushing like a tomato, my face as warm as the sun. I thought I would die of embarrassment.

But he just looked as cool and collected as usual.

I heard a voice nearby: “Cary and Brock!”

I sighed, and we walked over to the barista counter to pick up our coffees. “It’s Cari,” I told the young kid handing me my coffee. “Like a car. Plus an ‘e’.”

“Whoops, sorry,” he said, shrugging. He pushed my coffee toward me.

Brock reached out to get his, but I put a hand on his forearm. It was the first time I’d ever touched him, and I felt a jolt of electricity at that touch—not literally, but there was definitely a moment.

“Hold up,” I said.

He looked at me questioningly, a single eyebrow arched.

I reached into my pocket, took out my pen, and grabbed his coffee. Then I wrote my phone number on the cup, under the thick black felt of his name.

Still blushing, I said, “I think I’ll take this to go . . . Brock.”

He grinned at me. “That’s fair.” He turned and stared oddly at his coffee, at my phone number.

“Now,” I said, “don’t go throwing that cup away, yeah?”

His grin slowly vanished. “I would never,” he said in a deep voice, almost a whisper.

I walked past him, a shit-eating grin on my face, all but skipping my way to my car.
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Chapter Ten


I
was proud of myself for making the first move on the professor, even though I was pretty sure he’d never call me.

Melinda had most likely been right—he probably had scores of women, and students, hanging off his every word. He was the perfect mix of intelligence and machismo. The most eligible bachelor professor at Mesa College.

I couldn’t have been more wrong.

That night, I got a phone call from a random number.

“Miss Morrison,” he started.

My heart thumping in my chest, I took a seat on my couch so I wouldn’t fall over. “S-Speaking.”

A soft chuckle on the other end. “It’s Brock Carlson.”

“I know, Professor.”

“You’re not my student anymore. You don’t need to call me that.”

He sounded like he might’ve been a bit tipsy. His voice was definitely more gruff than usual. Maybe he was currently masturbating while he talked to me, I thought—hoped.

“Okay, Brock.”

He paused. “Have you eaten dinner?”

“No, I haven’t.”

“Come over to my house. I’m cooking steaks.” He paused. “Wait, you’re not one of those vegans, are you?”

I laughed. “No, sir, I’m not.”

“Good. I’ll see you in an hour.”

It wasn’t a question, it was a statement. I loved that. The good professor was taking charge, taking control. I wanted to say, “It’s a date,” but didn’t want to push my luck, so I just left it at that. I think I ended with, “Yes, sir,” like a good, obedient student.

I didn’t know what to expect, only that it would be good, whatever it was. Good food, good company, and hopefully . . . a good fuck.

He was very brusque with me on the phone, but somehow he knew that I wanted that. He texted me his address and I showered and got ready. I dressed in high heel fuck-me shoes so I’d be close to his height (over six feet tall), a cute, shimmering black top, and a skirt that went halfway down my thighs. I let my hair down, to flow past my shoulders. I put on my brightest, loudest red lipstick.

I know I was slutting it up for the professor, but I wanted to make a smoldering impression. Teddy and Melinda were the furthest things from my mind as I drove over to Bay Park, where Brock lived.

I’d never been with a man twice my age, and I was super excited on the way over, wondering what he had planned for me.

If I thought he was brusque with my on the phone, I was in for a surprise at his house. When I knocked on the door, he answered and looked me up and own with predatory eyes, but didn’t say a word.

He was dressed in a sleek, velvety button-down shirt, minus the tie, and comfortable looking black pants. His hair was slicked back, and he had a serious expression on his face, as if he hadn’t decided what he would do with me yet. 

I gulped anxiously, clutching my little black purse in front of me, against my flat tummy. My big tits bounced as I marched past him, into the house.

He had candles lit and low, dim lights illuminating my path down his hallway. We came to a wide-open room, the dining room and kitchen area, and I scanned my surroundings. I noticed countless tapestries and old looking paintings on the wall, making it seem like he was a collector of sorts.

So, he was cultured as well as hot. As a professor, I expected nothing less. His house was beautiful, and he had it all to himself. 

A round oak table sat in the middle of the room, two chairs positioned against it, candles lit on either end. A vase of flowers stood in the middle of the table.

Soft blues music played from some mystery speaker, probably from an Alexa device, flooding the room with guitar notes and a nice backbeat.

He’d set a romantic ambiance that was second to none. It looked like the good professor had pulled out all the stops to impress me, and it was working.

“Wow, your house is gorgeous,” I said, slowly shuffling my way toward the table.

“A gorgeous house for a gorgeous guest,” he said.

I blushed and faced him with a smile. He bent his head forward, pierced my eyes with his own, and then enveloped me in a kiss.

We held that kiss for a long time. I didn’t want to escape it. It was so sudden and heavy, he tasted like earth and class. Our tongues flitted together, swirling around, and then he pulled me away.

“Dinner?” he asked.

“I’m hungry for something else,” I purred. My eyes perused his body, going up and down from his face to his feet. He was cleanly shaven and smelled like cologne and aftershave. I’d never seen his face so smooth, but there were a few wrinkles near his temples and mouth—laugh lines and natural age-lines from a life well lived.

He didn’t smile or laugh at my seductive words. He just nodded. “Get on all fours, then.”

My heart was racing in my chest. “R-Really?”

“Did I stutter?”

I shook my head profusely. “No, sir, you did not.”

“Then do as I say.”

I nodded, then put my purse down on the kitchen counter. I walked into the dining room, which had a wooden floor, and slowly slipped out of my high heels.

This was starting out just
 how my daydreams had gone, which was more surprising than anything.

My knees creaked as I slowly lowered myself to the ground. I smoothed my dress over my wide hips and was on my knees. The wood flooring was a bit painful, but I fought through it.

I bent over and went onto my hands, positioning myself like a dog on all fours.

“Is . . . is this good, daddy?” I asked.

He walked in a circle around me, surveying his catch. He rubbed his chin while he studied my body—the soft curve of my back, declining in the middle like a mountain slope; the indentation of my small waist that led to my wide, luscious hips; my golden hair flowing past my face.

He ran a hand over my smooth dress, down the small of my back, then kept his hand on my ass. His fingers traced my asscrack through my skirt, and my body tensed.

I had never expected him to get so demanding and into it from the get-go. Yes, I’d hoped that we would end up in his bed, but this was demoralizing and humiliating, positioned in front of him like a pet.

I fucking loved every second of it. I soaked it all in, feeling like a trophy that he was going to do with as he pleased.

His big hand felt amazing as it slid across my butt and gently tapped my asscheeks. He lifted my skirt and revealed the entirety of my big round ass and my lacy purple thong underwear. My bare buttocks were warm against his touch.

As if the change in his demeanor wasn’t already obvious enough, he then said, “I love students who have huge fat asses like this. You little sluts get hotter every year.”

“T-Thank you, daddy. I aim to please.”

“Bring that big butt into the bedroom,” he finally said.

“Y-Yes, daddy,” I replied, starting to rise from my doggy position.

“No,” he demanded. “Crawl there. Follow me, my pet. Show me how obedient you are.”

I nodded, then humiliatingly crawled behind him, following him down the hallway. The floorboards were hard against my palms and knees. My head only came up to the insides of his knees.

He was a completely different person than the professor I’d known. It seemed he was exactly as I wanted—controlling, abrasive, and commanding.

A dominant force.

I was already starting to get wet as I crawled behind him. Pretty soon, my fluids would be leaking through my thong, soaking my pussy and crack and inner thighs.

Compared to the rest of his house, his room was rather plain. It was almost as big as my entire apartment, with a lot of open space. There was a big queen-sized bed in the middle, with velvet covers, but no paintings or anything on the gray walls.

He sat on the edge of the bed and I looked up, noticing his bulge protruding from between his legs. I crawled toward him, my face eye-level with that mouth-watering bulge. It was big, intimidating, and utterly appealing.

I needed what was underneath those black slacks, hiding away.

I wondered if he was a briefs or boxers guy. Or, maybe he was like the kids at school and went commando.

Inching forward, I moved until my head was resting on his knee. He ran his hand through my golden hair, gently petting me like I was a good little bitch.

I whimpered, thinking that that’s what he wanted to hear.

“Are you going to be a good, obedient slave, little one?”

I nodded profusely. “Yes, sir. I’ll do whatever you want.”

“Then stand.”

I did, slowly rising, putting my hands on his knees. Our faces were just inches apart.

He stood and walked away from me, leaving me standing there awkwardly at the edge of the bed, unsure what to do with myself.

He went to a nightstand and grabbed something out of it—a blindfold for my eyes. He took the black blindfold, walked up behind me, and gently covered my face with it.

I couldn’t see a damn thing, and my heart started hammering even faster in my chest.

“Crawl on the bed and move forward, until your head bumps into the wall,” he said.

I obliged, moving ever so slowly, so I wouldn’t smack my face against the wall or headboard. Eventually, I felt a little dab on my forehead and said, “Ow.”

I heard the sound of his zipper going down. Clothes flying off—but mine were still on. I was so unbelievably excited, I thought I’d have a heart attack.

What was about to happen?

A moment later, his rough hands turned me around, so I faced him, I think. He pushed down on my head, and I was forced onto my bum, sitting on a pillow. His soft bed made my body bounce, my tits jiggling. My knees were drawn up to my chest.

Then my hands were rising from my body—he was lifting my arms. A second later, I heard some scuffling sounds and felt something cold against my wrists. He was binding me against the latticed headboard.

I nearly protested, but as I was about to open my mouth, I smelled a manly musk nearby. I felt something warm on my big red lips a moment later. I slowly opened my mouth.

I was his toy, trapped, unable to move if I wanted. Immobile, I couldn’t do anything to stop him. We hadn’t even gone over a safe word.

The warm cock that slipped past my lips was girthy, fat, and it forced my mouth apart, my jaws creaking. I put my tongue out, so his flared cockhead dragged over my taste buds.

“Mmm,” I muttered, unable to speak.

Brock’s cock filled my cheeks nicely. I could feel the veins against the insides of my cheeks, the roof of my mouth.

I was already impressed with my professor’s dick, and I hadn’t even seen it yet. It was in my mouth, now sliding back and forth, and I was unable to stop myself from gagging.

I twisted my hands reflexively, trying to escape from my holds. It was useless—he had a tight fisherman’s knot around my wrists, or something.

My BDSM professor fucked my mouth slowly, pushing my head back against the headboard. I was blindfolded, tied up, and taking it as best as I could, but it was becoming hard to breathe.

Within minutes, I felt sweat beading my forehead and upper lip. He pushed down on my head again, keeping it still and in place so he could fuck it like an inanimate object.

I wanted to let this sexy asshole just cum all over my face.

But at the same time, I hoped he didn’t, because now I absolutely had
 to feel him inside me. Me thighs were pressed together, my legs and knees facing inward, kicking out between his legs.

I was wetter than the ocean, my juices flooding out of me like I was on the verge of cumming.

And, I realized, I was. My imagination running rampant, my sexy daydreams fulfilled, the way he treated me like a useless slave . . . it all came together in one fell moment, and I was about to blow my load.


This
 was exactly what I wanted. Nuance, as I mentioned Teddy had none of—Professor C had it in spades. He was partly romantic, partly rough and tumble, and had a way of making me squirm in place, both literally and figuratively.

His cock punched to the back of my throat and he picked up his rhythm. I gagged some more, the soft, wet sounds of his hard dick sliding down my throat ringing in my ears.

The headboard clattered against the wall as my head was pushed into it. I heard Brock grunt for the first time as he got a particularly good thrust in, sending his cock careening down my throat.

My neck bulged from his thick shaft, forcing my muscles apart. His tender balls plopped against my chin, smacking into me with every thrust.

I couldn’t take it any longer, and I cried out—a muffled yell because of the big cock lodged in my throat. I came, then, my whole body racking with ecstasy. Thunder rumbled through me, up my spine, through my extremities, setting my blood on fire.

The orgasm was a short one, but it was enough to make more juices spew out of my pussy, lathering my thighs and lips.

His cock was suddenly thrust out of my mouth and a wave of fresh, cold air wafted into my gaping face hole. My hands were unbound, hurriedly, and then I was thrown backward onto the bed on my back, my head near the foot-edge of the mattress.

I yelped.

My blindfold was lifted just as he straddled my stomach.

“I didn’t tell you to cum yet, girl,” he said roughly. His voice was tinged with anger, and he had a scowl on his face that made me retreat inside myself, my eyebrows arching upward helplessly.

“I-I’m sorry, daddy, please punish me!” I yelled. 

His body pressed onto mine as his balls and taint landed on my stomach, his thighs on either side of my waist. I finally caught sight of his cock as it flopped down and smacked against my large tits. It was a big dick, no doubt, as I’d expected. Wide, much girthier and manlier than Teddy’s, shaped like a beer can. It wasn’t especially long, but that thickness was all I needed to see to know I wanted him to stretch me out and have his way with my aching cunt. 

His hands were greedily tearing at the bottom of my shirt, pulling up. I lifted my head and back for a moment, to allow him to fling the shirt over my neck and head, then toss it aside.

I reached back and unhooked my bra. He took the bra and flung it aside. My fat tits spooled out, soft and round, sagging to my sides near my armpits.

“Wrap those giant tits around my fat cock, slut.”

I nodded, pressed my tits together with my hands. They were more than a handful for even the biggest guy—double Ds that molded into my grip wonderfully, softly. My nipples nearly touched as I smashed them together against his hard, thick cock.

He started fucking my cleavage tunnel raw, bucking his hips like a wild stallion. His cock was lost inside my soft breasts, but I could see the purple-red dicktip sticking out at the top of my cleavage. I stuck my tongue out to try to lick it.

He thrust harder, and his cock shot through the dark hole I’d created, then pelted my tongue. His cock went back, leaving a dabble of pre-cum for me to taste. It was sweet and salty.

Again, he had me pinned, unable to move.

My voice lilted as he titfucked me. “I’ve always wanted to have a thick daddy dick break me open and loosen me up!”

He just grunted, his handsome face contorting and reddening. He looked like a completely different person as he screwed my boobs. The sweat between my heavy tits lubed his cock, so it started moving smoothly.

He lifted his body up off my stomach, and I could breathe again. I took in a lungful of air, then saw his big cock careening for my face once more. I opened my mouth, letting him angle his way into my throat, and he was facefucking me once again.

My whole body bounced on his bed as he roughly railed my mouth, bulging my throat with his large, thick cock.

I snorted, coughed, and gagged on his dick, slobbering on his hog and feeling his balls swing and smack against my chin.

A few minutes later, he’d had enough of my mouth and he pulled out. I gasped for breathe, my eyes red and bloodshot from how deeply he’d fucked my brain.

Panting, I said, “Please break me, daddy! Make me yours, show me how bad of a little girl I’ve been!”

His fingers prodded my drenched pussy. He was rough as he fingerblasted me, but it sent my eyes rolling into the back of my head. I could hardly hold on, almost exploding with another orgasm.

“Ahhh!”

His body slithered backward, then went between my legs. He lifted my heavy thighs, rested them on his wide, strong shoulders.

Then his cock punched into my pussy, without warning. He didn’t ease his way in, but sent at least three or four inches of thick cockmeat launching into my cunt. My wetness made his hard fuckrod even juicier and stickier.

I screamed again. “I’m such a thirsty cum-dump, sir! I want to be a twitching, brain-dead mess!”

He chuckled ruthlessly as he fucked me. His hips smacked into my asscheeks with loud claps. My legs were lifted, my toes pointed toward the roof. I could hardly see out of my blurry eyes, so efficiently had he facefucked me and torn my throat up.

My body was being pushed further and further, until my head had nothing to support it and was drooping off the edge of the bed. My tits wobbled with every vicious thrust he delivered.

I came again, my whole being twitching with bliss, just as I’d wished.

He kept fucking me through my climax, eager to get his own nut.

He was fucking me silly, hard, and there was nothing I could do to stop from cumming over and over again. His cock was bigger, manlier, and better than Teddy’s.


This
 is what I had been missing. This
 is what had been awaiting me while I daydreamed of my hot professor boning me, while in his classroom.

I know I wasn’t the only student he’d fucked during his long tenure as a teacher, but I felt special, nonetheless. I was the center of his attention, the center of his world.

“Daddy’s going to breed his bad little girl now,” he said.

I nodded, but couldn’t use my vocal faculties to say anything. My lips were parched. I had a pounding behind my eyes that went in rhythm with his powerful strokes.

He repositioned my body, pulling me closer to him so my head wasn’t hanging off the edge of the bed any longer. My legs were parted in a severe way, far to the sides, and lifted still.

He was crouching now, crouching over my fat ass, his balls pressing against my taint. He angled his fat fuckstick downward, so it lunged into the deepest parts of my pussy.

“You deserve to be taught a lesson for being such a distraction in class!” he shouted at me.

“Y-Yes, please just turn me into a sloppy cum receptacle! It’s all I’m good for! I deserve to be mating pressed by your big fat cock!”

I screamed, my whole body twitching and wobbling. His knees were pressed against my meaty thighs as he dove deep into me, fucking me from above like a fat cocked angel.

“You’re a good little cockslave, enjoying every inch of this cock, cumming over and over again,” he told me.

I agreed, nodding profusely, sweat plastering my blonde hair against my forehead and face. I’m sure I looked like a mess.

He didn’t let up, his hips thrusting and dipping. My pussy was spread far apart by his girth, but his big strong body blocked my view. I wanted to watch as my pussy lips puckered and floundered against his sliding cock.

It felt so fucking good!

I came for a third time, abruptly, letting out a low squeal from the back of my throat. I couldn’t clamp my mouth shut, and my mewling sounds carried through his room, out into the hallway.

“Come on, stretch me out!” I moaned. “Get in there balls deep, pump that seed deep into my womb, daddy!”

I never let Teddy creampie me, but I was willing to let Brock do anything he wanted to me, on principle alone. He was my master, I was his slave. He owned me. I was his cum-bucket, and that was it—that was all I was there for.

I loved being humiliated and demeaned, ached for it. Finally I’d met someone who could deliver the punishment that I deserved.

My kink ran wild, my fetish a part of my being—but a part of me that had never been fulfilled, until now.

Like a drug addict, I was addicted to his cock, after only the first time feeling it. I knew I’d be chasing this high for months to come, eager to please, eager to be a good little bitch for my master.

I kept spouting nonsense, until I didn’t even understand my own words. I was in a state of perpetual climax, and my juices wouldn’t stop flowing until he stopped plugging my delicious cunt with his thick fuckrod.

“Beat my insides up! Force that baby batter into me!” I yelled.

“Oh, I will, my subservient little concubine.”

“I want to become a good, well-trained, mind-broken slave!”

He laughed, then thrust and grunted. I moaned with the force of a thousand moans, the guttural sound escaping my lips in a primal, savage way.

His body went taut against mine. He was all but hilted against my pussy, his balls clapping and coming to rest against my skin. I felt his cock grow inside me and my bloodshot eyes widened.

He came with a furious growl—a deluge of hot spunk that shot into me and swirled through my pussy canal. It surged down my tunnel and soaked my insides, launching into my womb. 

He stayed inside me as his cock started to soften. I felt that big slab of meat get smaller, allowing my pussy walls to contract and constrict around it. I held onto his waist with my hands, pulling his body down onto mine. Our sweat mingled, and I breathlessly lifted my face to kiss him.

My body twitched and I squirted a little line of jizz and piss out of me, but my hole was plugged by his dick. The juices just dripped down, all around my asscrack and buttcheeks.

I was breathing heavily, almost unable to catch my breath.

He seemed much more controlled, ready to go again.

Finally, he pulled back, yanking his cock out of my hungry cunt. A flood of cum followed his dick, oozing out of my yawning pussy and soiling his velvety bedsheets. He sat back against the headboard and studied me, looking between my parted legs, at my thick thighs and gaping pussy.

There was a long, drawn-out silence, with only the sound of us panting and the smooth trail of blues music playing down the hall.

I felt at peace. Cheekily, I muttered, “S-Should we eat those steaks now?”

He sighed. “I think you’re enjoying this piece of meat much better.” He cleared his throat. “Now, get over here and sit on my face. I want to shove my tongue between those luscious, fat asscheeks and eat your asshole. That’s all the dinner I need.” 
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Chapter Eleven


W
e didn’t end up eating the steaks until midnight, once our bodies were spent and we were caked in sweat. We fucked for another two hours, like horny animals that couldn’t get enough of one another’s body.

Over dinner, Brock was checking his phone, going through emails. At point, he muttered, “What the . . . fuck.”

“What is it, daddy? What happened?”

He grunted, finished chewing, and wiped his mouth with a napkin. “The whole school faculty just got an email—a warning, about some pervert going around getting blowjobs in the bathrooms.”

I chuckled. “A mystery facefucker?”

He shrugged, still looking at his phone screen. “Apparently someone carved a gloryhole into one of the stalls, in the men’s bathrooms near the field. Some hung freak is using it, and people are . . . obliging him.”

“How scandalous,” I said, taking a dainty bite of my steak.

“I just hope it’s not one of the professors . . .”

“Well, it’s not you, right?”

“Of course not,” he scowled. “But that’s how scandals start. How Mesa gets on the news, in the wrong way. It puts every professor on edge, on their tiptoes. The email says that the school is considering installing cameras in the restrooms.”

Smirking, I said, “Isn’t that even worse than a guy walking around offering his big cock to greedy women? Like, isn’t that illegal?”

“I think so. But apparently this guy is getting enough action to really concern the faculty. More than a few anonymous tips have made their way to the dean.”

I was obviously intrigued about this news, and Brock could probably see it on my face. I could imagine taking a pee, thinking about an English paper or whatever, and turning my head to see a huge fat cock slithering near my ear, hard as a steel rod and begging to be sucked.

I would probably be one of those greedy women who gave it some action, if only because my horniness demanded me to. I wouldn’t tell Professor C that I was going to check it out in the next coming days, but maybe a school-wide email wasn’t the best plan of action for Mesa.

I checked my phone and emails and saw the message in my inbox. It was different than Brock’s—warning us to beware and report any illicit things we saw around school. The professor’s email was a warning to the staff, to be on the lookout, while my email—a student’s—was warning us not to suck the big mystery cock, basically.

“How interesting,” I said.

He put his phone down and looked at me pointedly. “If your throat isn’t as tight as it was tonight next time I shove my cock in there, I’ll know you went and deepthroated the bastard.”

I frowned. “You have no trust in me, huh?”

“Just remember that you’re mine.”

“Yes, sir . . .”

We finished eating and Brock said he was going to sleep. He had class to teach early next morning. He led me out, kissed me, and shut the door behind me, not bothering to walk me to my car.

I felt used and thrown out, like a piece of trash, and I’d never felt better about it.

What a successful night. I couldn’t wait to return into my hunky professor’s waiting arms, to feel his thick cannon pumping into me and filling my womb with his spunk. Of course, I was on the pill, so the whole “breeding” fantasy was just that—a fantasy. But he didn’t need to know that.

I went home feeling contented, with a big smile on my face. When I got there, I waited for a little bit to take a long, hot shower, because I wanted to keep his smell and taste on me as long as possible.

Eventually, I did shower, and then went to bed.

Next morning, I went to class and was a mess the entire time. Useless. I hardly did anything, couldn’t concentrate, and didn’t want to.

There were too many absurd things on my mind—Brock and his mighty cock, the masked gloryhole bandit, and something else . . .

Everyone was talking about the incognito boner giver.

I was feeling more slutty and lewd and confident than perhaps ever before. I pumped my hips when I walked down the halls, awaiting the stares of my horny minions, smirking and smiling at everyone I passed. Luckily, I didn’t run into Teddy or Melinda—I don’t think either of them were taking summer classes—because that would have seriously dampened my mojo.

I didn’t need that type of buzzkill.

After I left class, I went straight to my car. I would deal with the gloryhole later. I mean, it’s not like the guy was stationed in there 24/7, so there was probably a very slim chance he was going to stick his dick in that hole for quite a while, anyway, now that the heat was onto him.

I drove out of the parking lot and headed directly for Starbucks. I had someone to confront about an interesting choice of underwear . . . that I simply couldn’t get off my mind.

It was the most intriguing thing about Aiden Donohue that I’d found, and a completely unexpected occurrence, seeing those thong straps poking out from his pants.

What kind of kinky shit did this little dork get into?

I made it to Starbucks, gave a few loitering kids a nod on the way in, and scanned the room. The delicious smell hit me immediately, and I could’ve stayed in there all day.

Aiden was working the front counter again, to my relief. I checked my phone: it was almost four o’clock in the afternoon.

I stood in the line, and when I got to him his face lit up, then immediately sank. No doubt the image of me laughing with Professor C swept through his mind, and he probably wasn’t as into me as he had once been.

“Hey, Aiden, how are you?” I asked.

“Wow, two times in two days,” he said dryly, “what’s the occasion?”

I shrugged nonchalantly. “I just wanted to see you, I guess.”

He furrowed his brow, looking at me suspiciously. “You . . . did?”

“Yeah. When are you off?”

“I have a lunch break at four.”

“Great. Want to grab a cup and chat?”

“Uh. I guess. Yeah, I mean. Yeah, I do.”

I smiled at him. He half-smiled back, with only half-dimples. I ordered a tall iced coffee and wandered off. Once I had the coffee in my hand, I took a seat at an empty table that was in direct line of sight to the cash register. I kept eyeing Aiden and he returned the favor. We shared smiles.

It was heartwarming.

At four on the dot, he walked around the side of the counter and shrugged himself out of his apron. He came to sit with me, also with an iced coffee.

“So, what’s up? That was a surprise seeing Professor Carlson yesterday, huh?” he said upon sitting.

“Yeah, what a coincidence. It would’ve been even more embarrassing had we been shitty students, yeah? At least we were two of the few to get As.”

“True that.”

He sipped his coffee, slurping on the straw. I did the same, looking at him with my eyes lifted.

“I’m guessing it’s not a coincidence that you’re in here again, today,” he said at last.

I shook my head. “I came specially to see you.”

“Should I be honored?”

“I dunno,” I said, shrugging. “I thought you had a thing for me.”

He nearly choked on his coffee. Like I said, I was feeling more confident than ever. Might as well get it all out in the open.

“W-Well, I did . . .” he said, trailing off like the shy boy he was. “But I thought you had your boyfriend, Teddy.”

“We broke up. He cheated on me.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. That sucks.” He was sort of fidgeting, unsure what to do with his hands, so he hid them under the table. I could tell he was incredibly nervous, that I had all the power in the room, and it made me feel even better.

Not that I liked to see him squirming around like weakling, but . . . maybe I did.

“It is what it is,” I said, even though I hated that meaningless phrase. I waved my hand at him. “I’m fine.”

“So, you’re single?”

I nodded. “Fresh on the market.”

“I . . . didn’t think I was your type.”

“What, pasty little white dudes? What gave you that idea?” I said cruelly. I regretted it immediately after, once I saw how his body deflated, his shoulders lowering. I was about four or five inches taller than him, way more confident in my own skin, and, he was right, he wasn’t my type.

But.

“I saw what you were wearing yesterday,” I blurted out. “But don’t worry, no one else did.”

His eyes bulged. He started chewing on his bottom lip. “Uhhh, w-what? I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

I leaned forward conspiratorially, looked left and right to make sure no one was listening. “Your secret’s safe with me, Aidy. The thong. I saw those pink straps.”

His face brightened to the color of those thong straps. He was mortified. “Fuck.”

I threw my head back and laughed. When I was finished, I said, “Don’t worry, I don’t judge.”

He said nothing.

“I just want to know what the story is with that,” I continued. “I haven’t been able to get my mind off it all day . . .”

He scratched his cheek and leaned back in his chair. “I, um. I guess I just like to dress differently sometimes.”

“Sometimes?”

“Well. Like, all the time, I guess.”

“Like right now?”

He nodded. “It’s comfortable.”

“Hot.”

“What?”

“Nothing.” I cleared my throat. “So . . . are you, like, a femboy or something? A twink? Do you identify as a girl?”

“I guess all of that and none of that,” he said. “I identify as a boy, most of the time. Genderfluid, I guess. But you can call me whatever you want . . . a trap, twink, gayboy, femboy . . .”

“Do you like girls?”

He nodded. “I like everyone.”

“Jeez, Aidy, you’re way more interesting than I ever imagined. And horny, I’m guessing, you little kinky bastard.”

He smiled timidly, still blushing. “The secret’s out.”

I giggled.

“Can you keep another secret?”

I nodded profusely.

He leaned forward. It seemed he was getting comfortable with this conversation, finally. “I only work here two days a week, but how I really
 pay my way through college is through webcams.”

My eyes widened. “Ooh, juicy! Damn. What, you show your cock to strangers online? Play with yourself and stuff?”

“Yeah.”

“Damn . . .”

Aiden was suddenly becoming my type: scandalous, lewd, and secretive. He was leaning away from being a farfetched hookup, and becoming someone that I was seriously considering fucking . . .

Little dick or not, I didn’t care.

“Do you love to be humiliated?” I asked out of the blue.

“I guess so . . .” he trailed off, raising his eyes to the ceiling. “I mean, yeah. I do.”

I put my hands into a steeple on the table. My iced coffee was all but forgotten beside me. “Aidy, Aidy, Aidy. We’re more alike than I ever imagined.”

“What, you like to get kinky like that, too?”

“I love all that taboo shit, my friend.”

He might not have known it yet, but I decided that I’d found my next fuck buddy. I had all the power, and the way I’d seen him looking at me, I knew he would go along with it.

Though he might not like what I had in store for him . . .

Or maybe he’d enjoy it and love it. Only time would tell.

I was getting excited again. So was he, judging by the way his body shifted in his seat.

Besides, Brock Carlson wasn’t going to be available all the time. I could already tell. He was a busy guy, and probably had a slew of young women at his disposal. I was a dime a dozen.

Sure, I was the center of his attention when I was with him, but when I wasn’t there? I was probably all but forgotten. 

Aiden had a singular focus, and that focus was me. I could definitely use that to my advantage . . . to both our advantages.

“God, you’re so hot,” he finally said, after studying me for what seemed like five minutes.

I smiled at him. “You’re a cutie, Aiden. And you’re sweet. What are you doing tonight?”

He shrugged. “I get off work at seven.”

“Give me your hand.”

Raising his brow, he pushed his hand toward me and I snatched it and pulled it across the table. I reached into my pocket and found my trusty pen, then turned his hand over so his palm faced me.

“Here’s my address,” I said as I scribbled on his palm.

His eyes lit up like a Christmas tree. He was on the verge of exploding from elation.

“Be at my house by eight,” I said. “And come straight from here—I want that sweet scent of coffee still lingering on you when I see you . . .”

He nodded dumbly. “O-Okay.”

“Now,” I said, waving him off like a common peasant, “you’d better go find something to transfer that address to, before you sweat through it and lose me forever.”

He bolted up from his seat, nearly knocking over the chair behind him. I giggled as I watched him run off, holding his hand out, palm open, clenching his wrist with the other hand, as if he was holding a precious artifact that could ignite into a puffball at any moment.

Aiden was going to be my
 puffball, I decided.

Brock had broken me, and now I desperately needed to break in someone else . . .
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Chapter Twelve


H
e showed up at my doorstep at 7:55. I came to the door wearing a robe and nothing else. I didn’t need to wear heels, because I was already much taller than him.

“Holy fuck,” he said as I opened the door and greeted him with my furry pink robe. He was still in his Starbucks apron, the dorky cutie.

“You made it,” I said pointlessly.

He nodded, still searching me up and down, unable to say more.

“Come on in,” I added, and he followed me into my little apartment. Once the door was closed behind me, I sashayed past him and said, “Make yourself at home.”

I wandered into my room, leaving the door open. He hadn’t so much as moved from the front door yet, his hands clasped nervously in front of his tummy.

Poor guy. He was a nervous wreck. I promised myself I’d be gentle with him, that I wouldn’t ruin him too hard.

But I knew how carried away I could get, and how little my promises meant once I got into a groove.

“In here, hun,” I called from the room.

When he slowly entered the room, my robe had magically disappeared, slithering down my arms and hips and landing at my feet in a heap.

His mouth dropped open.

I stood naked in front of him, my hands on my hips. My fat, heavy tits were at about eye-level with him—it was perfect for the shorty. My wide hips made me almost twice as girthy around the waist as him, as skinny as he was. I couldn’t see so much as a bulge in his pants, but that didn’t concern me.

I knew I would be the one dishing out the punishment, this time around.

I’d always had a thing for scrawny dudes, but I had always ended up with meaty meatheads, somehow. This would be an interesting experiment, seeing how he . . . fit.

I took a seat on the edge of my bed, keeping one leg swung over the other. I didn’t want to give him too much of a show—didn’t want him blowing his little load before we even got started.

I motioned for him to come to me. He did, obeying like a good puppy, and he threw his apron on the ground as he approached.

“Don’t worry if you’re self-conscious and feel like you might be inadequate,” I mumbled as my hands went to his narrow waist. I lifted his little shirt and grabbed both sides of the thong straps that were sticking up out of his pants. I yanked upward and gave him a wedgie, hopefully squishing his balls together and making that G-string dig into his asscrack. He cried out pitifully.

I unbuttoned his pants and stared down between his legs as I continued speaking. I slowly lowered his pants.

“I have this theory about small guys, that they try twice as hard and don’t have anything to worry about. It’s all in your head. Don’t worry about your little—”

I’d brought his pants down to his knees when I cut myself off, my eyes widening. At first, I couldn’t see anything past the front of his panties.

Well, I couldn’t see a cock, anyway.

But what I did see were two enormous
 balls, testicles the like I’d never seen before. They were smooth and squeezed up toward his pelvis due to my wedgie, harangued by the tight G-string, which flossed perfectly between both gargantuan nuts. They were like two plums, easily as big as my palms. The string cut through the center crease of his huge scrotum.

My eyes were large in my head, bulging nearly out of their sockets. 

“B-But,” I mumbled incoherently. “Balls this big don’t belong on guys your size. How?”

He said nothing. My hands were still resting on his little hips, frozen. He simply reached down and tugged the front of his panties, pulling the G-string to the side.

Out flopped a gigantic slab of cockmeat, like a roll of salami that curled out from between his legs, coming to rest halfway down his skinny, pasty chicken thighs. He had tucked his cock away against his taint, probably curling it up toward his asscrack, it was so long. He’s been using the panties to keep it in place so his ridiculous bulge didn’t show during his day to day activities, I guess.

My surprise was palpable.

It was my turn for my mouth to drop open and say, “Holy fuck.”

“You were saying?” he said sarcastically, his voice low.

He looked so disproportional, I started freaking out. This isn’t at all
 what I had been expecting from the dorky, shorter guy. His giant cock just hung there, limp and soft, but already bigger than Teddy or Brock’s members. It was as thick as his forearm and almost as long.

“J-Jesus,” I said, looking up and melting at his dimpled smile. “You cute, overly hung nerd . . .”

He had the face of someone who could fuck anyone he wished, and the cock to back it up.

“What, you think I’d be able to get subscribers on my webcam from jerking off a tiny cock?” he asked.

I just shook my head, unsure how to respond. I was flabbergasted, and he was loving every minute of it.

A moment later, I snapped back to reality. This didn’t change things. If anything, it made things better. I reached down and cupped his huge ballsack, letting the slightly damp skin of his scrotum droop between my fingers. I started playing with his balls, fondling them, reverted back to my whorish state like I’d been with Brock.

Sitting on the edge of my bed, I was so cock-drunk with his fat dick dangling next to me that . . . that I just had to worship it.

“Tell me what you want,” he said, which was another unexpected thing to hear. Did this quiet, shy guy get around just breaking in other boy’s assholes all day, splitting them in two? Because the twink’s newfound confidence was startling.

“I . . . I can’t help but fantasize about having my tight asshole stretched and pounded,” I told him. “Having people pump their pent-up seed into me and using me like a proper cum-dumpster.”

“Hm. You’ll love me, then.”

“But first,” I said, arching my eyebrows. “I want you to crawl on this bed so I can milk your oversized monstercock.”

“Right away, ma’am,” he said. He moved past me and went on all fours on the bed.

I got up and went to a nightstand, then pulled out a strap-on dildo without him seeing. I attached it, with one end of the dildo digging into my pussy, which was starting to get wet.

I turned to him, my face burning with pleasure and lust. He had a perfectly small, round bum, offset by the beastly package hanging down between it. His anus was pink and adorable, like a little rosebud.

The way his little ass jiggled in front of me, while his two healthy, heavy nuts bounced in front of my face like overgrown avocados . . . it mesmerized me. I needed to tongue his asshole and try to fit those stupid fat alpha balls in my mouth!

I wanted to dig my face between his asscrack and lick him all over. I needed him to slap that heavy backsack right onto my forehead, so I could hear the plap-plap-plap of his nuts beating against my skin. 

“Those huge balls would look great in my cheeks . . .” I muttered.

“Go ahead, dear. Try to swallow them—see if you can gargle those bad boys.”

“I don’t think they’ll fit.”

“You’re not the first girl or boy to say that . . . and you won’t be the first that I’ll prove wrong, either.”

I took a deep breath, then leaned forward. I licked his asshole and his body went taut. I put my hands on either asscheek, perfectly cupping his small buttocks, and closed my eyes as I rimmed his anus and tongued his hole.

Fluids were dripping down my legs.

His cock started to get harder between his legs, growing and growing until it was as thick as my
 forearms. It was like a dragon’s tail protruding out from him, the tip of his giant cockhead sweeping against my bedsheets, it leaned so weightily. It had that perfect banana curve, too, and when he reached back and wrapped his small hands around the shaft and started pumping his dick like a dumbbell, I almost passed out.

I popped my tongue out of his asshole and just watched him jerk himself off, making little moans under his breath.

There was absolutely nothing hotter than watching that femboy pump his fat mammoth cock with both hands. He was working so hard, making the cutest noises, and his soft hands were so dainty that it looked like he didn’t know what he was doing with that mastodon between his legs—that it had just sprouted up out of the blue one day, confounding him.

“Hey, that’s my job,” I found myself saying, then reaching forward to wrap my fingers around his shaft.

“It’s big enough for both of us,” he said, and he wasn’t lying.

With our four hands together, we about made up the entirety of his shaft length. It was unreal, jerking off such a big cock—especially when it was such an unexpectedly huge, meaty dick.

Like, I’d expected Professor C to have a thick hog, just because of the way he strutted around, because he was tall, because he was confident . . . it all added up.

But shy, nerdy, little Aiden Donohue? Never in a million years . . .

I milked him for a while. Eventually, he let me do all the work and moved his hands in front of him, so he could clutch a pillow and moan into it. His ass was still right in my face, so I decided to give him another rimjob as I jerked him off in that downward angle, his dicktip pointing into my bedsheets.

Pre-cum was spilling onto my sheets. His balls rumbled around in front of me. I rested my tongue underneath his sack and started licking the sweat from his nuts. I tried to fit one in my mouth and just about had it, but it rolled around and escaped my lips.

“C-Can I worship your huge nutsack before I fuck you silly?” I asked.

He nodded. “Go ahead.”

“Sit on my face.”

I moved his cock to the side so I could squeeze my head and neck under him. Then I turned over awkwardly, so my body was seated on my carpet, but my head and neck were angled at the edge of the bed.

He lowered his body, dipping down and letting his huge saggy moose nuts plant on my forehead. They drooped down and covered my eyes, and I realized that the circumference of his ballsack was nearly the size of my entire face.

After seeing his gigantic cock and ridiculous ballsack, I gave up my pride and dignity. I don’t know what came over me, but I knew that I’d let him do whatever he wanted to me . . . even though he was shorter and weaker than I was, skinny and frail and not in great shape, he would be my new master . . .

He lifted his hips and backed up, dragging his balls over my nose and mouth, then my chin. He dropped his hips again and I opened my mouth. His curved, ridiculously long dick punched my lips and I had to open wider, my jaws creaking as I tried to take in his wild girth. His cockhead was flared and wider than a fist, it seemed, but once I struggled enough to get it inside, the shaft had an easier time sliding in.

There was no way I was going to take that entire beefy dickslab down my throat, but I was going to give it my best shot.

I don’t know what it was about all these guys I hooked up with that made them want to fuck my face more than anything else, but I wasn’t complaining. I was addicted to cock—sucking dick was becoming my favorite pastime.

And Aiden was more fulfilling than the rest of them. As he pumped his hips and ruthlessly tore into my mouth, bloating my clogged throat with every thrust, all I could do was choke on his fat cannon and take as much of it as I could handle.

Out of ten or eleven inches of cockflesh, I probably fit six or seven of it down my throat, which I thought was respectable. Eventually, I thought I could feel his bulbous cockhead punching my stomach, but I’m sure that was just my imagination.

He was fucking my throat so violently, smacking my face so hard with those huge, heavy nuts, that it was starting to hurt. Not to mention I couldn’t breathe!

Snot rolled down my nose. My mascara ran with streaking tears. My face was becoming a sloppy mess, my head bouncing up and down on the bed as he tore into me. I glugged and gacked and tried to take breaths when I could, but they were few and far between.

All in all, I was getting used like a pathetic cum-dumpster. My face was his to own.

I loved taking his giant cock rocket down my throat, feeling his big balls slapping and battering my face.

Finally, I tapped on his legs, surrendering. He let up and lifted his hips, letting his cock slide out of my throat with a schlorp
 sound.

He giggled when he looked down and inspected my ruined, wrecked face. My makeup was completely fucked, I could hardly breathe, and pre-cum was slathered around my lips and cheeks. The imprint of his balls was practically stamped onto my chin.

“Y-Your horsecock absolutely destroyed my throat,” I croaked. “And I want my asshole to gape like a freshly glazed donut, but first . . . it’s my . . . my turn.”

“As you wish, hun.”

I slowly slithered out from under his legs, panting, and took a moment to gather myself. I spit on my carpet, a retching mixture of saliva, cum, and sweat.

Then I turned back to him, and he’d assumed the milking position once more, wiggling his butt and juicy nuts in my face.

“Turn over,” I said.

He did. I watched as his towering cock whooshed from one side to the other, waving wildly in the air as he went onto his back. His balls spooled out in front of him, dangling off the edge of the bed—incredibly saggy and long, nearly reaching halfway down to the ground.

I stood on wobbly legs, still dizzy from the brutal facefucking he’d administered. I realized that maybe I should’ve let him destroy me after I’d finished with him, because I was finding it hard to move now.

But I persevered. I towered over him and spread his skinny legs apart, squeezing my thick thighs between his. I slid my dildo right underneath his gigantic hanging balls and then lifted, until his big fat nutsack was tea-bagging my strap-on and he was whimpering like a cocksleeve.

I started stroking his balls with my thick dildo, watching as they swung back and forth like a pendulum between his legs, pelting against the side of my mattress.

Then I lifted his nuts like a skirt, with the dildo, and pressed the tip of the toy against his asshole.

I sunk deep into his anus with the first push, and then just held it there as he let out a mewling cry like a goat.

The muscles and veins in his neck spasmed and went taut. I smiled, leaning over him and resting both of my shaky arms on either side of his shoulders.

Then I started moving, fucking his ass with my five-inch dildo, and God, was he tight!


I expected nothing less from such a small boybutt, but it was still a pleasant surprise. With every thrust I gave him, he moaned, and the other end of the dildo curved up into my pussy and lit my insides on fire.

We were both getting off while I anally reamed him, and I came before too long.

My legs twitched and my knees knocked inward. The best part was watching his balls glide along the topside of my strap-on, still drooping on either side of the plastic.

“Jesus Christ, it huuurts so gooood!” he wailed, eyes clenched shut, facing the ceiling. He was so red-faced, I thought he’d have a hernia or pop a blood vessel.

I just continued on, using my experience to rhythmically pump my hips and dig deep into his ass. I’d never buttfucked a boy before, but I was loving it.

His tight sphincter was the perfect size for my dildo.

“Come on, you little femboy bitch,” I shouted, “take this big girlcock and bleat like a stupid animal!”

He nodded, still crying out. 

My legs were so much thicker and bigger than his, it felt like I was punishing a helpless little animal. But this was a grown man—just a small grown man—and he had the tremendous cock and balls to prove it.

As I fucked him, his monolithic boner waved in the air, slapping against his tummy and chest and then rising to swing between his parted legs.

The slap of his cock against his own skin was illuminating. It tuned me on so damn badly.

Eventually, I moved my hands to his knees and pushed down, forcing his bent legs toward his body.

His eyes opened and widened as he realized how close his own cockhead was to his lips.

Aiden instinctively opened his mouth, quickly understanding what I was doing.

I moved my hands underneath his thighs and folded him like a lawn chair on himself. He was nimble and small enough, and he was also flexible.

I nearly had his knees up to the sides of his head, and that’s when his bulbous cockhead smacked into his own lips.

I rose myself on my tiptoes and continued fucking him as I forced his cock into his own mouth.

“Suck that dummy thick dick, Aidy!” I demanded. Pre-cum spilled down the corners of his mouth. His thick fuckwand would hardly fit between his lips, and he couldn’t get more than a couple inches—not because of a lack of cock size, but because it was simply too wide and big for his little maw.

He throated his dicktip and his eyes rolled to the back of his head. I assfucked him simultaneously, and I couldn’t believe this was the same innocent barista with the Starbucks apron on that I’d met with earlier that day.

He was slurping on his cockhead like an eager slut, while pumping his shaft with both hands, trying to fit more of it down his gullet.

I was shaking my hips, twerking my fat ass so I could thrust into him with my strap-on, and watching as his giant nutsack dragged across the dildo and draped over the center tube.

His asshole was widened and stretched, and I realized that I wanted that, too.

I abruptly pulled out, extricating the dildo from his ass.

But he was sufficiently folded in half now, and wouldn’t stop sucking his own cock. His head bobbed up and down, eagerly slobbering on his long dick and wetting it for me.

Good, I thought, get it all lubed up.

I’m gonna need all the lube I can get to stick that monster inside me . . .
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Chapter Thirteen


I
didn’t let Aiden cum in his own mouth. When he was on the verge of exploding, I yanked the fat sucker out of his maw like a lollipop and pulled it back. He wriggled and twisted his body so that his dick wouldn’t bend awkwardly, and was then sitting straight up with a dazed look in his eyes. Pre-cum coated his lips and chin, his legs dangling off the edge of the bed

I got on all fours in front of him at the foot of the bed, on my hands and feet, pointing my huge ass directly in his face. I wagged my ass at him, twerking and jiggling, then pulled my cheeks apart as an invitation, letting my face rest on the carpet. I wanted him to get a good look at my puckering asshole, to show him what awaited him, if he chose to demolish me.

He’d taken his fair share of abuse and let me dominate and humiliate him sufficiently, but now it was my turn. This was a two-way street, and I needed something to clog my pussy and make me scream.

“Come on, Aidy, slam that huge bitch-breaker right in my sloppy cunt!” I yelled over my shoulder. My tits wobbled below me, smacking against each other with lewd clapping sounds, scraping against the floor.

He gingerly went on his toes, then positioned himself over me. As short as he was, and as tall as I was, even bent over, we were like a perfect match.

I felt a measure of apprehension as his huge cock slammed down between my asscrack and sat there like a tree trunk. He sawed it back and forth, and when I looked over my shoulder I could see the top half of his cock protruding out from the crevice of my ass.

“Oh fuck, oh God, that monster is going to fucking destroy me!”

“You want that, though, right?” he said shyly.

I scowled. “Of course I do, dammit! Impale me on your stupid fat fuckstick and ruin my pussy for everyone else! Stretch me and fill me to the brim! With a cock like that you can do anything you want, Aidy!”

His huge balls dangled and plopped against my buttcheeks like Christmas tree ornaments. He let his cock linger on my crack for a moment, then I felt it lift away. It was like an anvil lifting from my ass, and I wondered how heavy that oversized thing was.

He should’ve been in porn—though I guess he was, technically, with his webcam. I could see, now, how he had followers and made his living . . . who wouldn’t want to watch a scrawny, overly hung lad jerk himself off? Guys probably wanted to be him, girls wished they had his skinny body, and everyone wanted his cock in their tight muffs and assholes. He could stretch out a rubber band until it snapped, the kid was so big.

But those slutty pornstars would’ve eaten him alive. Even though he was hung like an elephant, he was as shy as a mouse. It was an odd juxtaposition, one that I couldn’t wrap my head around.

With that cunt-stretcher slapping against my thighs, dangling close to my knees, I would’ve been walking around like my shit didn’t stink. I would’ve had more confidence than General Custer.

The fact that he could literally smother someone to death with his fat pillowy nuts was enough of a novelty. But the whole thing together—his body size mixed with his fierce package—that was taking uniqueness to a whole new level.

I’m surprised he didn’t have over a million subscribers.

I felt that bulky, flared cockhead press against my taint, then it was lowered and sat on my pussy lips.

I whimpered. He wasn’t moving. Growing restless and irritated, I yelled, “Pound me stupid, please! I’m begging you!”

And then he lunged, forcing the rest of the words out of my mouth in a breathless heave. The air blew out of my lungs as it felt like a log was skewering my poor pussy.

I squirted immediately, pissing myself and shooting my fluids in a backblast that showered Aiden’s legs and feet.

He just chuckled, pressed deeper. Squirming his way closer to my ass, he managed to maneuver his narrow hips between my clapping asscheeks and fit his whole skinny body directly over me. My thighs were like as thick as his entire torso. It was incredible.

But that jutting monstercock took no prisoners.

“Oh Goddd,” I wailed, my mouth falling open. Slobber dripped from my lips, as I was salivating and unable to control my most basic bodily functions. I’d already pissed myself, and as he plunged that cum-hose down my pipe, it felt like it was stabbing straight into my womb.

It was painful. I looked down between my tits and saw that my tummy was bulging. He leaned back, pulled a few inches of cock out of me, and then thrust again.

There was no way he could hilt his entire dick on my pussy lips without literally tearing me in two, but he did his damnedest.

My adrenaline started pumping, just as his hips started pumping. I felt so full, it was like I’d eaten Thanksgiving dinner plus leftovers.

I could only imagine what my sorry pussy looked like from his angle—my lips stretched so far apart, until they almost touched my inner thighs. The thickness was utterly numbing.

As he began to get into a rhythm and fucked me like a disobedient dog, the thunderous clap of his gigantic balls smacking wildly into my pussy and legs rang out.

He leaned forward and rested his light body on my back, with his stomach and chest curling over my substantial booty. His arms wrapped around my front and cupped my swinging tits, lifting them to my body as he fondled them and squeezed them tightly together.

He pinched my nipples as he fucked me. His head was buried in my spine, while his cockhead was buried somewhere within the deepest recesses of my cunt canal.

His hands moved to encircle my waist, and suddenly he was hugging me, like he was giving me the Heimlich maneuver, but pressing on my tummy instead of my upper abdomen.

His cock kept demolishing me, ripping into me and filling me full of pre-cum and meat.

It was a savage fucking, but it was about to get worse.

I felt his weight on my back—light, at first, but it was getting heavier. I wondered how he could possibly be getting heavier, given how small of a guy he was.

I looked down, between my wobbling tits again, and saw that his feet weren’t even on the ground anymore!

“Holy shiiit, you’re airborne!” I cried, tears of pain and ecstasy falling down my cheeks.

He had mounted me like a horse fucking another horse, and had his full weight on top of me. It was forcing my legs down, until my arms and knees were trembling and about to buckle.

I tried to inch forward, to shake him off, but it was no use with the colossal cock spearing me and his enormous balls hammering against my underside. 

My eyes went wild in my head. I came for a third or fourth time—I literally couldn’t keep track of my orgasms, ever since he first penetrated me. It was a constant stream of cumming, like my muscles had unclenched and just let loose.

The wetness was astounding. The squirming, squelching sound rang out and echoed through my entire apartment. It sounded like he was sticking his hand in a batch of flubber and jostling it around.

It sounded gross and grotesque and utterly sexy. The clap of his careening nutsack swinging against my skin made me horny as hell.

“You’re beating my insides rawww!” I yelled.

“I’m sorry, Cari! I can’t help it!”

“Keep . . . fucking . . . going! Don’t stop tearing me in half, you little big dicked twerp!”

He didn’t relent. He groaned and brought his hips forward in order to pulverize me, kicking his knees out, into me legs and past them. His feet still didn’t touch the ground.

I started crawling for dear life, trying to bring some feeling back into my extremities. I couldn’t feel my legs or my lower half, other than the exquisite delight that cycled through my pussy, up into my belly, and down my spine.

He was getting heavier, but I only knew that was because I was getting weaker. He was defeating me.

I was a sloppy mess. Cum ran in rivulets down my legs, around the curve of my calves.

Positioned in his airborne doggy-style, he guided me around my room like a fussing dog on a leash. I crawled in circles, his cock still impaling me, and every time I moved my knees forward, I squirted a bit of piss and cum.

“I can’t handle that behemoth any mooore! You’ve got me mounted like a dumb mare, you heathen!”

He laughed, enjoying himself. Leading me around like a stray dog—this hot, big-titted, fat-assed bimbo with wild blonde hair and legs for days—was probably the highlight of his life.

I felt his cock get somehow even bigger inside me.

Moaning, I said, “A-Are you gonna cum?!”

“I’m gonna explode, Cari!”

“F-Fucking come on, then! Drain those fat nuts into me! Pump me so full that I look like I’m pregnant!”

His balls smacked
 into me over and over, drawing out the steady rhythm. Then they were moving faster as his strokes became shorter. Now he was jackhammering me, like Teddy’s specialty, but with such skill and force that I could hardly breathe.

I thought his cock was punching up into my ribcage, he was so powerful.

He started clapping my fat jiggly asscheeks with his hands, spanking me like he was about to yell “giddy-up, lil’ girl!”

This stupid nerdy big huge cocked cowboy bandit!

Fuck!

“I-Inside, you little devilish femboy! Creampie me as hard as you can, please! I want to feel your jizz swirling through my insides! Soak my innards up and beat that muff like you own it!”

He spanked me a few times, then he put his feet back on the ground and took a sturdy stance behind me. His hands grappled my asscheeks, his little fingers indenting into my plushy bum.

He roared like an adorable twink, like an enraged mouse.

Then his huge stinky load was shoved down my pussy, and I could only make odd, inhuman gargling and bumbling noises as he filled me and turned me into a brain-dead cum-dumpster, just as I’d always wanted.

Even more than the professor, this feminine boy completely owned me. He left me ruined and unable to fend for myself.

No matter how much bigger than the boy I was, he put me in my place and proved that even weaklings like him could totally annihilate me.

The feeling of his monumental load shooting through me made me cum at the same time. Our juices mingled and whirled together.

Piss and cum and sweat and saliva all launched from my pussy as he pulled out. I was a gaping mess—I could feel the cold air whisking into my cunt, into my wide-open hole.

I collapsed on the carpet, face first, then rolled onto my back and tried to breathe normally. Gasping for air, I knew it was going to take a while to get brought down to normalcy.

My body twitched with orgasmic aftershocks.

The feeling of thick globs of cum oozing past my asshole felt amazing and warm. Then he was jerking off over me and shooting another load onto my tits and face.

He completely covered me in cum, like I was a canvas and he was the master painter. I was going to be his masterpiece, one way or the other. His greatest conquest.

That feeling was unlike any other. Getting showered in manly, thick jizz. The boy could pump out more semen out of those cum-filled balls than anyone I’d ever seen. And that tingling feeling as his gout of spunk dripped oh so slowly past my twitching, puckered asshole was unlike anything imaginable.

It was pure ecstasy.

My arms were stretched out wide, as were my legs. I looked like a snow angel—no, a cum angel—spread-eagled on my own bedroom floor.

His second blast of baby batter splattered onto my face and I frowned and closed my eyes so he didn’t blind me. Even after my body stopped twitching, his cum-launcher was still blasting.

His giant balls were tightly constricted against his taint like two rotten apples. He aimed his cock at me like it was a fire hose, his two hands not even big enough to cover half the shaft, or reach all the way around the girth and touch fingertip to fingertip.

In the end, I was drenched, inundated in his lumpy white loads. It drizzled off my tits, down my forehead and into my nose and mouth, pooled at my stomach in a small white pond. And my cunt was still seeping.

“J-Jesus . . . fuck,” I muttered breathlessly. I’d never been so thoroughly demolished. My size queen fetish had gone to new heights, and I didn’t know if I’d ever enjoy another dick if it wasn’t that Big Whitezilla Cock.

I remember thinking, I’ll always go back to this shy dork. Whenever I needed a fixing of jumbo, titanic dick, I knew where to look. If I turned my head at anytime in class, chances are he’d be looking at me out the corner of his eyes . . . but differently, now that he’d conquered my body.

He knew that I was all talk. I could dominate him with my strap-on, but it was nothing compared to what he could do with that elephantine trunk of his.

He chuckled. “Creaming cocky, arrogant sluts like you is just the best,” he said, taking a seat on the edge of my bed.

His cock slowly shrank, until it was a fat slab of flaccid manmeat hanging between his legs, draping over the rim of my mattress. It rested on his saggy balls, about six or seven inches of beef, even soft.

He was right, though. I was a cocky, arrogant slut, thinking that I could have my way with him . . . I would never underestimate the likes of Aiden Donohue again.

He had my number, and I posed no chance against him.

I found myself asking a strange question as my mind finally became somewhat normal and the spinning in my head slowed down.

“C-Can I be in your next webcam video?”

He just snorted and ignored me, then pulled his panties up and tucked his cock back against his taint and asscrack, while he allowed the G-string to crease his hefty nutsack once more. 
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Chapter Fourteen


U
nsurprisingly, I was sore the next day. And the day after that. It was hard for me to walk to class. Aiden was the type of boy that you needed a break from after a fuck session like the one we’d had, or else you would never recover.

He could honestly fuck me up permanently, with that homegrown weapon of his. I wonder what he fed that thing?

I stopped by Starbucks one day and asked him a question that I’d forgotten to ask after our incredible boning session.

“You heard about the big dicked desperado going around school, sticking his cock in gloryholes and getting sucked off wherever he goes?”

Aiden just chuckled and shook his head at me, showing me those cute dimples. “Yeah, I’ve heard of him . . .”

“Aren’t you curious?”

He shrugged. “I guess. I mean, curious about what? Wondering if the guy is bigger than me?”

“Pfft, that’s impossible,” I said, rolling my eyes. I leaned forward on the counter, so only he could hear me. “No, I mean curious to stick it in your mouth, Aidy . . . to see if you can fit it all in those dimpled cheeks of yours.”

His face flushed. “I . . . I don’t think about that stuff too much unless I’m in the heat of the moment, Cari.”

“Suuure you don’t,” I said. “I know you have a gutter mind just like me, Aidy. You can’t fool me. Beneath that adorable exterior, you’re just as eager as the rest of us to bust a nut inside some sloppy pussy.”

He leaned back from the table. “C-Cari, I’m working here . . .”

“Oh, sorry,” I said, raising my hands up in surrender, obviously not actually sorry. Torturing him was so easy! “Don’t want you to accidentally pop a boner and poke someone’s eye out.”

His resulting frown was more endearing than it was angry. How could he possibly hope to cope with me now that we’d done the dirty? He was just lucky I didn’t stop into Starbucks every
 day to torment him!

Just then, the front door of the coffeehouse opened, and we both reflexively turned to see who it was.

Melinda came strutting in and, right behind her, Teddy.

I scowled, my horny thoughts instantly melting into something much more dangerous and mean.

I wanted to walk over and smack the smirk off her pretty face. But then I noticed that I didn’t need to . . . she was already frowning.

As Teddy came up beside her, she whispered something harsh in his ear. He replied with some verbal abuse of his own, and it was clear that they were arguing over some petty shit.

Neither of them had noticed me, yet.

As they turned to face the counter, both of their sets of eyes widened when they fell on me.

I stood back from the counter and Aiden, motioning them forward. “Look who it is—the cheaters from the black lagoon.”

Teddy tried to stand next to me, putting his hands forward like he was reaching to grab my arm. “Cari, come on, that’s not fair—”

I stomped on his foot. “Don’t fucking touch me, creep,” I shouted, then backed away as he howled in pain.

“T-The fuck!” Melinda cried. “Come on, bitch, don’t be that way! Haven’t you gotten over it?!”

I scoffed. “Yeah, Linny, I’ve gotten over it. I’ve found a bigger, better, manlier cock to fill my holes. I’m getting the best sex of my life, every night, while you two are out here bickering and bitching like a couple of married twats.”

They looked at each other in disbelief. It was like, they weren’t sure if they believed me or not, but they weren’t about to ask, “Who?”

I wasn’t going to give Melinda the opportunity to steal another one of my men, and Teddy could suck a cock and burn in hell for all I cared.

I was happy. I was content. Seeing them made me angry, but I knew I’d forget about them and cackle at their pain in my car.

Their relationship was built on lies. It wasn’t sustainable. Good for them—I hoped they stayed together forever and made each other miserable.

Yes, we’ve all heard that you should let things go . . . be calm . . . don’t wish ill will toward your enemies.

But, my theory was simpler: fuck that. They deserved their just desserts.

Melinda’s eyes sparkled as a thought came to her. “You got with the professor, didn’t you?” 

I glanced over at Aiden, then shrugged and turned back to Melinda. “Guess you’ll never know, bitch. You’ve lost my trust.”

She frowned.

Teddy said, “Cari, come on, can’t we just talk—”

“Hey!”
 a voice boomed.

All three of us turned to Aiden, the source of the voice. We were all surprised as hell, me most of all. My eyebrows went high on my forehead.

“She said she doesn’t want to talk to you, man. Leave it alone,” Aiden said. I couldn’t believe he was not only standing up for me, but also taking a stand for himself. He was grabbing those Herculean nuts of his and making himself useful—he was being a man, a protector, and it was so charming and adorable I could’ve cried. 

Never mind that Teddy could’ve jumped over the counter and kicked his ass.

It was the principle. I’d never had anyone to stand up for me before—because I usually didn’t need it. I was the tough one in the relationships.

But now . . .

Teddy said, “It’s none of your business, twerp—”

“Well, you’re in my
 coffeehouse, guy,” Aiden snapped. “So, are you gonna order anything, or will you get the fuck out of here?”

“We want to talk to the manager, is what we want to do, you sorry sack of shit,” Melinda piped up, thrusting her finger at Aiden. “You can’t talk to us like that!”

“You’re talking to him,” Aiden said. He finished with a well-deserved, “Bitch.”

Melinda’s mouth fell open, gaping so low that she probably could’ve stuffed Aiden’s cock in there. The entitled ho was used to everyone falling all over themselves for her, but that wasn’t going to happen today.

I didn’t even know if Aiden was the actual manager, but I was loving what I was seeing.

When I started cackling with glee, like the Wicked Witch of the West, Teddy and Melinda turned to me and shook their heads.

“Aidy,” I said, waving my hand at him. “You’re the man. Don’t let anyone tell you otherwise. I’ll talk to you later, babe, okay?”

He smiled at me and nodded. “Sure thing, Cari.”

I winked at him, then sashayed out of Starbucks—not caring this time who,
 if anyone, was looking at my ass.

I knew Teddy probably was, but in his case, it was an example of wanting something he couldn’t have—not realizing what he had until he’d lost it. Good riddance, fuckboy.

And Aiden, well, he was on the up and up. He didn’t need to stare at my ass to know he had it firmly in his grasp.

I heard Melinda whisper harshly to Teddy, “N-No, it couldn’t be him,
 could it, boo? The one with the huge dong?”

Teddy snorted. “Of course not.”

And their bickering commenced all over again.

I held a smile as I made my way out into the afternoon sun and flicked my sunglasses onto my face.

Let the wonder. It was no sweat off my back.

I was happy. I was content.
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Chapter One


M
y self-imposed “triangle of lust” had shifted. Summer was going well. My ex-boyfriend Teddy was no longer part of the paradigm—he had stepped out with my best friend, Melinda, and now he was erased from my life.

It was nice, not having to think about Teddy any longer. But that’s a lie . . . I still did wonder what he was up to every now and then, but I think that’s normal. It’s not like we had broken up under the best of circumstances: I’d caught him in the women’s locker room with his cock buried deep inside my friend’s greedy pussy, planking her on the bench, making her scream.

It had been my plan to break it off with Teddy, anyway, but I was still shocked and disgruntled that he had gotten to it first. That he’d gotten the better of me.

But, now, as summer was winding down and my life was returning to a somewhat regular routine, things were back on an even keel.

My lusty triangle now included two very different people: my ex-professor and dominant daddy, Brock Carlson, and my big-dicked femboy friend, Aiden Donohue.

Brock, or Professor C, was manly and esteemed—a prestigious English professor that all the girls at Mesa College drooled over. After I had finished his class last semester, I had run into him at a Starbucks near campus and awkwardly gave him my number. That night, he wined and dined me, then fucked me raw like I was his favorite fucktoy.

He was a dom of the most rigorous caliber, making me crawl after him like an animal, then begging to get cockslapped and punished like a the naughty bad girl I was.

It had all been very erotic, hot, and sweaty.

But, for some reason, I hadn’t seen much of him since that fateful night. It wasn’t the worst thing in the world, because I had another boy to fill and stretch me out whenever I wanted, but there was a pang of jealousy that definitely ran through me whenever I thought of the professor.

Like, did he think the sex with me was bad? Was I not good enough for him? Who was he fucking now—undoubtedly one of his other hot, ready-to-trot female students.

It made me sour.

Aiden Donohue was the other point of the triangle—the aforementioned big-dicked femboy. He couldn’t have been more different than Professor C (and Teddy, too, who was a jock in the strictest terms). The curly-headed boy had been a classmate in Brock’s class, and his eyes had always been laser-focused on me. Sometimes I caught him staring at me and his face would go red like a tomato. Other times, I saw that twinkle in his eye as he watched Professor C strut at the front of the class, and now that I knew Aiden better, I knew that he was probably wishing the same thing that all the girls in class were wishing: that Brock would pay attention to him and fuck the life out of him.

It has to be difficult for a feminine boy like Aiden to get along in this world, because most people saw him as a freak or a loser. In the past, I had just seen him as a hopeless romantic, but that had changed once I got to know him better . . .

You see, even though he wears panties and thongs and probably jerks off while wearing a dress at home, he has one thing that makes his life a whole lot
 easier, and that, of course, is a gigantic cock.

He’s not a big boy, but he’s packing a monstrous unit, and once I got to know him a bit better, I found out that he was just as depraved and horny as the rest of us. He didn’t just love me and wish to marry me—he wanted to see me naked, he wanted to use me, and he wanted to get used by me.

Just like how the power dynamic always gets kicked downward, after Professor C had his way with me and disciplined me like a good daddy, I went off and did the same thing to Aiden, not knowing what to expect from the little guy.

He was short, girly, and easy to take advantage of. It feels bad putting it in those terms, but it’s the truth. The thing is, he loved every second of it.

The first time we hooked up, I strapped on a big dildo and pegged the femboy’s cute ass for all he was worth, until he was crying out and whimpering like a little bitch. Then he turned that mammoth cock against me and put me in my place, turning me into a cum-gurgling, cock-eager slut. I thought I had done a good job of dominating him, but it turned out that I didn’t do half as good of a job as he
 did against me.

Aiden and I had been an ongoing thing for most of summer now, but every once in a while I needed a break from him. There was only so much that my poor pussy could handle, and he really knew how to demolish me. It seemed he was becoming more and more confident, now that he was dicking down a girl many inches taller than him, with big tits, a fat ass, and a cute face.

The kid had it made.

I had no doubt that Aiden was a closet bisexual, given his proclivity to wear women’s undergarments, but I hadn’t seen anything like that yet. I wondered if he was a slut like Teddy, or me . . . or if he thought that we were in a monogamous relationship and were “girlfriend and boyfriend.”

It’s definitely something worth bringing up to him, to see where we stand before summer ends.

Having a guy like Aiden is great—the sex is amazingly fulfilling, and I love all the things he does to make me cum my brains out. But at the same time, there’s something I miss about being picked up and tossed around like a ragdoll. Since he’s smaller than me, he can’t really do a lot of the extraneous physical things that a big bear like Brock or my ex-boyfriend the jock could do. Aiden can definitely twist me like a pretzel and get me in all sorts of weird Twister positions, but there are times when I wish I
 was the one going airborne, with my feet lifted off the ground and my knees pressed against my head as I watch my sopping cunt getting pummeled.

That’s where people like Professor C come into play, which is another reason why I wondered what he’d been up to . . .

I would definitely like to taste his fat dick again.

I hope that the man I lusted after for so long wasn’t a “hit it and quit it” type of guy—that our single steamy rendezvous would be the last I heard of him.

All of these naughty, circular thoughts were going through my head as I drove down University Avenue in North Park, one of the up-and-coming residences in San Diego. It used to be gang-related, but had become gentrified in recent years and was now a brewery capital of the city. The hipsters and gays flocked in North Park, and it still had that slightly seedy vibe to it, though not nearly as bad as it used to be. Clubs and nice restaurants were sprouting up all over the place, but I wasn’t headed to either of those.

It was around noon on a Monday when I managed to find parking and got out of my car. It was a sweltering summer day, especially this far from the ocean, and I took off my longsleeve shirt and walked down the sidewalk with my cutesy handbag hanging off my bare shoulder. My skin was nice and bronzed from days at the beach, and I wore a tank top and blue jeans, both of which showed off my figure.

Even though I was often attracted to strange qualities, I was still a shallow size queen first and foremost, and I cared what people thought of me. I wanted to look good, which is why I worked out and tanned and got my hair done in the first place. Otherwise I would’ve just settled with Netflix and Chilling and pints of Ben & Jerry’s and probably would’ve never left my house.

I definitely had the capability to be a big
 girl, since I was almost six feet tall and born from good stock. But as it was, I only had the thick thighs and big bouncing booty that people wanted, and not the muffintop and tummy rolls. I also had the heavy tits which swayed beneath my tank top from the way I sashayed while I walked.

I thought I definitely struck a good pose—my hair light and curly and sun-kissed, my sunglasses framing half my face—in the San Diego summer day. I got more than a few looks from couples and people I passed by. Even from a couple of queer couples.

It was nice, and it made me smile as I walked into Pleasures & Treasures, a sex shop I’d heard a lot of good things about. They had great Yelp reviews, and the people were supposedly kind and helpful.

I went into the sex shop with a purpose, though I quickly got distracted by all the hanging dildos and spreader bars and ballgags that hit me right when I walked in. I was reasonably new to the sextoy and sex shop scene, so everything struck my fancy.

“Ooh, what’s that,” I said to no one, as I walked up to what looked to be a paddle and ball hanging from a shelf, probably used to bounce the ball off a squishy ass before spanking it with the ping-pong paddle.

The store was nice and air-conditioned, big, and there were people roaming around unabashedly. Looking around, I noticed that people weren’t afraid to let their freak flags fly here. Everyone had their own kinks and fetishes, and Pleasures & Treasures catered to it all: BDSM, roleplaying, master-slave play, lingerie, erotic books, vibrators, dildos, anal beads, ropes . . . you name it.

As I was perusing the anal beads, roaming around the tightly-packed room like it was Walmart for perverts, I felt a presence behind me and turned around.

A shortish girl with gauged ears and a septum piercing stood behind me with a smile on her face. Her straight hair was half-black and half-white, parted down the middle in that classic goth style. She was cute, had big tits straining against the fabric of her Black Flag T-shirt, and her nipples were clearly pierced, as well as different parts of her face. I envied whoever had this girl as their Big Tiddy Goth GF—that guy or girl was a lucky person. 

The girl’s smile was disarming, and I gave her my own smile while taking off my sunglasses.

“Hi there, honey,” she said, with what sounded like a Southern accent. Wow, big tits, a cute dimpled face, and calling me “honey”? I better not let Aiden anywhere near this one.

“Can I help you with anything today? Looking for anything in particular, or just eye-shopping?” she continued.

I looked down at the girl, trying to read her nametag on her shirt, and said, “Hello . . . Steph. I guess it’s easy to spot the newbie around here, huh?”

She giggled. It was a cute sound and she covered her mouth at the same time, either to hide her embarrassment or the frenulum piercing that showed from her upper lip and gums. I immediately wondered if her clit was pierced, too, and had no doubt that it was. Her arms were also tatted up with colorful collages of a scene from The Nightmare Before Christmas
 on one arm, and a skulls-and-roses-based design on the other. 

“Yes, I guess so,” she said finally, still grinning. She gestured around the building at the other people roaming around. “Most of the other people in here are regulars.”

“Regulars . . . at a sex shop? I mean, it’s not like this is a bar or anything.”

Steph nodded. “We get shipments of the newest, most exciting toys and books every week. There’s always something fresh on our racks.”

My eyes momentarily scanned her bosom, at the bars piercing her nipples, which protruded braless from her shirt like two tiny sombreros. “Yes, I can see that.”

Steph tilted her head back and broke into a louder laugh—not the cute giggle like before, but a teeth-baring bellow. She covered her mouth after a second, and said from behind her palm, “Ooh, that was good. I like you!”

“Thanks,” I said, smiling. It was hard to find friends in this town. I went out on a limb and stuck my hand out. “I’m Cari.”

“Steph, as you already know.” She took my hand and we shook. Her hand was smaller than mine, and soft . . . and for some reason I wanted to hold onto it for an overly long time.

Before things got weird and awkward, I let go, then scratched the back of my head, tossing my blonde hair aside in the process.

Steph said, “You look apprehensive, Cari. Or shy. But I can tell you’re not.”

I tilted my head, furrowing my brow. “You can tell all that by just looking at me?”

“Not to over-generalize or seem like a wicked bitch, but I’ve seen your type in here before. We get some weirdoes, and then we get hot ass babes like yourself with that deer-in-the-headlights look.”

“I guess . . . I’ll take that as a compliment?”

She smiled. “It was meant as one. Sorry, I can be rude.”

“Nah, you’re fine. I like you, too.”

I felt like I was in the midst of making a friend, and that was sweet, but I couldn’t forget that I’d come to the sex shop with a purpose in mind. As much as I wanted to strap on my dildo and peg this cutie in the back of the storage room at her shop, I had business to take care of. I still had class later in the day, so I couldn’t dilly-dally forever.

As if reading my mind, Steph said, “So, what are you looking for? Looking for something to generally spice up the bedroom with your man . . . or woman?”

“I guess I’m looking for something a bit more specialized,” I said, sighing. It was something I’d seen in a porno recently, and it had made my heart and pussy melt.

“You don’t need to be timid with me, honey. What is it?”

With my face turning red, I said, “I was wondering if you guys had any . . . ball-bras?”

Steph smiled wide. “Haven’t gotten any requests for those
 in a while. Of course we do. Follow me.” She turned and walked away and I followed her down a nearby aisle. My eyes followed her ass as we walked, and I couldn’t help but notice that she was big in all the right places, like me. She could’ve been considered chubby, I guess, but it was incredibly adorable.

I, for one, certainly wouldn’t have minded pushing up against all those soft, womanly curves . . .

What I had noticed while sifting through porn, was that I wanted to find Aiden a bra big enough for his huge balls. I thought he would appreciate that, being so girly and into dressing up like he was.

Steph pointed at a few specimens hanging from the wall.

I thought for a moment, my eyes scanning the items on the wall, and then caressed my chin with my fingers. “I’m going to need the biggest size you have,” I said.

Steph put her hands on her hips. “Oh? Got yourself a nice big daddy waiting for you at home, eh?”

I shrugged. “Something like that. More like a cute hung twink, but it’s all the same.”

The girl paused, pouting. “God, you lucky bitch,” she said, somewhat under her breath.

I was taken aback. “Excuse me?”

“S-Sorry,” she said, waving at me. “I just mean, like, you’ve found a girly boy packing heat that’s into women? You’ve found a unicorn, hun.”

I whipped some strands of hair out of my face. “How do you figure?”

With a shrug, she said, “Most hung twinks are gay. It’s, like, known. The fact that you found one and snagged one that digs ladyparts is a blessing.”

“Well, I certainly feel blessed every time he pounds the shit out of me,” I said, unable to contain myself.

“See, I knew you weren’t shy.”

“No. I like it rough, Steph, and I want to reward my boytoy for being so good to me.”

“Is your boy a dom? Sub? Top? Bottom? What are we talking here?”

I thought for a moment, while still examining the ball-bras hanging on the wall. They were all different shapes and sizes. It was a rather rare sex apparatus, and unusual, though the name was pretty self-explanatory. It was for those who had big clackers that dangled loose and long, just like my boy Aiden.

His were the biggest set of testicles I’d ever seen, but it always looked painful the way his panties flossed into them and cut off circulation.

“He’s all of the above, I guess,” I said. I paused, then continued. “He can be gentle and sweet, cuddling and spooning me at night with his arms around me. Or he can be incredibly rough and demanding, putting me into a mating press, slamming into me, yanking my hair and making me scream, pinning me against a wall . . .”

“Goddamn,” Steph said, practically drooling. “That sounds amazing. Are you guys an item?”

“I guess.”

“W-What I mean is . . . are you . . . monogamous?”

I tilted my head again. “I was just wondering the same thing, earlier today, actually.” I couldn’t tell if Steph was joking or not, but the gleaming in her eyes told me she wasn’t. It came as no surprise that a girl working at a sex shop was incredibly horny and sexual, pretty much all the time.

Had I been serious when I said I needed to keep this one away from Aiden? Maybe I had been.

But was that the worse thing that could happen? . . .

Hmm, new dirty, lewd thoughts started coming to my head.

Steph cleared her throat and looked away, the dazed look leaving her eyes. “So, uh, ball-bra. Right. A big one.”

“The biggest,” I said, my eyes going wide to accentuate my point. I made a motion with both of my hands, cupping my palms so it looked like I was weighing what appeared to be invisible melons. “Giant alpha nuts, Steph.”

“Stop, hun, you’re gonna make me spring a leak!”

We both laughed.

“Does he know you’re getting this for him?”

I shook my head. “I want to make it a surprise. I want to make him cute . . . well, cuter than he already is. He likes to put on girl’s panties and stuff, but of course none of it fits.”

“Does he wear dresses and such? Does he identify as a girl?”

“Usually not, I think,” I said. “He’s just more comfortable in women’s undergarments, but isn’t bold enough to prance around in skirts and leggings. Not to mention it would be a distraction to everyone around him . . . with that fat log slinking down . . .” I cut myself off and cleared my throat. My face was feeling warm, and I realized I was blushing. “Uh, n-never mind.”

“Well, just let him know that if he frequently ruins skirts and panties, that he could always invest in more flexible fabric.” Steph was nodding along as she spoke, a consummate saleswoman. “Polymers are your friend when you’re packing a beautifully huge and nasty cock, hun.”

My face flushed and I couldn’t keep eye contact. “I’ll, uh, let him know that, for sure.” As dirty and lewd as I always felt, it still got me all hot and bothered to hear such things coming from pretty girls. I guess I wasn’t as shallowly slutty as I appeared to be at first glance.

It’s not like I was innocent
 by any stretch of the imagination, but certain things still tended to make me awkward and embarrassed. Talking about Aiden ripping panties apart with his giant cockhammer was one of those things. 

Steph gave me a sly smile. She’d been observing me the whole time, as I retreated inside myself while she became more and more intimate. Opting not to continue to make me squirm, she bent down, pointed at a few of the packages, then picked one out and lifted it, saying, “Ah-ha. Here we go. XXL ball-bra. Does this look big enough?”

I studied the object, then saw that it did indeed look huge. The cups of the bra looked like they could hold two baseballs. “That should suffice,” I said. I saw that it wasn’t very expensive, either—not like a woman’s actual bra—and that was a relief.

Steph rung me up, bagged my item in a black plastic bag, and said, “It was great getting to know you, honey. I hope you’ll be back.”

I smiled at her one last time. “Oh, don’t worry, Steph. I’ll definitely be back, if only to see you again!”

This time I think I made her
 blush, finally, and I considered my excursion to Pleasures & Treasures to be a massive success.
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Chapter Two


I
texted Aiden on my way to class, to tell him that I’d gotten him a present. He didn’t reply until I was finished driving and parked in the parking lot of Mesa College, which was a bit irksome because he usually got back to me right away.

But then I remembered that he worked today—his actual Starbucks job, not his webcam side hustle. So I chalked his late reply up to him being busy at work in the middle of the afternoon, and then walked from my car through the lot, zigzagging around cars.

Aiden sent me a short reply, saying, Can’t wait to see it,
 in response to my text about the gift I’d gotten him.

I typed, You’re gonna look cute in it,
 and then smirked when he replied, Uh oh. Is this for u or for me?



Both,
 I said. I made my way onto the campus grounds and walked into the building nearest the parking lot.

I had an accelerated English class with this old lady who bored the shit out of me with the way she droned on and on. She was definitely no Professor C, who had students attending his classes even when they weren’t registered in the class. Lots of young women and boys just wanted to gawk at the lusty, hot professor, I guess. I didn’t blame them.

Anyway, Professor Ferring, or Professor Formaldehyde, as I liked to call her (because she put me to sleep), was ready by the time I showed up to class, and I had managed to show up early. I rolled my eyes as I walked in, seeing her seated peacefully behind her desk, shuffling through papers, while other students meandered in after me. She’d already assigned plenty of papers in the first six weeks, which made sense because the class was only eight weeks long. But it still annoyed me, for some reason—probably because studying and writing papers took away from my time to get pounded.

I just wanted to fuck all the time, like any good, decent 20-something-year-old.

I took my seat in the center of class—it seemed to be the best spot to not get called on; front of the class looked too eager, and back of the class where the slackers sat was where Professor Formaldehyde’s eyes usually wandered to.

A few minutes after taking my seat, a short, skinny girl with glasses sat next to me. Her name was Angela, and I occasionally spoke to her, but we hadn’t crossed the threshold of “friendship” yet. She seemed bookish and smart, and was definitely cute. Then again, all girls in their early 20s or late teens are cute, so that’s nothing special.

But Angela had this crooked smile that was endearing, and she wore these flowery dresses that went down past her knees, like she was a hippie from the ‘60s trapped in the 21st
 century.

She walked up with her books pressed against her little chest, then smiled at me beneath her big-rimmed glasses. Her hair was a bit on end, and it looked like she’d just rolled out of bed . . . at 1:30 in the afternoon.

“Hi, Cari!” she said exuberantly. Even though she looked tired, she was clearly wired on something. Hopefully coffee.

I gave her a warm smile. “Hey, Angela. Long night?”

I probably didn’t need to add that last bit, which was a quick way of telling her that she looked tired and semi like shit, but I couldn’t help myself.

She shrugged. “Ohhh boy,” she drawled, “was it ever!”

Then she opened a book on her desk and started flipping through the pages, even though class hadn’t started yet and Professor Fucking Boring hadn’t spoken yet.

I really just wanted to get out of there to see Aiden, to witness his face when I showed him the ball-bra I’d snagged. I had no idea how he’d react, but hopefully it would be cute and he’d get that overly embarrassed look on his features that made me want to jump his bones.

“What did you get into?” I asked, just trying to pleasantly pass the time until class started.

“Well, I was smoking weed with my boyfriend, then we started fooling around,” Angela said. She repositioned her glasses up higher on the bridge of her nose. “And then, all of a sudden, he stuck his dick in my ass! Without warning me or asking me!”

My eyes bulged, and the lackadaisical boredom on my face was quickly swept away as I was completely caught off-guard by her admission. My eyes scanned the room and I noticed a couple other pockets of students turning their heads to look over their shoulders.

Angela had spoken loud enough for the entire class to hear, but everyone did their best not to pay her any attention. I, of course, could not do that, because I was seated right next to her.

Unsure how to respond to that bombshell, I said, “You, uh, what?”

“I know, right?!” she continued, as if nothing had happened. Here was this sweet, innocent looking girl I’d hardly said more than five sentences to in all my life, telling me about her most intimate relationships . . .

Had we just crossed the threshold into friendship, without me even knowing it?

“I was so shocked—ha, I think my face looked just like your face does right now.”

“S-Sorry,” I said, then leaned forward in my seat, to try to bring my voice down and hint that she should, too. This was a conversation to have with library voices. “What did you do? Freak out?”

“No, no, it wasn’t the first time we’ve done anal. But Tim usually warns me or asks before he sticks it in there
, ya know?”

I scratched my scalp. “Uh. Sure.”

“I mean, it wasn’t bad. It was great, actually. He did me like that for a while, doggy-style, ya know, and I just gave in eventually and let it go. It was fun. But that’s why I was up so late, you see, and why I probably look like shit right now.”

I chuckled, resting my elbow on my desk and cradling my head in my palm. I examined Angela a bit closer—she hadn’t even made eye-contact with me; it was like she was lost in her own little world.

I wondered if she was maybe on the spectrum. Not that it mattered, but I was curious. She was clearly very intent on telling her story to someone, and maybe she didn’t have many friends to lament to.

It made me feel a little sad for the girl.

Not wanting to let the conversation die, now that it had gotten interesting, I said, “So, what happened after that? He just pumped you from behind like that?”

“Yeah,” she said with a simple shrug. “Tim isn’t the most creative, I’ll admit. We’re not exactly working our way through the Kama Sutra,
 if you know what I mean.”

I laughed again, and Angela flashed her quirky smile. She had big teeth that made her dorky and lovely. For some reason, my mind flashed to Aiden and her, together, since they were of a similar height and build. I could imagine my boytoy whipping his Great White Cock out and smacking little Angela around with it, before dominating her in the most lewd ways . . . piledriving the girl from above, smashing into her and slapping his fat nuts against her little bum and skinny legs. Folding Angela into herself, like I had done with Aiden many times to make him suck his own cock.

“He just pumps and grunts until he’s finished, then collapses on me and we watch Netflix. Or Hulu.”

I frowned. “That doesn’t sound super fun.”

“Oh, it can be,” she said.

“You let him cum inside you?”

Her face brightened. “No! Never! He goes on my back. Why does that matter?” She finally faced me, her big bug-eyes beneath her glasses locking with mine.

“It doesn’t,” I said, “I was just curious.” With a shrug, I quickly turned away, now feeling a bit embarrassed for prying.

“Do . . . do you let boys cum inside you, Cari?” she asked meekly.

“Sometimes.”

“Wow. That’s crazy. Aren’t you worried you’ll get pregnant?”

“Not if I’m on the pill. Which I almost always am.”

Angela sighed dreamily. I noticed out of the corner of my eye that she was still staring at me. “God, you’re so pretty, Cari,” she said. “And tall. I bet you get all the boys you want.”

“You’d be surprised, Angela . . .”

“Please, call me Angie. It’s what my friends call me.”

I smiled and faced her. “Okay, Angie.”

“Do you like to be called Cari?”

My smile widened. “Heh, yeah, I mean, there’s not really a shorter way to say Cari, right?”

“I could call you Car . . . but that’s pretty boring.”

She giggled like a schoolgirl and it was infectious, making me chuckle, too.

“Sorry if I over-shared, by the way,” Angie said. “Everyone tells me I got to quit doing that, with all the TMI stuff . . . but I can’t help it! How am I supposed to make friends if I can’t talk to them like normal people, ya know?”

I’m not really sure what type of “normal” people talked about surprise anal sex in their day-to-day conversations, but I understood where she was coming from.

“The world has gotten too PC, man,” she finished. There was the hippie vibe I’d been waiting for. 

I nodded. “I agree with you there. But rewind a second. Your boy, Tim . . . how long have you guys been together?”

“Not long. And I don’t think for much longer.”

“Ah,” I said pointedly. “Good. Because it sounds like you could do much better. Any guy who gets off and then gives up . . . without getting his girl off, that’s poor etiquette. He shouldn’t do that.”

“Thank you!” she said, throwing her hands up in the air. Her skinny arms wobbled around. “I’ve told him that, but he didn’t care.”

“Yeah, boys don’t like to hear when they’ve fucked up.”


Finally
 I had someone to talk to about my “proper sex etiquette” theories! That cheating bitch Melinda had been too dumb or self-involved to really get into it, but Angie seemed like the perfect conversationalist.

“I’m not sure I could do much better, though,” she said, frowning. “I take what I can get, you know? I’m not like you . . . ya know, where I can just take my pick of the litter. And, I mean, Tim’s cute enough. I guess.”

“You should never settle for anything less than what you’re worth, Angie,” I said, shaking my head. Wow, I was as surprised to hear those words come out of my mouth as Angie was, judging by her face. That was some seriously sage wisdom, I think.

She made a snuffing sound, then lightly banged her fist on the table. “You’re right.” She seemed deep in thought for a moment, then looked at me. “Jeez, you’re way cooler than I thought you’d be.”

“Oh? How did you think I’d be?”

She shrugged. “Don’t take this the wrong way, but I thought you’d be just another hot blonde bimbo without a brain cell in her head.”

I tilted my head back and laughed. It made her smile, to see that I wasn’t offended, and honestly I was more shocked than anything. This little bitch could dish out some heat, and she clearly had no filter!

I liked her more and more as the minutes passed.

“But, like, you’re pretty and smart?
 What a combo,” she added, puffing up my ego even more.

I felt myself blushing. “Stop it, Angie. Please. That’s sweet.”

“No, it’s true.”

“Well, you’re really cool, too,” I said, trying to deflect the compliments back in her direction. Even though it was nice to be appreciated, I still got squirmy and didn’t like being the center of attention. “And I’m sure you could do better than Tim if you tried looking. Guys just want one thing, and you’re the whole package: cute, smart, interesting. Any guy would be lucky to have you.”

Now her face turned red, and, for the first time, I noticed how many freckles she had. She wasn’t even a ginger—her hair was dark brown and curled along her shoulders—but the freckles practically dotted her entire face like a plague.

“I bet the boys are just intimidated by you,” I said.

She snorted. “Now I know
 you’re full of shit, Cari—”

“No, I mean it,” I said with finality and a firm nod. “How about I invite you out with me sometime, and we’ll help you pick up some lucky dude? I’ll get you laid, I promise.”

Her eyes glittered, and she looked close to tears. “R-Really? That’s, like, the nicest gesture anyone’s ever done for me. A super hot, popular girl like Cari Morrison as my wing-woman?!” She was leaning forward in her seat, and I thought she’d lunge at me and stick her tongue down my throat.

At that moment, I don’t think I would’ve stopped her. I found myself wondering what her thin lips tasted like, and how cute she probably looked naked . . .

Jesus, what’s wrong with me?

Angie looked around the room. “Do you think I’d have a chance with any of the football types? Like, the jocks. Like you do?”

I furrowed my brow. “I mean, sure, why not? What do you mean ‘like you do’?”

“O-Oh, sorry,” she said skittishly, waving her hands at me. “I just mean, like, weren’t you going out with one of them? That guy Teddy?”

I sighed and nodded.

“I heard he cheated on you.”

How the fuck did people know that?!

“My bad,” she said, reading the look on my face. “I guess word travels fast around here. I mean, you two were the hottest couple around, ya know? Legendary.”

I said, “Well, it’s true that he cheated on me, so your intel isn’t bad. Got to be careful with those fuckboys, Angie. And you’ll see that that’s all most of these guys are. The sooner you learn that, the sooner you can be getting dick whenever you want, from any of them. They’re all gonna screw around on you, sooner or later. Just don’t get too attached.”

She frowned. “Ugh. That’s bleak.”

I could tell she was a bit of a hopeless romantic, like, well . . . Aiden, actually. They probably would
 be perfect together. Trying to lighten up the mood, I said, “Those big guys do
 love tossing around little . . . uh, smaller chicks, though.”

Her face lit up, and like a bipolar sex fiend, she was back on track. “God, that sounds so fun! Tim’s just . . . boring, ya know?”

I nodded. “I definitely know the type.” Teddy was exactly the type. And even though he was a “football guy,” I wasn’t going to crush Angie’s dreams of getting it on with a big buff dude. It was clearly something she wanted, and had thought long and hard about.

“I used to have this crush on this other nerdy guy, because I thought we’d go together well, but he never paid attention to me,” she said, her voice going lower.

“Did you ever make yourself available to him? Like, put yourself out there?” I asked.

“Nah. He wasn’t into me. He was into you. And that’s fine, because I’ve moved on.”

I felt my head cock to the side, confused. Had she been following me or something? Had Angie and I had a class together? “W-Wait, what? Who are you talking about?”

She smirked. “Aiden Donohue. I was in your class with Professor Carlson, silly. But don’t worry, I see you looking all ashamed—I sat in the back. There’s no way you would’ve ever noticed me. I’m shy and easily forgettable.”

I frowned. “Don’t say that! I’m . . . I’m sorry! And why did you give up on Aiden?” I wanted to mention that I’d just imagined his hefty cock splitting her open like a roasted pig on a spit, but I didn’t want to give away that I’d actually let the dorky little bastard fuck me silly.

Angie probably had this preconceived notion that I was way out of Aiden’s league, yada yada, and I didn’t want to tarnish my image . . . not just yet.

Clearly this girl thought I was hot shit. She was a huge confidence booster, if nothing else.

There was a slight pause, as neither of else knew what else to say.

She finally spoke. “Like I said, I want something . . . meatier? I know, it sounds gross. But even though I’m small, I can take a lot . . .”

Oh, honey, you have no idea what kind of Grade-A beef you’re missing out on. You’ll never find a meatier boy than Aiden Donohue.

And you think you can take a lot? I could just imagine how tiny her cute little pussy was, and the idea of Aidy trying to shove his oversized bitch-breaker in there . . . it was enough to make me wet. 

Angie probably had no idea how much she could truly take until it was staring her in the face. Then she would be terrified.

I’d love to be a fly on the wall during that
 steamy session.

“I mean, I have an eight-inch horsecock-shaped dildo that I can pretty much take to the base,” she said, over-sharing once more without shame.

I scoffed. “That’s impressive.” I bit my bottom lip.

“Sorry, TMI again.”

Professor Ferring shouted from the front of the class: “Ladies, that’s enough giggling. I hope you’ve been taping my lecture, at least, since you clearly aren’t listening to it in real time.”

It’s true, I hadn’t even noticed that the class had started, as engrossed as I was in my conversation with Angie. I also hadn’t noticed that the class had filled out quite well, and it was almost completely packed now. Professor Fade And Shade had been rambling on for nearly 15 minutes!

“Sorry, Ms. Ferring,” I said for the both of us. “Won’t happen again.”

The professor rolled her old eyes. “The day it ‘doesn’t happen again’ is the day I die, Miss Morrison.”

A few kids chuckled at her humorless jest.

Less than three minutes later, Angie whispered to me, leaning slightly over. “Hey, do you wanna smoke some weed after class?”

I smiled at the girl. Friendship: success!

I opened my mouth to speak, to say, “I’d love to,” but then realized that I had prior engagements . . . and a hefty testicle-bra sitting in my car, waiting to be tried on.

“I totally would, Angie, but I’ve got to meet up with someone after class . . .”

I didn’t want to tell her that I was meeting with the same boy she lusted after all last semester. It was too early to break poor Angie’s little heart.

And who knows, maybe Aiden would be flattered that he had a secret admirer? Had he noticed her before?

“Okay, well, maybe next time then,” she said.

I winked at her. “You’re on. And we’ll go party with the jocks, if you want.”

Her ear-to-ear grin nearly melted my heart.
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Chapter Three


A
fter class, I hugged Angie. I had to bend my knees a bit to wrap my arms around her, and she was so little that it was like hugging a cardboard cutout of a person. Her head was pretty much stuffed between my tits.

Then we parted ways, but not before I guaranteed to be her wing-woman and get her laid in the near future. Screw Tim, I told her, we’ll get someone who respects and deserves you.

And someone who can stretch her tiny cunt to unbelievable levels and leave her a screaming, cum-addled, mindless mess . . . but I didn’t tell her that part.

I made my way out of the English department building and was about to cross the street to the parking lot when I heard a voice behind me.

“I see you’ve taken advantage of summer,” the voice said, clearly directed at me.

I slowly turned at that gruff, syrupy sound. 

Professor Brock Carlson stared at me, a slight smirk on his face. His hair had a little more salt in it than I remembered, but he looked distinguished and lovely in his tailored suit, his muscles perfectly pressing against the fabric, with his chiseled jawline sculpted by the gods boring a hole into my soul.

“You look great,” he told me, giving me the once over. “Your skin is so . . . brown.”

I lifted an eyebrow above the rim of my sunglasses. “Really, professor? ‘Brown.’ The most eloquent man working at Mesa says I look . . . brown.”

“My apologies. You appear as a ravishing vision—an apparition plucked from the pages of Mayan literature; a bronzed goddess with a sheen of radiance emanating from your effervescent skin. Is that a better panegyric, Miss Morrison?”

I sighed, but couldn’t erase my smirk. “Ass. What’s ‘effervescent,’ again?”

“Bubbly.”

“And pan-a . . . whatever?”

“Praise. Accolades. Come on, English major, you should know this.”

I snorted. “Whatever. I know I look Mexican, and it’s because I’ve been out in the sun basically every day.”

“Well, it looks great.”

“You already said that.”

He smiled. “Ah, I was about to apologize for busting your balls. But then you kicked back.”

I wouldn’t mind doing something
 with his balls, but more along the lines of sucking and slurping and sniffing. I didn’t tell him that, because I didn’t want to make it too easy. Plus, there were students walking all around us. Plus again, I was supposed to be visiting Aiden!

Shit!

My face screwed up. “I, uh, was just heading out.”

“Oh? I haven’t seen you in about a month and you shun me like a no-good ne’er-do-well?”

“God, you’re such a nerd,” I said with a roll of my eyes. I was still smiling when I added, “I have places to be.”

“Places to be, people to do . . .” he trailed off.

We were both silent as we let his words linger in the air between us. People to do . . . yes.

My eyes narrowed underneath my sunglasses, but I hoped he couldn’t see that I was inspecting him like a prize.

Finally, I said, “You never called me back. What did you expect—that I’d be groveling at your feet?”

“Ah, so it was about the chase for you as much as it was for me,” he said, nodding along. “My apologies, again. I hope you’ll forgive me—summer class has been busy—”

“Busy with other students, I’m sure . . .”

“Let me make it up to you,” he said. He leaned a bit closer to me and spoke in a lower, deeper voice. “I still own you, remember.”

I felt my body tense up. The way he spoke, it brooked no argument. He was an authoritative dom—both in the classroom and out—and I was powerless to stop him . . .

“If you can’t retreat to my lair now, at least let me buy you lunch.”

I sighed, shook my head, and managed to get a hold of myself. I was quite wet now. Before I could even pull the words back, I said, “I’m j-just going to Starbucks.”

“Okay, then I’ll buy your coffee. Then we can see where it leads us. I’m done with class for the day. You?”

I nodded urgently.

“I’ll follow you there,” he said, and before I could deny him or tell him “no,” we were both walking toward our respective cars, then driving out of the parking lot, and then his Prius was following me down the street . . .

A few minutes later, I swung my car into a parking space in the large strip mall lot that was connected to Starbucks.

As I got out of the car and walked around the back, Brock’s little red Prius slowed down behind my car, stopping directly in my walking path.

The passenger-side window slowly rolled down.

“Hey,” I said, leaning over the window into his car, “fancy seeing you here.”

He smirked, then nudged his chin at me. “Get in. I want to show you something.”

“W-What?”

“Come on, girl. Don’t let your ass hang out of the car like that, someone’s going to come up and take advantage of you.”

I wished it was the professor taking advantage of me. I got into his car as commanded, then shut the door behind me.

The inside of his tidy car smelled like new books, just like he smelled, but with a deeper resonance.

He started driving away, out of the parking lot.

“Where are we going?”

He said nothing. He drove further down the lot, took a left out onto a side street, and then parked in a thinly-populated area, away from the hubbub of civilization. There were a few houses and trees around, but it was a quiet neighborhood.

My eyes scanned the area in front of us, wondering where we were. I felt kidnapped, and it was invigorating. 

When I looked down, Professor C was reaching into his pants, down the front.

Oh, fuck.

Then I heard the familiar zip, the unbuckling belt, and my eyes couldn’t turn away. I was zeroed in on his crotch, sitting in the passenger seat of his car like a statue.

His cock was in his hand: a big, fat tube that his fingers barely grasped completely around. It was smooth and soft, but still big enough to dwarf his fingers. He reached further into his slacks and took his balls out, then let his big package flop down onto his lap.

He leaned back in his seat, pushed a button at his side, and the seat slowly slid backward to give him more legroom . . . and to give me room to lean over without hitting my head on the steering wheel, apparently.

“What, right here?” I asked, my voice a rasp in my throat. Even though I had my sunglasses on, it was clear that I was in love with the sight of his cock. And the fact that he had no qualms with whipping it out in broad daylight, in a public setting, where any jogger or dog-walker could stroll by and see us . . . that just turned me on even more.

My panties were as damp as a melting icecap.

“Come on,” he said, “kiss it.”

I repositioned myself in the passenger seat, putting my knees down on the seat and bending over like a hunchback. It was a struggle to reach over his center console with my body, and I let my heavy tits rest there for a minute before continuing forward.

He reached out with his right hand and stroked my blonde hair out of my face, grabbing a fistful of it and pulling it back from my neck.

I couldn’t tell my mind to stop. Before I realized what I was doing, I was craning my neck down toward his lap. His cock smelled musty and manly. I very gently planted a kiss on the topside of his shaft, and my lipstick left a little cute imprint on it.

As I started to pull my head up, his cock began to grow before my eyes. Just inches from my face, and it was getting harder and thicker, lengthening down his pants-legs, reaching down his thighs . . .

Fuck.

His hand holding my hair pressed down, and my face was forced toward his cock once more. I licked his dick this time, as it stiffened and started to lift away from his lap.

It enlarged to a nice, hefty size, then curved upward like a banana. The tip of his cock gleamed like a shiny shield. I went down to kiss it again, gently, but his hand suddenly shoved my head down harder.

His fat dick plunged past my lips in a single stroke, the ridge of his cockhead darting into my mouth. Just like that, I had the professor’s large member pushing my lips apart and diving toward my throat.

I gagged reflexively. It was a sudden move, and even though I expected it, it still caught me off-guard.

He grunted and flexed his butt, which sent more of his cock into my mouth. Inches glided past my lips, filling out my cheeks and kissing the back of my throat.

Lewd, sloppy sounds came from deep within my lungs, expunging from my nostrils and plugged mouth. His cock was wide and thick, big enough so it made it hard to breathe.

I remembered the texture and feeling of this manly dick. It was stronger and bigger than my ex-boyfriend’s, and even though it wasn’t as huge as Aiden’s ridiculous penis, it was certainly grand enough to do some serious damage to my throat and windpipe.

In any regular sex circle, the professor would be the most hung guy in the group.

In my particular circle, he came in second.

While my left hand reached to push on his lap, to use his leg as stability, my right hand flitted down between my legs and disappeared into my jeans. I started fingering myself and was immediately taken by how wet I’d become. I was a sloppy mess down there, and two of my fingers easily slid inside my pussy.

I wondered if the professor would fuck me in his car, even though it was such a small vehicle. He could make it work, and I wouldn’t stop him—he knew it. He had me right where he wanted me.

My head bobbed up and down in his lap, throating his cock like a good obedient girl.

He didn’t need to do any work, but he still kept his hand on the back of my neck, and to keep my hair from floating into my face.

After a few minutes of blowing him, I started to slow down as my jaw began to get sore.

Then he reached and grabbed the sides of my head with both hands. He shifted in his seat so that he was slightly angled, and then pumped his hips upward.

His cock flew further down my throat than it had up until that point. I gagged again, retching and coughing on his cock. Snot spurted out of my nose.

Rather than letting me take my time with the blowjob, he decided to take it upon himself to fuck my face. I didn’t complain—couldn’t complain, even if I wanted to.

I was in no position but to satisfy and pleasure my master. But at least I could finger myself at the same time, and hopefully cum . . . at least he permitted me that much.

He grunted with a measured persistence, and dipped his waist up and down from his seat. I think he was using the floor of the car—near the gas and brake pedals—as leverage, because his body was rising in the seat.

His cock soared into my throat and pumped my neck muscles outward. He clogged my breathing tube with his thick meat and my eyes rolled in the back of my head before closing.

With his big tasty dick shooting into my throat and sliding over my tastebuds, I was forced to keep my eyes closed. My muscles weren’t working right, now that my throat had a cock wedged in it.

Panic quickly set in, from that asphyxiated feeling you get when something’s stuck in your throat. My body was telling me to breathe, but it could hardly do it. The wheezing gasps that came from my esophagus were raspy and muddled with pre-cum and saliva.

I sounded like a perfect sloppy slut. I felt like one, too, and I wondered if my jeans were showing the dark stain of my own leakage coming from my pussy. My clit was tender and my slick pussy allowed for three fingers, then four. The bulge protruding from my crotch was massive as my hand worked furiously to get me off.

Instead of my head bobbing up and down to my own rhythm, Brock held my face in place and rammed his cock deep into my throat, making my head jerk like out of place jazz music.

He throatfucked me and punished me with his beefy fuckstick for what seemed like eons. I lost track of time—lost track of everything, relegating myself to his toy. He was my master and I just had to take it and love it.

“Remember what it’s like to feel this rock-hard cock punishing your poor tight throat? Your muscles seem looser than before, girl—I told you I would discipline you if that happened.”

I gacked, unable to answer. Spittle flew from my lips, wetting his big rod. My eyes were blurry when I forced them open, and they felt bloodshot.

He was ruining my makeup, my mascara was beginning to run, I think. The muscles in my face hurt. Tears were rolling down my cheeks as he mercilessly fucked my throat in the driver’s seat of his car.

“I’ll let you go into Starbucks to see your little study buddy
 in a minute, girl, but not before I have my way with you, first. You need to be taught your place at my side, leash around your neck, Cari. Right?”

“Mmmph!” I urged, trying to nod and agree with him. How the hell did he know about Aiden?! If that’s who he alluded to . . . and it must’ve been. Or maybe he was just guessing.

I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction of finding out if he was right or not. I was just going to get my head punched over and over by his cock until—

A gooey glob of cum trickled down my throat, activating my gag reflex once more. Then the salty taste of jizz filled out my cheeks, swirling like thick mouthwash. He held my face in place and his fingers bit into the sides of my head, like he was about to rip my scalp off. It gave me a headache.

Then he exploded in my mouth, lunging with his body until his cock hilted against my lips. My nose bumped into his hairy stomach, just below it into his pubes. My throat probably looked ludicrously bloated as he managed to stuff the whole huge hog down my gullet.

His jizz zoomed down my throat and swirled around my esophagus before planting itself into my tummy. I felt full and filled all at the same time.

His body was taut like a tightrope, his upper torso now leaning over my head. He knocked the back of my skull with a light fist, not hard enough to do damage, but in an effort to stuff even more cock into me. But he was all out of dick—the hefty inches were as deep as they were going to go.

My face was as stuffed and my throat was as bulging as it was going to get. I came shortly after his orgasm—a slight one by comparison. My body twitched with relief and I let out a moan, nearly spurting cum out of my mouth and nose. But I held it in.

He used my pretty mouth like a cum-dumpster, and I expected nothing less. He didn’t let me come up for air until I was a good bitch and swallowed his whole slimy load.

When he finally pulled his magical fuckwand out of my mouth with a grotesque schlorp,
 cum drizzled down my puffy lips and mingled with my falling tears.

He jerked his body out of the way, his cock wildly flapping in the air, so that the spunk dribbled onto his car seat rather than his lap.

“Stupid bimbo, you know to swallow it all, don’t you?”

“Y-Yes, daddy,” I said, ashamed that I’d failed him. I snorted like I was doing a line of coke, and felt a gout of jizz rocket into my nostrils and seemingly into my brain. My eyes widened as I closed my mouth and swallowed the rest of my meal.

“What do you say?” he asked afterward, while he stuffed his softening cock back into his slacks.

“Thank you, daddy. Thank you for using my face as your personal toilet.”

He nodded and patted my head. “That’s good. That’s a good girl.”

“Can . . . can I go into Starbucks now, please?” I begged. I looked up at him with a pathetic expression on my face, my puppy-dog eyes imploring for his mercy.

He shrugged. “I suppose. Why not?”

“Can you drop me off back there?”

He nodded. “Oh. I’m going in with you, honey.”

“Y-You are?”

He sneered. It made his handsome face even better looking, with the sunlight beaming off the side of his temple.

“Oh, yes, Cari. I want to witness the looks on all the men’s faces when they see your screwed up mug and ruined makeup. I want to see how destroyed your little friend is to know that I’ve just dumped my load in your belly and had my way with you.”

“Okay . . .” I said, trailing off. What else could I do or say?

It was crazy how quickly my mind had shifted from the sage, wise girl I’d been in class, talking and directing little Angie with her lewd issues, into the mindless, cock-drunk fool I had now become in Brock’s presence, literally lapping at him like a dog.

He looked down at me. “And when this is all over, you’re coming over to my house tonight, to continue this little escapade. And I’m going to do much
 more than just stuff your tight little throat with my cock, understand?”
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Chapter Four


I
tried to clean myself up a bit before heading into Starbucks, but Brock wouldn’t let me. Looking at the pull-down mirror in the passenger seat, I only managed to wipe my running mascara away before he reached over, closed it, and shook his head solemnly.

“That defeats the whole purpose,” he said.

I frowned. “I look like shit, daddy.”

“You look just how I want you to look: like a used slut.”

“What if there are students of yours in there? Starbucks is a big hangout for the Mesa crowd.”

He shrugged. “Let them gawk. I’ve done nothing wrong.”

Yes, you’ve done nothing wrong but torment and use your former student as your personal plaything. Even though Brock’s actions would probably lead to a rather traumatic downfall on my part, I agreed with him at the moment. It was fun letting go—letting my inhibitions run wild, letting him take absolute control with my body. He was big and strong and experienced. He knew just how to push my buttons to get what he wanted.

This was the kind of man that I had missed when I was seeing Teddy. Somehow, Aiden had squirmed his way into the scene in the middle of it.

I didn’t want to break Aiden’s heart, but there was nothing to be done. My only other option would have been to cancel my Starbucks visit via text, and that would’ve raised even more red flags.

So, I got out of the car with Professor C a few steps behind me, and we walked into Starbucks together. I immediately got that strange, unnerving feeling that everyone in the coffeehouse had turned around to stare at me—ending their conversations so they could lay their eyes on the facefucked bimbo with the big bouncing tits walking into their neighbor Starbucks.

In truth, I didn’t get more than a few passing glances.

Right when I entered, my eyes veered toward the barista and clerk station, positioned in the middle of the room.

I saw Aiden leaning forward on the counter, his palms down. His eyes lingered over the shoulders of a couple who was ordering from him. His brow didn’t betray his surprise at the exasperated look on my face, or the fact that I had come into the shop with our hunky ex-professor in tow. Or the fact that my face made me look like a nympho clown.

I turned away before our eyes could lock, a shameful expression on my face. I was utterly embarrassed, and it somehow turned me on. There was something primal about how Brock treated me.

I walked up and stood in line, behind one person and the couple at the counter. Professor C tapped me on the shoulder and handed me a 20-dollar-bill. “Use this,” he said. “Buy me a black iced coffee.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, bowing my head.

He wandered off to the bathroom.

The couple loitered for quite a while, taking their time with their order, and I heard Aiden laugh a couple of times. Both times that I looked ahead to see what was going on, I saw a smile on his face, his eyes darting back and forth between the man and woman. They were a good-looking, handsome couple.

A pang of jealousy swept through me every time I heard Aiden’s cute laughter. Who were these people? Did he know them? Was he going to fuck them?

My insecurities were at an all-time high.

The couple finally exited stage left, and the person in front of me quickly ordered and did the same.

Then I was met with Aiden’s piercing eyes. He gave me a half-smile, his dimples shallow in his cheeks. “Surprise, surprise,” he said. He didn’t sound too thrilled. “What happened to you, Cari?” He looked genuinely concerned as his eyes studied my face—my smudged makeup, my dark-rimmed eyes. I probably had the worst cock-breath imaginable, so I tried to turn away. 

“I’d . . . I’d rather not get into it, babe,” I said shyly. I was completely not acting like myself.

“Are we still on to meet tonight, or are you . . . going on a date with the professor?”

“No!” I snapped. “I mean, yes. We’re on for tonight! I just ran into him on the way in.”

His eyes leveled on me. It was clear he didn’t believe my bullshit.

“Mm-hmm,” he said. He started to cross his slender arms over his chest, but then stopped.

Professor C appeared from the bathroom down the way. He began walking to us.

“My house?” I asked quickly, my voice picking up in pace. I wanted to get the words out before Brock showed up and took over.

Aiden nodded. “Sure.”

I smiled sadly. “I still hope my present surprises you.”

“Yeah, I thought you’d give it to me now.”

Professor C was by my side now. “Give what to him now?” he asked. He smiled down at the shorter Aiden. “Hello, Aiden. Nice to see you again.”

Aiden stuttered. “Y-You, too, professor. It’s been a while.”

“Too long.”

Brock’s eyes seemed to bore into Aiden’s soul, and my own eyes flickered from each of their faces. I saw nervousness and trepidation on Aiden’s, and a hungry, predatory look in the professor’s, like he was gauging Aiden’s worth. He had a way of making you seem “less than,” for sure.

A sudden question popped up in my mind: Does the professor want to fuck Aiden?

That would throw me for a bit of a loop!

“What did you want to give him, Cari?” Brock asked again, turning to me.

“Oh, it’s nothing, professor. Don’t worry about it.” I smiled shyly at him.

He frowned. “Very well. Did you order for me?”

“Not yet.”

“Well, let’s get to it.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, nodding firmly. I handed Aiden the 20-dollar-bill and said, “Two iced coffees, please. Black.”

Aiden rang us up quickly. It was clear that he wanted to get rid of us as much as I wanted to leave. Being in Brock’s presence had cast a cloud of doubt and creepiness that I couldn’t explain. It was like all three of us were measuring the other’s worth, and undressing each other with our eyes.

It was a strange passing moment.

Then I was gone from the countertop, and an airy burden lifted off my shoulders. I sighed a breath of relief.

Brock and I stood off to the side, near the call-out counter.

A moment later, I noticed the original couple that had been talking to Aiden approach the counter. They struck up another conversation with him.

My jealousy went into overdrive when I saw Aiden smiling and chatting them up like they were best friends.

At one point, I thought I saw the girl of the pair hand Aiden a crumpled up napkin, which he quickly pocketed.

I frowned.

“Looks like your study buddy gets more action than you might’ve thought, girl,” Brock whispered to me. His voice was warm and threatening.

“I g-guess.”

After a few minutes of watching the couple talk to Aiden, and brooding at the easy nature of their conversation, I heard our names called out. I went to collect the coffees, and when I returned, I handed Brock his.

“Okay, well, I’ve seen all I wanted to see here. I trust you can get home all right?” he said, surprising me.

My head lurched back. “Y-Yes, sir. I’ll be fine. You’re leaving?”

He shrugged, sipped his coffee from the straw, and nodded. “I have places to be . . . people to do.”

“Right.”

“I expect to see you at my doorstep at eight o’clock tonight, though, Cari. Dress nicely.”

“Yes, sir.”

Then he walked off. I watched as he left the building. What a strange interaction that had been. First, Brock seemingly “runs into me” at school, and demands that he tags along to where I was going. Then he throatfucks me in his car, pumping his thick seed down to my stomach. Then he walks in, observes my awkwardness with Aiden, and leaves.

It was like he had been testing the waters—maybe it was a tick of his dominant nature, to see his prey squirm beneath him. God knows it worked!

I felt completely off-balanced as I turned back to Aiden and the couple at the counter.

I had the sudden need to get out of there. I needed a shower, maybe a nap, and then a good fuck. Brock had almost broken my first rule of etiquette: not getting your partner off—but I’d made sure to finger myself to orgasm during my facefucking. Even so, it had only managed to rile me up. I was still hot and bothered, and needed someone to plug my holes.

Aiden wasn’t seeming to pay me any attention. Maybe he was angry at me for showing up with the professor—I would’ve been, had the roles been reversed.

I walked up to the counter as the couple walked away again. “New friends?” I asked.

He shrugged. “They’re nice.”

“When are you off?”

“An hour.”

“My place?”

He nodded. “Sure.”

He was being short and brusque with me. I guess I deserved it. It still hurt to hear the flat tone of his voice, when he was usually bubbly and sweet.

Before I turned away, I leaned forward. “If you’re angry at me . . . will you take it out on me when you come over?” I asked.

He nodded. “You know it, Cari.”

I smiled. “Good.”
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Chapter Five


I
was stressed out when I got home. It had been a wild day, and it wasn’t even nighttime yet. I took a long shower to calm myself, then dressed in nothing but a fuzzy robe, loving the way that the fabric gently pricked at my body.

I hadn’t told Aiden about my planned rendezvous with the professor later that night, so I had no idea how he would respond. Would he be angry?

Aiden could be kind and laid back, or he could be mean and controlling . . . what was it going to be today?

I couldn’t wait to find out.

I was sitting on my couch when the door to my apartment opened. In walked Aiden, dressed in his beige Starbucks slacks and the black T-shirt that seemed too big for his small frame. He also had a backpack slung across his shoulders.

I turned toward the door, my face lighting up at seeing him, and then sinking when I saw the flat expression on his face. He didn’t seem happy.

And I was about to make it worse.

“I sucked the professor’s cock today,” were the first words out of my mouth. I felt another wave of anxiety lift off my shoulders at saying the words, even though I knew it would probably piss him off.

“Lucky.”

That was all he said. There was no jealousy or anger in his voice whatsoever. It took me by surprise, to say the least.

If I had had any doubts about Aiden’s bisexual proclivities before, now they were gone completely.

Startled, I said, “You’re not angry?”

“I would’ve done the same thing, given the opportunity, babe.”

I scratched my cheek, then slowly smiled. “Well, then you should know . . . I have to go to his house tonight.”

“Have to?”

I nodded. “He ordered me. I can’t say no to him.”

With a sigh, he said, “I understand.” He paused. “But . . . you aren’t going over there before I have my way with you, hun.”

I blushed. “Bring that fat cock over here, then. Take a look at your present.” The ball-bra was still in its packaging, behind me.

“One sec.” He disappeared into my room, the door right next to my front door. I heard him rummaging around in there for a minute, and my curiosity was piqued.

While he did whatever he was doing, I tore open the packaging of the ball-bra.

When Aiden came back out, he was wearing a skirt. My eyes bulged at the sight of his cute, lanky body, slender underneath the dress. The skirt went down to his pale knees, with the straps tight against his shoulders. 

“How do I look?” he asked, twirling so I could get a good look at him. His curly hair bounced as he spun for me.

My smile grew on my face. “You make a very pretty girl, Aidy.”

I could see his bulge beneath the skirt. It was a plaid affair, and made him look adorable. I was happy that he could be himself around me, though I’d never seen him dress so blatantly feminine before.

It seems my “boyfriend” was a crossdresser of the cutest sort.

He walked over toward me, and I held out the ball-bra, saying, “Ta-da.”

He snorted, then laughed, a few feet away from the couch. He came forward and I presented it to him. I thought I saw the bulge in his skirt twinge.

“Can I . . . put it on you?” I asked.

He nodded, then stepped closer. I scooted up on the edge of the couch, so my head was level with his chest.

Shyly, he slowly lifted the hem of the skirt, to reveal the massive mound hiding between his skinny legs. The cock outline was absurd, snaking this way and that. His balls were visible, because his underwear couldn’t contain him.

“It’s cute the way you try to hide that huge strong cock inside those tiny panties,” I murmured, my face just inches from his mountainous bulge.

“I know, but it’s too big to conceal, isn’t it? It’s hard enough stuffing it all in . . .”

I nodded, gulping. I loved how his oversized package weighted his panties down so far, the way the lacy fabric strained to hold him all together. I could see just how huge and heavy he was by the way that the panties were threatening to snap off his narrow hips.

My fingers gingerly moved toward his pillowy ballsack.

He leaned down and kissed me, abruptly, and he tasted like peppermint. I closed my eyes and melted into his kiss, even with his half-concealed bulge just inches from my face.

When I opened my eyes, I saw that his anaconda was growing . . . his balls getting even heavier. The underwear was perfectly flossing his nuts down the center crease.

God, I really wanted to get him into a pair of tights so I could just stare and drool at that bulging cock outline all day.

His enormous cock grew just by being unveiled from the lifted skirt.

“Your balls look so pent-up and full . . .” I drawled. “So heavy . . .”

“I know, hun. It’s been a long day.”

“Yeah, I’m stressed, too. I really need this huge dick, Aiden. I need you to slap those fat loaded balls against me.”

“Your wish is my command, babe.”

His dick plopped out from the side of his panties, snaking down his leg as it grew. It was like a living eel, smooth and fat and hungry. The tremendous cockhead glistened as it bulbously sprouted into a fat red helmet.

The panties were pushed far away from his body, trying their hardest to stay attached to his thin body.

His balls seemed to be getting bigger, too, loading down on the cup of those panties . . .

The panties ripped as he grew too large to contain. I heard the tear and let out a little sound in my throat.

“Dammit,” he said, letting them slide down to his knees. “Another pair ruined. These are expensive.”

“A wise girl I met today told me that polymer is your friend, babe . . . maybe we can change up your wardrobe . . .” I trailed off, unable to concentrate on my own words.

The musk from his cock was lingering, sweaty, meaty, and it was making me incredibly horny. I was wet beneath my fuzzy robe. My nipples were getting hard.

As his panties slid down, one strap ruined, his cock sprang up, lifting from his leg. It knocked against the bottom of my chin, and I giggled.

I reached out and placed the ball-bra over the topside of his shaft, near the base, where it hung on like a clothes hanger. I gathered Aiden’s fat nuts in my hands and squeezed them together like a pair of juicy tits. They were warm and slightly sweaty in my hand. I could hear Aiden’s breathing pick up pace, in shallow spurts.

I placed his giant alpha sack in the cups of the bra and then leaned back to examine my handiwork. “Perfect!” I said.

The bra did a good job of keeping his spooled testicles together, so they didn’t clack around down there and knock together aimlessly. They were now squished together, though the cups were barely big enough to contain the monstrous orbs.

I leaned forward and licked the new nut cleavage. His balls tasted salty and manly. They were in direct contrast to his fair face and innocent expression.

His eyebrows were arched as he watched me gently fondle his balls and slurp on his sack.

“H-Here, switch spots with me,” I said timidly.

He nodded and watched me stand from the couch. His hand veered to my fat ass and squeezed one of my cheeks through the robe, then he took a seat in the warm indentation I’d created.

I went to my knees on the carpet and squeezed in between his skinny, parted legs. I opened up my robe and let my big tits heavily drop forward.

His cock lifted the hem of his skirt up toward his chest. It stood half-erect, but at seeing my large boobs and hard nipples, it started to rise again on its own volition. His nuts were gently splayed out in front of him, on his lap, pressed together by the bra.

As his cock grew to outlandish proportions, like a thick spear jutting straight up, it pushed back the hem of the skirt, which fell around his hips. He was completely naked—besides the ball-bra—from the waist down.

I scooted forward on my knees, then rested my huge soft knockers against his cock, one tit on either side. My boobs gently absorbed his cock in warm flesh and dampness, and he let out a groan. I pushed my fat udders together and started moving them up and down against his hard shaft, giving him an awesome but slow titjob.

He just watched, dumbfounded, as this beautiful blonde bimbo worked his cock over with her fat jugs, a look of concentration on her pretty face.

Aiden’s glorious cockhead poked through the top of my boobs—despite how big my breasts were—as well as a few inches of his shaft. I don’t know if there’s a single woman on the planet who could completely cover Aiden’s monstercock between her tits.

Eventually, I lifted my hands to my neck, feeling sensual. With a languid look and half-lidded eyes, I told Aiden, “Go ahead, sweetie. Do your worst.”

He grinned, dimples sparkling.

With his cock still lodged between my tits, he grabbed at them with both hands, letting his fingers embed in the sides of my soft pillows. His little hands were swallowed up by my meaty flesh. He used my tits for his pleasure, bouncing them up and down on his legs, between his cock.

He wore a cute, eager expression on his face the entire time he titfucked me.

His fat dicktip was stabbing through my cleavage, just begging to be planted with a bright red kiss . . . just like I’d done to Professor C earlier that day.

But I remembered how that turned out—mascara running, gagging, throat torn—and hesitated. I obviously wanted this gigantic cock in my mouth, but I was worried about the damage it would do. 

Aiden allayed me of my trepidation.

“Don’t worry, hun, it won’t bite.” 

I smiled. “That’s what I’m worried about. I really want to make out with your throbbing cockhead.”

“Do it, then.”

He said it as an order, his voice more stern than before. I nodded and bent my head toward his jumping cock. The soft slaps of my tits smacking against his legs rang out. I could feel his heavy balls pressed against the bottom of my bosom.

I kissed the tip of his cock and licked his pisshole to taste his pre-cum.

As my full lips suckled the huge, flared ridge, he fucked my tits brutally hard and his tip jumped between my lips. It stretched them, prying my jaws apart, and I gave in.

My eyes widened as his cock punched into my throat. I quickly lost the ability to breathe, and was immediately reminded of my car session earlier that day.

But Aiden was somehow gentler, even though his dick was bigger. Nonetheless, he didn’t understand the damage he was capable of.

He had no idea how strongly he was pumping up into my throat.

My mind was screaming: Oh, God, he’s going to suffocate me with this massive thing if I’m not careful!

Aiden’s huge member was almost too big to fit in my mouth, but I did my best. The tops of my tits started crashing into the bottom of my chin, as he was both titfucking and facefucking me at the same time.

He was such an idol to worship . . . I’d do anything for someone as big as him, the slutty size queen that I was.

But, I couldn’t tell him that or else his ego would inflate and his head would get so big I don’t think his dick would even fit through the doorway!

Either way, this fat-dicked sissy really knew how to treat a cock-hungry bimbo slut.

I wasn’t wearing any makeup since coming out of the shower, so there was no fear of my mascara running or my face looking like it was melting. But sweat was beginning to bead my brow and upper lip.

I tried breathing through my nose and simply let out a gasping mewling sound, with snot beginning to drip down my nostrils.

He chuckled and continued to pump away, sending his cock shooting into my face. It was like he was trying to brain me, with the angle of the blowjob, the way his dick just battered the roof of my mouth and clogged my throat.

I finally pulled away, before my face could turn purple and I lost all ability to think and breathe.

I gasped and choked for a minute, my tits pulling away from his sturdy, hard cock. When I regained my breath, I noticed that it felt warm and sticky between my boobs. My whole body was sweating.

“Okay,” I said, “I’m ready . . . I’m ready to have you rearrange my organs now.”

He smiled at me.

I decided to just turn around and put my ass up in the air. I went on all fours, then wagged my giant butt in his face, with my head down on the carpet and my forearms framing it. Face-down ass-up was the best way to go, and I wanted to present him a nice opportunity to completely ravage me . . . to make me his fucktoy for however long he wanted.

He jumped at the opportunity.

I felt the hem of my robe being lifted over my big round ass. Then it settled around my wide hips, and the cool air swept across my tender pussy and sweaty asscrack.

“Spread my legs and mount me, please,” I asked.

He said nothing. But I felt his cock a moment later, slithering across my crack, hotdogging me in a moment of suspended suspense.

Then my wet pussy was crackling open. The sound it made as it tried to swallow his cockhead was gross and lewd, like mixing butter and milk.

My eyes bulged when the tip of his huge dick pierced my cunt and slammed into me. He was going slow, but it felt like I was giving a reverse birth.

My mouth fell open, my tongue dropping out like a bitch in heat.

“You’re too fucking big!” I yelled, then gave out a silent gasp.

“And you’re tighter than ever,” he replied, grunting. I could feel him slowly trying to move his way deeper, and to make it easier for him I wagged my ass against his steel-hard cock, trying to corkscrew my way in.

I felt my pussy walls stretching, close to bursting from the size of his unit. My cunt lips slid against his hard, veiny shaft, a few long inches apart. If he wasn’t plugging me so sufficiently with his monster, I would’ve been able to feel a gust of wind dashing through my pussy and down into my innards.

His hands clamped on my big asscheeks. I could feel his thin fingers squeezing tight.

He began moving, and I knew it wouldn’t be long until I was numb from everything but the pain and pleasure.

I clawed at the carpet, trying to get my words to work, but it was hopeless. When I had something so big lodged inside me, my vocal faculties were the first things to go. Then the feeling in my extremities.

As he pumped into my risen pussy, his clad balls swung heavily between his legs, smacking into mine. They swung up underneath my thighs and pelted against my tummy, and against his own dickshaft.

I was losing the power to stay on all fours. I was being a perfectly obedient little doggy bitch, but his cock was too much for me. This little devil made me cum over and over, without hardly even having to move.

I was on my third orgasm, my body twitching, when he decided to abruptly change positions on me.

He lifted his body and stepped over my thighs, so that his cock pointed downward. He pressed down on my back, so I went lower and my tits smashed into the carpet and my neck.

He began dipping his hips and bent down to wrap his arms around my waist.

Aiden was coming at me from above, now, with his legs bent and positioned near the tops of my legs—in front of them, rather than behind them. His calves were rubbing against my fleshy thigh-tops.

It wasn’t the doggy-style position anymore, but something even more lewd, and it made me feel like an awfully good slut.

The effect of his repositioning made his balls careen up into the sky and then slam
 into my jiggly asscheeks with loud thunderclaps.

The noises coming from my apartment became more salacious and filthy, and my moans became more pronounced. I felt slightly bad for my neighbors, who had probably become accustomed to listening to me getting fucked silly all day long, dicked down beyond belief and understanding.

I was turning into a mindless cum-slut, a cockwhore of the highest caliber. My eyes were wide in constant surprise.

Aiden was hugging my from above, his whole body pressing against mine, while he lifted his little ass and giant cock and battered my poor pussy again and again.

My clapping buttcheeks were turning red from the momentous swings of his nutsacks. It sounded painful on his end, using those big tender balls as a battering ram, but he didn’t complain.

He just kept at it, keeping me impaled on his cock and our two bodies connected by that single thick rod.

I couldn’t believe how good it felt. He smacked my cheeks over and over again with his fat swinging balls, while his nasty hog dove deep into my cunt from above, like an airborne bird of prey.

I came over and over again. My whole body began twitching uncontrollably, which was becoming normal when we fucked.

I never wanted to lose Aiden. Even if I was addicted to the hunt—to the master-slave relationship with Brock Carlson—there was nothing that could outdo this boy’s gargantuan fuckstick.

And the fact that he was screwing me while in a skirt made it even hotter and more unbelievable. This girly boy wished he was a woman, but he was also blessed with the largest man-tool I’d ever seen. It was a cunt-stretcher with unbelievable power.

“I’m breaking! You’re breaking me!” I began screaming.

“Good!” Aiden replied. This was my punishment for messing around with Professor C, I realized. He might not have seemed angry, but that’s because he had been saving his energy to take out on me in the bedroom.

Of course, we hadn’t even made it to the bedroom. I was sprawled out on my living room carpet, between my couch and my TV, screaming and cavorting like a banshee, while Aiden hovered over me and slammed into my tight pussy over and over again.

When he finally came, it was an explosion of massive proportions. His jizz cycled through my pussy, and he tried to pull out at the last second, but that just caused his fire-hose to shower my back and hair and my TV screen in loads of thick, whitish spunk.

I was a gaping mess, a mind-broken slut, and I heaved and gasped for breath as I felt the air swoosh into my enlarged pink hole.

It felt like he had truly rearranged my guts. I was sore before it was even over. He was slapping his heavy cock against my ass, getting the rest of his cum-spittle to lather against my cheeks.

My body twitched in the aftermath.

After a few short breaths, I said, “I’ve . . . “I’ve decided.”

“What, my dear?” he asked, calmly taking a seat on the couch. He rested his little feet on my round, wobbly asscheeks, while his huge floppy dick draped over the edge of the couch.

“I want to be ganged by you and the professor. There’s also another girl I’d like to introduce you to sometime . . .” I was thinking about the girl in school . . . Angie? My mind wasn’t working well enough to remember her name at the moment.

“That’s fine,” Aiden said, “but I can’t guarantee I won’t start sucking the professor’s fat cock immediately. I mean, he did give me an A in class.”

I chuckled throatily. I tried to slowly lift my head, but colors swam in my vision. My face fell back on the carpet. The warm, gooey spunk covering my body was leaking down my sides, between my tits, soaking into the carpet.

I would have to take another shower.

“Ha,” I said meagerly. “You’re bigger than he is. I can’t guarantee that he
 won’t starting sucking yours . . .
”

“When do you want this to happen?”

“Tonight.”

Snorting, he said, “You think you can take me again, babe? You look ruined.”

“I . . . I am . . . but I have to keep going. I only . . . only came four times.”

As if in response, my body twitched again. My pussy was still incredibly wet, but now it was sore and loose, too.

I gestured for my handbag on the couch, and Aiden tossed it to me. I dug around for my phone and started dialing the professor.

“We’re still on for tonight?” I said.

“We’d better be,” Brock replied. “What’s wrong? You sound out of breath. Have you been fooling around on me, Cari? You’ll get double the punishment if you have . . .”

“G-Good, daddy,” I said. “Because I’m bringing a friend over tonight . . . and we’re all going to have some fun.”
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Chapter One


I
didn’t know how Professor Brock Carlson would react when I brought over Aiden to join in our sexual shenanigans that night. The dominant professor probably assumed that I was bringing over another girl—which, in a way, was exactly how I saw Aiden—so that he could put us both in our places. Maybe he thought it would be one of my friends from school, someone who had taken a class with the beefy, handsome professor and lusted after him, just like me.

And while the person I was bringing over to his house was
 a former student of the professor’s, Aiden was probably not who he had in mind. My trappy, part-time boyfriend with the huge hog did
 lust after the professor, like any reasonable girl. But as much of a dom as Brock was, I didn’t expect him to take too kindly to poor Aiden. He probably didn’t want another “man” in his bedroom while I was there, no matter how feminine and girly that man was.

It would be my fault for bringing Aiden over, of course, so I’d have to be punished. I definitely looked forward to that. I’d been feeling a bit full of myself lately—overly confident, you could say—so to be manhandled by a big strong man like Brock was something I desperately needed.

As I drove us to the professor’s house, I reflected back on the day, which had already been quite eventful. I’d made two new girlfriends: the goth clerk from Pleasures & Treasures with all the piercings in her face, Steph, who had helped me pick out a ball-bra for Aiden. Then Angela Friedman at school, the skinny dorky girl who always sat next to me in English class, who had abruptly sparked a conversation with me about taking it in the ass with her boyfriend. Needless to say, I’d been caught off-guard, but I loved the girl’s dirty mind . . . probably because it reminded me of my own.

Then I had “randomly” run into Professor C on the sidewalk while heading to my car (though who knew how random that had actually been), while en route to visit Aiden at Starbucks, where the boy worked. Brock had subsequently facefucked me in his Prius, then forced me to walk into Starbucks with my screwed up makeup and running mascara, so Aiden could get a good look at my used mug.

Back at my apartment, Aiden arrived, then proceeded to discipline me for my mishap with the professor. He throatfucked me, too, then demolished me on the floor in my living room, showering my entire body with his thick loads of jizz.

All in all, I’d already been a massive cumdump that day. But the professor had ordered me to come to his house later that night, and it was a demand that I couldn’t turn down.

I was sliding into my salacious life as a subservient submissive quite well, I thought. Both of these boys knew how to handle me. And while sometimes I flipped the script on Aiden and split his ass open with my strap-on dildo, the same couldn’t be said for my hunky professor. I was simply a submissive slut in his presence, and I had a feeling it would always be that way.

Perhaps Aiden was just more confident in his own sexuality, to know that he liked to receive hard, warm things in his ass just as much as he liked to dish it out.

I was probably overthinking it. 

We pulled up to Brock’s lavish house and I parked the car. I took a deep breath, then turned to my passenger.

“Are you ready?” I asked.

Aiden shrugged. “I guess. I’m just surprised that you’re still horny after everything I did to you already.”

“I’m always horny, Aidy,” I replied. “And besides, like I said, I can’t turn the professor down. I’ve practically been chasing him all summer long.”

Summer was coming to an end, and while Aiden and I had been going steady for the entire season, I’d only gotten to hook up with the professor a couple of times. He was still new blood to me; a new slab of flesh I wanted to bite my teeth into. I didn’t know his quirks or what made him tick like I did Aiden. In that, Brock was a mystery, and mystery and intrigue turned me on.

I saw Aiden slightly frowning at my words, as he realized that I was excited to get plowed by Brock. I leaned over and kissed the boy’s pouty cheek, while resting my hand on his thigh. His timidity and jealousy were endearing.

I couldn’t believe that I’d found the kid with the biggest cock in school . . . and he was so shy!

“Don’t be like that, Aidy,” I murmured in his ear. “You know I’ll let you do anything you want to me with that big hunk of meat . . .”

“But you want Professor Carlson’s cock more than mine.”

“Not true.” I shook my head, leaning back in my seat and un-strapping my seatbelt. “I just haven’t had it as much as yours, so it’s new to me, you know? Don’t forget that even though he’s bigger and manlier than you, you’re bigger where it counts.”

Aiden turned to me with a half-smile, and I winked at him. My eyes lingered over his slacks, at the pronounced bulge I could see lifting away from his leg in his lap.

He wore the boring beige pants from his Starbucks outfit, but didn’t have his cock tucked away like he usually did between his legs. It meant that his monster was hanging loose, and I could tell that it wasn’t stuffed in his panties—it was snaking along the inside of his left thigh. The fabric of his pants strained to keep it hidden, to little effect.

I reached out and ran my hand over his leg again, twisting my hand inward so I could caress that bulge. Aiden twitched, and I chuckled. “Come on, hun, let’s see what we’re getting ourselves into.”

He nodded, then we both got out of the car. We walked through the nice front yard and came to the front door of the professor’s house.

After knocking three times, Professor Brock Carlson answered within seconds. It seemed he was just as eager to get things going as we were.

Right when he opened the door, I could tell he was a little tipsy. His fabulous lips were slightly stained purple from an overindulgence of wine. Booze wafted from his body, mixed with the manly stench and the new book smell I’d grown to love.

He was dressed in a simple T-shirt and jeans, which was surprising, because I’d only ever seen him dressed in tailored suits while at school.

His eyes focused on me, then fell on the shorter boy by my side. Widening with surprise, he said, “Ah, I should have expected this. Aiden Donohue.”

Aiden fidgeted his hands in front of his stomach. “H-Hello, Professor C.” His head was slightly bowed, and I could tell the femboy was utterly embarrassed to be seen at my side. He had known what I was getting into when I agreed to meet at the professor’s house, which put him in the same boat.

It was going to be a degrading, unbelievable night, and this was Aiden’s last chance to escape.

For a moment, as Brock stared at us on his porch, I thought that he might turn Aiden away. My heart thumped heavily in my chest.

After Aiden had beaten my pussy up at my apartment and turned me into a leaking mess, I had taken a shower. So now I was feeling clean, rejuvenated, and I was dressed in high heels that made me feel strong and confident, as well as a glittery thigh-length skirt.

I felt a little bad for Aiden, because it probably made him feel inadequate, in hindsight. With my heels, I was nearly six feet tall—almost the professor’s height—while Aiden was stuck at his usual size, more than half a foot shorter than both of us.

Little did the professor know, however, that the little man was hiding a massive secret, and was actually the most adequate and endowed of us all . . .

“Well, come in, come in,” Brock finally said, moving out of the doorway and waving his hand at us. “There’s wine on the kitchen counter. I was too tempted, as I’m sure you can see, and already got the party started without you . . .”

I smiled, then strutted past the professor. I felt his eyes bore into my big sashaying ass as I marched in, just how I’d planned it.

Men were so predictable.

Aiden was a bit more apprehensive, but he finally made it inside, following a few steps behind me.

I immediately bee-lined for the brightly lit kitchen and poured myself a glass of wine, then poured one for Aiden.

As I handed the glass to my friend, and we awkwardly stood in the kitchen, Brock observed us from the darker-lit living room, his burly arms crossed over his chest.

“So, Mr. Donohue here knows what to expect tonight, yes?” he finally asked, frowning.

“I
 don’t even know what to expect tonight, professor,” I said, giving him a smirk.

There was an awkward pause. That’s when I noticed that classical music was playing faintly from the living room, from Brock’s Alexa gizmo. What is it with doms that made them all love classical music so much?

“Yes, you do,” Brock said sternly. “You’re going to do your best to please me, my pet. And if you can’t, then I’ll have to punish you.”

I sighed. Glancing over at Aiden, I saw that he had tensed slightly, probably from the lax way that Brock spoke about BDSM and submission.

Besides his amazingly good looks and charming qualities, the confidence emanating from the professor was what I loved most about him.

“Yes, that’s what I expected,” I said in a low voice, then took a long pull from my wine glass. I’d emptied it in about three gulps, so I poured myself another. I knew it wouldn’t be long before I was feeling warm and fuzzy, and even hornier than I was now. “I thought you would have to discipline me for bringing Aiden over in the first place . . .”

Brock put his hands on his hips. “Perhaps. What do you expect your place in all of this is, young man? What do you hope to achieve?”

“Don’t answer that,” I snapped, cutting Aiden off before he could stumble his way into something he didn’t want to say.

Brock smiled at me. “Ah. So, the power rolls downhill, does it? I dominate you, you dominate your little boytoy?”

I raised my eyebrows in a mischievous way. “Watch yourself, daddy. Aiden might end up surprising you . . .”

Brock’s eyes narrowed, his mouth turning into a slit in his chiseled face. He probably didn’t appreciate my vague statement, which came off like a threat.

“Put that wineglass down and get over here,” he growled

I gulped, then did as I was told. Gingerly walking around the island in the kitchen, I dragged my fingers over the cold tiles of the countertop. With one foot in front of the other, I walked up to the professor.

I only had to slightly crane my neck to look up into his handsome face and piercing eyes.

He devoured me with his brilliant dark orbs, taking in my heaving tits which were cupped nicely together by my form-fitting skirt. They practically bounced from my breathing becoming so shallow and quickened.

His eyes moved down my body, past my hourglass waist and to my wide hips. He took a step forward so our bodies were only inches apart, and I could smell the sour booze and cologne coming off his skin like heat.

My breath caught in my throat.

He reached around my body and roughly grabbed my asscheeks with both hands, then squeezed.

I stifled a whimper.

“C-Cari!” Aiden said from the kitchen, taking a step forward.

Over my shoulder, I could feel Brock smiling at the poor femboy, who only wanted to protect me, even though he was physically the frailest person in the house.

I felt guilty, and ashamed, and wet . . .

My knees clacked together, while my high-heeled feet stayed apart. I leaned into Brock’s chest, reaching out to wrap my arms around his waist.

“I see how this will go, now,” Brock said. He brought his voice to a whisper, so only I could hear, and added, “This will be better than stuffing your face with my cock and making you march into Starbucks. This way, Aiden will get to see everything firsthand . . .”

“Ughh, daddy,” I said pathetically, “please don’t humiliate me too badly in front of him. He’s easily embarrassed . . .”

“Good,” he purred.

Brock’s hands moved from my bustling buttocks and found the hem of my skirt. He slowly lifted the hem toward my hips, peeling the dark glittery fabric over my voluptuous curves. He exposed my wide, bare ass and the G-string that flossed down the middle of my crack.

My ass was facing Aiden, and I could only imagine the horror on the boy’s face as he witnessed the professor undressing me, right before his eyes.

I had told Aidy it would be this way. The Brock Carlson was a take-no-prisoners type of guy. He would immediately assert his dominance, to show he was the man of the house.

Then he would have his way with me and put me in my place, if I was lucky enough.

“Are you going to be a good girl, Cari?” the professor drawled, resting his chin on the nape of my neck, near my shoulder.

I felt his fingers slip into my warm asscrack. He pulled my G-string aside, making it rest and dig into my right cheek. Then his fingers disappeared into my crack and I felt his light touch slide over my asshole.

“Ah!” I yelped. “Yes, I’ll be good, professor! I swear!”

“Then get on your knees.”

I nodded, quickly succumbing to the pressure of his finger against my anus. Just like that, my pussy was a rushing river. Without placing my G-string back between the crevice of my buttcheeks, I crouched and went to my knees on the hardwood floor.

My ass billowed out behind me, spreading apart as I rested it on my upturned heels. I imagined that the doughnut of my asshole was staring Aiden right in the face.

The boy was frozen in the kitchen, unable to move as he watched me go to my knees like a good little puppet.

My face was eyelevel with Brock’s bulging jeans.

I blinked rapidly.

Brock unzipped his pants, then undid the button holding them together. He reached in and grunted, fishing for gold.

He tugged his cock out of his Levis, holding the manly beast in his palm. The thick slab of cockmeat draped over his hand.

He stepped forward, lifted his girthy package, and dropped his cock on top of my head, so it draped over the curve of my skull.

Now there were two lewd things looking back at Aiden: my visible butthole, and the professor’s hefty cock on my head.

My eyes were zeroed in on the professor’s sagging ballsack, on the crease between his slightly sweaty scrotum. Looking up, I could only see the underside of the professor’s cock, jutting out from his body, before it disappeared over my head. 

“Go ahead,” Brock said, looking down at me and seeing the eager look in my eyes. “Sniff it and praise it, slavegirl.”

He’d commanded me to do exactly what had been running through my head. The musk from his balls was powerful and making my head spin. It was like a manly aphrodisiac.

I just wanted to gag on his fat cock while he shoved my nose in his sack.

When I hesitated, that’s exactly what he did, to my utter delight.

Brock put his hands behind my head and smashed my face forward, until my nose was planted in the top of his sweaty nutsack and his balls were pressing against my lips.

I took a big whiff and felt a secretion of juices flood down my leg as the smell mingled with my filthy brain. My thong was soaked, and my lady fluids were starting to spread outward from my pussy. It wouldn’t be long before I was leaking down my legs, with droplets of liquids trickling onto the hardwood floor.

Brock smothered me in his ballsack for a good while, until it was becoming hard to breathe. Every time I took a whiff, trying to clear my head, I just kept snorting his fat nuts.

I could feel his cock getting hard on my head. It was lifting away from my curly blonde hair.

The professor’s hands grabbed fistfuls of my hair and he stepped away from me, finally releasing me from his smothering package.

I gasped and coughed.

“A-Are you okay, Cari?” Aiden asked from the kitchen.

“Don’t answer that, girl,” Brock demanded, returning the slight I had made earlier, right back in my face.

I simply nodded.

Then I yelped as I was being dragged across the hardwood floor. My face was warm, the stinky smell of the professor’s cock and balls lingering.

My hands instinctively moved up and grabbed the professor’s wrists. He was yanking me by my hair.

“Do I have to keep pulling, or will you crawl on your own volition?” he growled.

“I’ll crawl! Please, I’ll crawl, daddy!” I whimpered.

His hands abruptly let go. My body crumbled to the ground. It took a moment to gather the willpower to get on my hands and knees.

I started crawling toward the professor like a humiliated dog, into his bedroom.

Aiden was still frozen in the kitchen.

“Come on, bitchboy,” Brock yelled from the opened doorway of his bedroom. “Get in here and witness your ladyfriend getting pulverized. Who knows, maybe you can even partake, if I’m feeling generous enough . . .”

I remember thinking, Oh, he’ll partake, daddy . . . I’ll make sure that my sweet, girly Aiden gets the last laugh, even if it’s the final thing I do before passing out in an ocean of your virile, smelly spunk . . .
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Chapter Two


P
rofessor Carlson took me to his bed and bent me over the edge, pushing down on my back so my face smooshed into his sheets. He hiked my skirt up over my ass, letting it fall around my hips, then lifted my butt so it was high in the air.

Since he wasn’t going to do it for me, I reached out and grabbed a pillow from the front of the bed and pulled it close, so I could have something to latch onto while he fucked my brains out.

His cockhead poked my asshole, then trailed down the rest of my crack. It kissed my tender taint and rested against my pussy lips.

“Say the magic words,” he demanded.

Shaking my ass at him, I kicked my feet on the ground, losing control of myself. “Oh my God, daddy, squeeze my cheeks and bury your cock in me! Please!”

I was already impatient and wetter than a lake.

I gasped as his bulbous dicktip gouged into my cunt, spreading my engorged lips. Biting down on the sheets, I clamped my mouth shut.

My eyes closed as blissful pleasure took over. He plunged thick inches of cockmeat into my pussy and started fucking me doggy-style. I could feel his warm thighs pressing against the backs of mine, the hair on his legs prickling my body and sending a wave of sensation through me.

It was like static electricity shooting through as he dug his cock deeper and deeper into my pussy.

I’d already had a hefty, gigantic member plumbing my pussy tunnel earlier that night, but I clenched my muscles together to make it tight around the professor’s cock.

He had a beautiful dick, and it made me lose my mind. I kept chewing on the sheets as his hips rocked back and forth.

The hunky professor had me mounted like a mare, and was doing his worst to me. The clap of his balls rang out as they smacked against my legs and the edge of his bed.

He was swinging into me hard, giving no quarter as he ruthlessly dicked me down.

It was lucky that I was as wet as I was, or else I’d have been in trouble. But he glided in and out of my cunt effortlessly.

At one point, I turned my head to the left. Through blurry eyes, I saw Aiden standing there in the corner of the room, confused and timid as he watched his “girlfriend” getting plowed by this bigger, stronger man.

I could see the obscene bulge in his pants starting to harden and move on its own, lifting his pant-leg away from his body.

I moaned as the professor got a good thrust in. His hips clapped against my flabby, bouncing asscheeks. He spanked me hard and I yelped in ecstasy. I had no doubt that he was marveling at the way my cheeks wobbled and jiggled as he thrust into me and made me his bitch.

I gave Aiden a pathetic look, one that said, “I’m so sorry to do this in front of you,” but the cucked boy just stood there with a blank look on his face, his cute lips barely parted.

He seemed in a trance.

The professor must have followed my eyes, because I heard his booming voice a moment later, even though it seemed to be coming from faraway.

“Come on, boy, yank those pants off. Let’s see what you’re packing!”

I chuckled to myself. “F-Famous last words,” I muttered, but I don’t think Brock heard me.

Aiden didn’t need to be told twice. He was as much of a submissive player in this little war of wits as I was. His beige Starbucks slacks were probably getting incredibly uncomfortable holding his sizable bulge in, so within seconds he had them sliding down over his knees and bunching up around his ankles.

His huge banana dick was starting to curve up, somehow still stuffed in his little purple panties. The women’s underwear did nothing to cover up his tremendous girth and size, other than the little V of his panties covering the tippy tip of his cockhead. His dick lifted like a hammer and caused the panties to stretch incredibly far, making his bulge obscene looking.

It looked like he was just seconds away from ruining and ripping another pair of panties. They wouldn’t hold onto his enormous manhood for much longer.

His knees were facing inward in a hilariously cute fashion, even as his cock jutted so damn far from his skinny body. 

For the first time ever, I heard the professor’s voice catch in his throat as his eyes turned back to the disrobing femboy.

“Damn, boy, look at the giant log you’re packing!” he called out.

His balls clapped against my muff again as he dove deep, taking his anger out on my poor, tight pussy. I was becoming looser as time went by, unable to clench my muscles any longer.

I’m sure Brock would put two and two together quite soon: that he’d learn why my cunt wasn’t as tight as it once was . . . because I’d been getting plowed by the massive cock hanging off the cute little twink to his left.

Aiden’s giant ballsack was tugged up against his taint, the under string of his panties perfectly flossing his saggy scrotum. He was blushing like a bimbo caught with her tits out, but there was no hiding that monstrosity between his legs.

He did manage to slide the panties away from his cockhead, however, so that gave him some relief.

Brock took a look at me, spanked my fat ass, and said, “Well, I guess I shouldn’t be too shocked about this. Huge cocks always find their way to fat asses.”

He abruptly stopped fucking me, and I nearly cursed at him for pausing. I felt his thick tool slide out of my sloppy pussy, and a smattering of juices followed his cockhead and pulled away from my tender lips.

With a confused expression on my face, I glanced over my shoulder. Why the fuck would he stop?!

I saw that Brock was walking over to Aiden.

Oh, no . . . what was he going to do to my poor, cucky boytoy?

Brock chuckled as he stood over Aiden, half a foot taller and twice the width and manliness. He put his hands on his hips, and it almost looked like their erect cocks were touching, but that was impossible . . .

If anything, the professor was gauging his own size against this freak of nature’s. He finally said to the embarrassed boy, “You are evidence that big surprises come in small packages, son.”

I started to help myself up from my position, to witness whatever I was seeing. My heart was hammering in my chest even more than when the professor had been fucking me.

Aiden looked up at Brock, his big eyes shining. The dimples formed in his cheeks as he slowly started to smile at the compliment he’d been given.

Brock was shaking his head now, still examining Aiden’s thick monstercock. It looked completely disproportional on his body, especially against the taller, stronger, more proportional man in front of him.

The professor chuckled good-naturedly. “Jesus Christ!” he finally exclaimed. “I wonder if all my students are hung like horses. How were you so shy while walking around with this monster slapped between your thighs? How’d you never get caught by any of the girls in my classes? Or me . . .”

Aiden gulped. His fingers wrapped around the base of his throbbing meat missile, unable to completely close around the girth. “Well,” he said, clearing his throat, “I usually either taped it against my leg or stuffed it in my panties between my asscheeks and taint. That way the bulge wouldn’t be so obvious.”

Brock threw his head back and laughed. “Ingenious.”

Then the professor did the most amazing thing: he reached out and closed his palm around the giant red flare of Aiden’s cockhead. The boy flinched at the sudden touch, his dick swaying in the air like a dootstopper.

“If you have another class with me,” the professor said in a sultry, raspy voice, “I want you wearing skinny jeans and letting this python hang loose. Understand?”

Aiden clenched his mouth shut and nodded profusely. He couldn’t bring himself to turn away from the professor as Brock massaged his cocktip, making his boner harder and harder.

It almost looked like the twink was on the verge of cumming all over the professor’s sweaty body.

But he held back.

Finally, I’d seen enough. My pussy ached to be pounded more. I needed a proper dicking, dammit! I didn’t come all this way to watch the professor and my femme boytoy impale each other’s gay asses!

I was feeling incredibly left out, and I suddenly knew how it must’ve felt to be Aiden in this situation. I was the one with the fat, perfect ass and the round, heavy tits!

“Hey!” I shouted, clenching my hands into fists. “I need you two to plug my fucking fuckholes!”

They both turned shocked expressions on me.

Growing more frustrated, I said, “I’ve only cum once, and that’s not nearly enough!”

Brock chuckled, glancing over and down at Aiden. “I see why you chose this fiery minx. She’s the perfect horny slut for a big hulking cock, isn’t she?”

“Yes, sir,” Aiden said sheepishly.

Brock took a step toward me. I thought he might strike me, the way he was walking with such a singular purpose—hopefully to put me in my place again.

I frowned. “Please just bend me over and ram my pussy, daddy.”

Brock shook his head. His cock was still hard, but it was beginning to linger at half-mast. I wanted to crawl over to him and get him stiffer than a lightning rod, but I also didn’t want to abandon my position on the bed, with my ass up. I knew how that turned guys on . . .

“No, after this new discovery, I think we’re going to have to take things to the next level,” the professor said.

I bit my bottom lip. “W-What do you mean, sir?”

“Aiden, get on the other side of this whore. We’re going to spitroast her like the bitch deserves.”

“Y-Yes, sir,” Aiden said, mesmerized by the professor’s warm, commanding voice.

I grew incredibly nervous then. Having one big cock breaking me in half was already a feat, but . . . two at one time?

I watched Aiden round the bed, then hop onto it. His cock jumped up and down and smacked into his chest as he crawled over the mattress.

Suddenly, my nervousness grew into giddy excitement.

It was like a switch had been flipped.

Gulping, I said, “I’m . . . I’m not sure how much of you both I can take right now. But even if I break, don’t stop fucking my brains out, okay? I want to be drenched and filled with cum at both ends by the time we’re finished! I want both of your big manly alpha sacks slapping against me and unloading inside me!”

Brock and Aiden were both taken aback by my proclamation. I probably sounded unhinged, like I was losing my horny mind.

I added, “Turn me into a brain-dead, mindless cum-toilet!”

“Nngh,” Brock muttered. “I can’t wait to use you like a ragdoll.” 

“Please just fuck my ass until you’re satisfied, daddy,” I replied, blinking my big peepers at him in a seductive, helpless way.

He squeezed my asscheeks and pushed me down on the bed again. Then he turned me over, flipping me like a pancake, so that I was positioned on my back.

He crawled over me in the missionary position and I wrapped my thick thighs around his muscled waist.

His cock dove into me and I let out a gasp.

Brock leaned back and took hold of my hips, pulling me down onto his cock at the edge of the bed.

Meanwhile, Aiden was crawling on all fours at the top of the bed, around my bouncing head, trying to find out how to get at me.

Eventually, he turned around and slowly backed over me, bringing his skinny calves to frame my head.

As my body bounced and jostled from the power of Brock’s thrusts below, Aiden finally shrugged. Looking straight up, I could see his dark taint, his pretty asshole, and those giant sagging nuts that rested just inches above my face like a speedbag.

I licked the bottom of his chubby balls. 

“Come on, Aidy! Bring those monster balls and gruumphh—”

He plopped down and sat on my face. I lost all vision as Aiden’s sack covered my eyes, nose, and mouth. The circumference of his alpha nuts was big enough to completely smother me.

Everything turned black and smelly. My head was bouncing underneath Aiden’s package as he squatted over me, forcing my nose up and up and . . .

I felt my nose poke the boy’s asshole.

I started slurping like a starved person, eating out Aiden’s anus and rimming him as best as I could while I was blinded by his testicle eye-covers.

Licking Aiden’s asshole while his fat balls covered my face was such a heavenly feeling. I’d almost forgotten that I was getting plowed down below, my pussy stretching around Brock’s cunt-thumper. But my body kept rocking back and forth on the bed, making it impossible to forget completely.

It seemed that Aiden felt the same way that I did. I heard him say, “Jeez, having a good little bitch sniffing my balls while she eats my ass is just the best!”

“Isn’t it nice?” Brock asked matter-of-factly.

It didn’t seem like they had to try at all, even though I was giving it my all on both ends. They’d become best buds, just like that! For some reason, it made me furious and jealous. How dare these two create a sort of camaraderie over the heat they were packing!

My legs were still wrapped around Brock’s body as he thrust into me and sank his dick into my pussy, and my tongue worked in overdrive to toss Aiden’s salad while he just sat on my face like a statue. 

I was sweaty and stinky and was finally starting to cum my brains out. Brock was digging deep into me.

Aiden lifted his sack from my face, looked down to see how screwed up and cock-drunk my features looked, and then he crawled over my head on all fours, dragging his nutsack over my face.

He grabbed his hefty dick by the base of his shaft and pressed it against my lips, almost like he was doing a push-up down into my facehole.

I struggled to take a breath, keeping my lips closed. But as he pushed harder, I had to give in.

My jaw cracked from disuse as his massive dick dove into my mouth and filled my cheeks. I snotted immediately, unable to breathe from the boy clogging my throat.

He lodged his cock into my face and started humping down into the bed. It was tough going at first, trying to fit that girth in my mouth, but it eventually because easier as his cock became wetter and lubed by my spit.

My eyes rolled into the back of my head like a crazy person.

I felt my muscles decompress and a warm feeling swept through my body.

Then I was squirting on the professor, a shower of cum and juices spewing out of my trampled pussy. My hands were stretched out to my sides and I didn’t know what to do with them, so I reached up and cupped both of Aiden’s small buttocks.

I squeezed on his flexing, thrusting ass and forced the little monkey to hump my face even harder. He started grunting and swinging his body into his motions, which was dangerous when you had a tool as big as his. His balls were careening wildly in the air, two uncontrolled, heavy weapons, and they came down to smack into my bloated neck. Then they were resting on my chin and bouncing back to hit my wobbling tits.

He was still like an inexperienced, prepubescent boy—totally not in control and unaware of how much damage he could inflict on a poor girl with his monstrous unit.

My throat was torn to pieces. My pussy was hiccupping sprays of ladyjuices all over the professor’s manly body, and it made him laugh.

Just like I’d wished, my two guys had me all clogged up on both ends.

My tits jumped, my body bounced, and Aiden eventually hugged the back of my head and used my face as a veritable cum receptacle.

I couldn’t see past my tears. I couldn’t breathe past Aiden’s choking slab. I was losing consciousness, my face was going red, and I was sputtering and snorting and making the lewdest, most god-awful squelching sounds.

My body spasmed uncontrollably. My hands released Aiden’s buttocks and fell to my sides, smacking onto the soft bed as my whole body went limp.

Then darkness took over as I exploded in a torrent of cum one last time. 
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Chapter Three


W
hen I awoke, I was underneath the covers in the bed. It took me a second to realize that I was still at Professor Carlson’s house, in his room. I was naked and slightly damp underneath the sheets.

Turning my head to the right, I noticed that it was daytime outside. Sunlight streamed in through the opened curtain of his bedroom window, basking the bed and my face in warmth.

My throat and jaw were sore. My vagina felt abused, beaten up. I almost laughed at the absurdity of it all. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d squirted myself into oblivion and passed out after cumming so hard . . . and then slept all through the night. Probably because it had never happened before.

That just showed how exhausted I really had been.

My mind flashed to the night before, to the absolute crazed and depraved acts I’d partaken in with Aiden Donohue and Brock Carlson. Two very different men, from different backgrounds, bonding together over the glee of spitroasting a fat-assed bimbo brat like myself.

I turned my head to my left, expecting to see the professor all curled up underneath the blankets, but was surprised to find Aiden next to me.

He looked so calm and peaceful as he gently slept, not snoring, but making little sounds in the back of his throat like he was a puppy dog in the middle of a dream.

That peaceful serenity and cuteness left my mind when my eyes wandered . . .

Halfway down his body, I could see that the cute femboy was pitching a gigantic, footlong tent, lifting the sheets high into the sky.

My eyes bulged at the sight of the mountainous high-rise.

I wondered where the professor might have been.

Then, my mind started thinking the strangest thoughts as shame and the inevitable endorphin crash filled me.

What would my mom say if she found out what a cock-drunk whore I’d become for this hung twink and my regal professor? I wondered if she had ever had anyone who could satisfy her the way that Aiden and Brock satisfied me.

Had she ever gotten filled to the brim and stretched out raw by a guy wearing panties and a miniskirt?

I doubted it.

Frowning, I shook my head and tried to forget the lurid thoughts. This was nothing to be thinking about before God had even awoken the rest of the world.

I was sinful and covered in filth. I needed a shower, to purge myself of all this nasty naughtiness.

But my eyes flicked back over to Aiden, and he looked so helpless and uncomfortable with that massive morning wood . . .

I realized I needed to help him. The tip of the tent was stained brown where the rest of the sheets were a lighter color, making me realize that pre-cum was leaking from his enormous dickhead.

I had to do something about Aiden’s big problem.

“Ugh, what are we gonna do with you?” I asked aloud, leaning over to kiss Aiden on the cheek. He slightly stirred, moving onto his back, and the giant teepee wobbled in the air.

I peeled the covers back from his body.

Aiden’s cock toppled over like a leaning tower, to smack against his chest. Like me, he was completely naked in the bed.

His smooth nuts were spooled out between his slightly bent legs. I imagined how hard it must’ve been for him to sleep with such a monstrous dong always getting in the way and getting hard when he least expected it.

“Poor baby,” I said. “I just want to slap those big heavy balls and rest my head on them like a pillow . . . but I guess I could just wake you up with a sloppy blowie.”

I reached out and gripped his shaft with both hands, lifting his heavy tree trunk away from his stomach while I inched my bigger body closer to his. I spooned him, cradling my curves around his side, and started jerking him off.

The little sounds in his throat became louder and more desperate. His eyes were darting around beneath his lids now, his dream probably reaching its apex.

Pre-cum dripped from his cock like a slowly oozing volcano. It glistened his cockhead and drooled down the sides of the flared ridge.

I lifted myself up from the bed and licked it up, then kissed the tip of his dick.

Working my jaw from side to side for a minute, I finally gave in and dunked my face on his cock. My face and neck muscles groaned in protest. I slurped on his pre-cum and slobbered his knob, not willing to try to force anymore than his head down my throat.

His bony hips started to pump upward, though his eyes were still closed. He was sleep-fucking now, probably lost in a dream where he was banging some supermodel or a shrimp-dicked twink he could dominate and demolish.

He squirmed beneath my body. My heavy tits rested on his bird chest. I clamped my mouth around his cock and slid my face up and down, blowing him to the best of my disabled ability.

I could feel his veiny shaft pulsating, then he released a gout of warm semen down my throat. It swirled down my esophagus and he groaned as he unleashed his beast.

Then his eyes opened.

Cum trickled from the corners of my mouth as I was caught red-handed and duck-faced, his cock lodged in my greedy throat.

“C-Cari?” he asked sleepily, reaching out to run a hand across my blonde locks. He tucked my hair behind one ear, so he could get a better look at my blushing, cum-addled face.

Then the door to the bedroom opened and Brock Carlson walked in holding a tray. He had an apron on—and nothing else—like he’d been cooking a feast.

He snorted as he saw me quickly disengage from Aiden’s softening cock. The tower was falling again, against Aiden’s stomach, until it slithered like a snake across his rising tummy.

I looked at the professor as I swallowed Aiden’s thick load. Then I gingerly wiped the corners of my mouth to catch any errant spunk, like a proper whore.

I felt ashamed again, but it only lasted for a few seconds. I had become an unabashed cock-slut, clearly, and there was nothing that either of these men could do about it.

“So,” Brock said, setting down the tray on a nightstand next to the bed. “I’m in there slaving away on breakfast, while you wake up our guest and take it upon yourself to stuff your face with his cockmeat?”

“S-Sorry,” I said, blushing. I bowed my head.

The smells wafting from the tray were amazing: eggs and bacon and pancakes . . . and I realized I was famished. But I could only taste the powerful stank of jizz in the back of my throat.

Aiden still hadn’t completely woken. He seemed just as confused as I had been when waking up in the professor’s bed, but his confusion lingered. He blinked sleepily, his eyes darting around the room.

“Where . . . we’re still here?”

I got up from the bed, not bothering to hide my nakedness. My tits bounced as I trotted around the bed, over to the nightstand.

“It’s my turn, I guess?” Brock said, watching me take a seat on my knees in front of the nightstand. I picked up a piece of bacon and chomped into it.

I nodded to him.

“Good, good, my pet,” Brock said with a smile, patting my head like I was a good little doggie.

I couldn’t help but beam up at him. I continued eating from the plate as I watched the events transpire on the bed.

Brock took his apron off and was naked underneath it. All three of us were in our birthday suits, as if Brock had planned the morning to go this way the entire time.

He was clearly still in control.

The professor loomed large over the side of the bed, casting a shadow across Aiden’s small, frail form. His eyes zeroed in on the massive piece of floppy meat resting on Aiden’s tummy, and he shook his head.

The professor looked over his shoulder at me, and I saw that his long cock twitched with excitement. 

“How the hell is this kid so
 big?” he asked me.

I didn’t know it if was a rhetorical question or not, so I just shrugged. Then I bit into another slice of bacon.

The professor bent over the bed. Aiden blinked up at him, a curiously pathetic look on his face.

Brock cupped both of Aiden’s huge meaty clackers in one big hand, patting the plump sack as he lifted them off the sheets. 

My eyes widened as I watched.

Aiden held his breath while he bit his bottom lip. I could tell he was trying not to explode again, but cum still leaked from his dickhole, creating a pool in his concave belly.

Then Brock squeezed. Aiden let out a helpless yip.

It was cute watching the femboy’s face screw up in consternation, like he was unsure what was going to happen next.

I was pretty positive I knew, however.

“Turn over, my little sunflower,” Brock murmured.

Aiden sniffled and did as he was told. He slowly flopped onto his belly, rearranging his midsection to allow his cock to jut out behind him, underneath his ass. The cock-tail was massive as it stuck out and back from between his legs.

Brock gently ran his hands across Aiden’s small bum. I was astonished that he was showing so much love and tender care for this boy, when all I’d ever gotten from him was rough throatfuckings and a stretched pussy.

Aiden was practically hairless, while the professor was quite a hairy man. It gave him a sense of macho bravado, however, that was completely alluring.

The professor slowly began parting Aiden’s supple asscheeks, and I couldn’t help but hold my breath. Bacon bits were still in my mouth, but I couldn’t swallow them.

I felt myself start to drool out the corners of my mouth.

Brock lowered himself on top of Aiden, again, as soft as an angel, and pressed his pelvis into the boy’s backside. The professor’s cock was rock-hard now, and he slid it between the young man’s buttcrack.

Brock grunted as he hotdogged Aiden’s helpless ass.

The twiddled the boy’s anus with his fingers for a moment, and Aiden squirmed beneath his manly hands. His jutting, draconic cock-tail swiped left and right between his legs like a windshield wiper.

With one hand, Brock cupped Aiden’s balls again, massaging and fondling them. With the other, he grabbed the base of his own cock.

I almost turned away—almost got up and left the room completely. This was insane! I’d always thought the professor was some hard-ass, uptight dom who loved to plow his female students. Now I was realizing that there was probably a reason all those boys
 also attended his classes, even when they weren’t registered in the class.

He wanted their young, supple flesh just like they wanted him.

I heard Aiden’s voice, and realized he was talking to me, so I faced him.

“P-Please watch my asshole get plowed, Cari,” he said with upturned eyebrows.

I gulped and simply nodded, unable to say anything, trying to act like my attention was anywhere but directly on him.

Then Brock’s large body slowly sank on top of Aiden’s small frame. The tip of his cock disappeared into Aiden’s asshole and the boy cried out, either from pain or glory.

Aiden clutched the pillow his head rested on, with both hands. His knuckles turned white and his eyes clenched shut. He looked to be grimacing as Brock’s big cock drilled deeper into his ass.

The femboy’s butt was spread alarmingly far. Even if Brock wasn’t as endowed as Aiden was, the professor still had a hefty, powerful dick. It was thick like a beer can, and long enough to reach the most gullible organs.

I knew what Aiden was feeling right now, but it was probably even more of a shock to him, since his prostate was being drilled at the same time.

The muscles on Aiden’s body seemed to spasm. I could tell he was clenching and unclenching his buttocks as Brock drove in deep.

Then the bigger man was moving quicker, slapping his balls against the bottom of Aiden’s ass. As he picked up pace, his hairy nuts started to pummel Aiden’s giant tucked ballsack. The smaller boy’s bigger nutpouch was getting beaten and punched over and over again by Brock’s heaving, tight testicles.

It looked like Aiden was getting impaled. But beneath it all, his spear-like cock-tail was growing. He was getting hard from the pleasure of having his ass plowed by the manly professor.

Aiden’s grunts and moans started to turn frantic. He squealed loudly like a stuck pig.

I couldn’t move my eyes away from their hips, watching them grind and cavort wildly like Neanderthals. Sweat was building on both bodies—on Aiden’s softer, pressed body, and the professor’s big hairy frame.

Brock was pushing Aiden so hard into the bed, I thought the boy would disappear completely. His cries were muffled as Brock tore into his asshole.

Their clapping balls rang out and echoed through the room.

I started fingerbanging myself, unable to control my urges. It was hot watching these two boys go at it like a couple of apes—well, like a silverback gorilla and a chimpanzee, maybe.

I leaned back against the nightstand and lifted my legs, drawing my knees up to my chest. My pussy opened up wide and I stuck three fingers into the slippery slit. I started massaging my clit and felt my juices gushing over my hand.

I was moaning in rhythm to the assfucking I was witnessing. The best part was hearing their big nuts bash against each other. I couldn’t wait to see who succumbed first—who threw in the towel.

Aiden’s hardened cock looked incredibly painful tucked awkwardly away between his asscheeks and legs. A boner wasn’t meant to bend in that direction and I could tell he wanted to lift his body so that it could swing up under his stomach.

Finally, Brock must have gotten the memo, because he let Aiden get up for a moment. The professor lifted himself off the smaller guy, but not before he teabagged Aiden’s thick shaft with his own sweaty boulders. His nuts draped over either side of the underside of Aiden’s cockshaft, and then he eased himself up, pulling his cock out of the boy’s butthole with a wet plop. 

Aiden grunted, and I thought I heard him sniffling and trying to fight back tears.

My eyes fell on his gaping asshole, which was a black void that just kept winking at me. I felt like my eyes were going to bulge out of their sockets, the sight was so alarming.

Was that what my puckering sphincter looked like after getting ass-rammed so hard? Would he ever shit right again?

It was like a breathing, glazed donut.

I felt bad for the boy’s poor bum.

Aiden’s cock swung underneath him as he lifted his body in a push-up. Then he plopped back down, resting on top of his cock this time. It probably felt amazing having that slithering anaconda jutting out toward his face, warmed by his body and by the bed’s sheets.

Brock gave no warning before starting again.

I came from my own excursion as the professor planted his cock back into Aiden’s asshole. He began roughly fucking the femboy, not caring how much he ruined the poor trap.

The bed was shaking and groaning from loose springs. Aiden’s entire body was practically invisible beneath Brock’s larger form. I could only see his spread little legs kicking out behind him, either eagerly wanting more fat cock up his ass, or wanting the professor to stop.

Brock was laying on Aiden’s small butt, squishing his hips into that bony rear.

My little boyfriend couldn’t stop moaning. He was frothing as he took the professor, and I could tell he was having the time of his life.

This is what Aiden was made for, I guess—to get ruthlessly buttfucked and plowed by a bigger, stronger man. This is why he dressed in panties and skirts—to alert people just like Brock Carlson.

I’d just never expected Brock Carlson to be a bisexual beast like he was. He was the last person I’d assume swung both ways.

But here we were.

Finally, with a last push, Brock clamped down on Aiden’s shoulders with both hands. He yanked on the boy’s curly hair and pulled him back, so his spine craned like a U.

Aiden cried out as Brock unleashed his load in the boy’s asshole. A fountain of cum splattered out of Aiden’s clogged hole like a backwashing fire hydrant.

I came again. The day hadn’t even started and I was already feeling warm and buzzing, like I needed a deep nap.

At the same time, Aiden climaxed. I could hear it more than see it, because his hard mammoth dick was tucked under his body. But his balls contracted up near his taint as Brock’s swinging sack barreled into his plush taint and nutbag one last time.

Then Brock held himself taut.

Aiden did, too. I heard a squirt, and a second later saw a stream of thick white jizz shoot out from beneath Aiden’s body and spatter against his chin, splashing all over his upturned face.

They held like that for a moment—two naked, sweaty statues—while their thick loads unleashed. Granted, Aiden had just cum when I’d stuck his dick in my mouth while he slept, but here he was exploding yet again, all over his own face this time.

It couldn’t be helped, I guess.

“Ahh! The warm gooey feeling of your hot cum pouring down my ass and balls is sooo fantastic!” the boy cried out, speaking the first words all morning. And what lewd words they were. “Give me that hot, sticky love cream!”

Brock just chuckled as he dislodged his thick cock from Aiden’s asshole and watched his seed goop out of the boy’s gaping anus. He reached down and ran a hand over Aiden’s nuts, petting them while he marveled at their avocado-like size.

Then he took the skinny boy by the waist and turned him over, so he could see the damage done. Aiden’s entire torso was covered in filth: his chest, stomach, neck, and chin were all drenched in his own white cum.

Brock just shook his head. “Goddamn, boy, the size of your heavy clackers isn’t just for show, I guess . . . you cum bucketloads!”
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Chapter Four


B
rock sighed, patted Aiden’s bare bottom, and said, “You kids need to go soon, I have work to do.” Then he got up from the bed and walked away toward the bathroom, his juicy cock swinging between his legs.

I stayed on the floor for a moment, my knees still drawn up to my tits, waiting for the cum seizures to stop. I felt like a broken toy. Just watching Aiden getting his butt pummeled was enough to set my libido on fire.

Despite what Brock said about us having to go, I let Aiden peacefully lay on the bed for a while, on his tummy, while the cum dripping out of his ass lingered down his crack, balls, and shaft. The room smelled of sweet sex and stinky jizz. And pancakes and bacon. It was an odd mixture, to say the least.

Slowly, Aiden’s butthole shrank from its overly gaping size to a more manageable rosebud. The little guy looked used and abused, and his body rose gently on the bed from his shallow breaths.

“Do you . . . want some food, Aidy?” I asked meekly, crawling forward on my hands and knees.

He groaned and rolled over onto his back. The glistening cum on his stomach and face was beginning to dry. He slowly sat up, then scooted himself back so he rested against the headboard. His legs dangled over the edge of the bed, and his long cock draped over the rim.

Grimacing, he said, “Only if you feed it to me.”

I rolled my eyes and grabbed a pancake from the plate, then inched my way to him on my knees. Handing him the flapjack, he smiled at me, showing me those lovely dimples.

Even though I’d just seen him getting completely ravaged and utterly manhandled, the boy was still alarmingly charming and cute. There was a slight flush to his face, like he was embarrassed that I’d seen him getting dicked down so thoroughly, but those were words that were better left unsaid.

“I don’t think I’m gonna be able to walk out of here,” he said, grimacing once again. He reached a hand between his legs and pouted, flinching at the sore feeling. His hands closed around his fat nutsack. “My balls feel like they’re going to deflate.”

I chuckled. “The professor did a number on you, sweetie, ramming into your sack over and over again with his own. Hopefully your jewels aren’t bruised.”

He sighed and nodded. “He’s quite . . . animalistic.”

“And your sweet ass is quite tempting, Aiden.”

“Uh, thanks.”

There was an awkward pause between us. Usually, when we were both naked like this, we couldn’t stop ourselves from being all over each other, jumping each other’s bones. Like Brock had said, huge cocks had a way of finding their way into fat asses and warm holes, and I had both of those things.

But we were both tired. The sun was shining brighter, the day was just beginning, and I just wanted to cuddle up in bed next to my love bunny.

I handed Aiden another pancake, which he hesitantly nibbled on, and then I started putting on my clothes. I didn’t bother with any panties, even though I’d give viewers a nice clit slip if I went somewhere in public with my glittering miniskirt.

I wasn’t planning on going anywhere in public today, though, other than school, and I’d redress before then. I felt like today would be lazy . . . at least not as strenuous and frantic as yesterday.

I had never been so horny in my life! And I’d never been so mercilessly fucked, either. Both of my boys deserved a boatload of thanks, for teaching me how gratifying hardcore sex could be.

At the same time, watching Aiden take it in the ass from our professor showed me something. As I threw Aiden’s clothes onto the bed, trying to give him the hint to get dressed, I started nonchalantly speaking my mind.

“How do you feel about all of this?” I asked.

“About what?”

I shrugged. “The hardcore fucking, the threesome, the constant horniness.”

“I thought it was pretty hot.”

“Same.”

I turned from him and looked for my heels. I hadn’t stared him in the face yet, but I could feel him watching me with half-lidded eyes. I was being a bit skittish.

“What are you trying to get at, hun?” he finally asked.

I sighed, found my heels, and stepped into them. When I stood and wobbled, I shook my head and got out of the heels. I’d go barefoot, at least until I got home. Walk of shame be damned. I wasn’t about to twist an ankle because my body was still stuck on Cloud Nine.

I finally turned to Aiden. “It’s been a fun summer, right?”

He smiled, nodding. “The best.”

“And you don’t regret any of the things we’ve done together? All the nasty positions and scandalous behavior?”

“Uh, no . . . why?” He slipped into his pants, not bothering to put on his panties, and stuffed his oversized package down the front.

“One more question,” I said, holding up a finger. “Do you consider us . . . boyfriend and girlfriend?”

He stammered from my own hesitance. I could tell he was reluctant to answer, and it almost broke my heart. “I . . .” he closed his mouth, then tried again. “I . . . guess? I’m not sure. Sometimes we act like it, right?”

“Yes, and sometimes we don’t. Believe me, Aidy, I wouldn’t change what we’ve had for the world. You’ve taught me things about myself that I probably never would have learned without you . . .”

He frowned, his brow furrowing. “This is strange, Cari. Are you, like, breaking up with me?”

I shook my head fervently, but didn’t trust myself to speak.

What I wasn’t telling Aiden, or couldn’t bring myself to say, was that I’d received a letter in the mail recently. It was an out-of-state college admission. I’d gotten accepted to a four-year university, at last, but it wasn’t in California.

I was planning on accepting the invitation, if only to get on with my life and future.

“No, Aidy, I would never. With a cock like that, I think my slutty side will always gravitate back to you. With a package like yours, it’s only natural.”

“But . . .”

“But,” I added, “we’re both whores.” I lifted my shoulders high, in a helpless shrug. “I know it. You know it. Watching Brock beat your little asshole up showed me . . . we are both promiscuous at heart.”

“Yeah,” he muttered, facing the bed in embarrassment, “I’m sorry about that. It just felt so good . . . you were right about the professor. I couldn’t turn him away . . .”

“Don’t be sorry. We’re both young, trying to find our way in this world. We both like hard, rough, kinky sex. There’s nothing wrong with that. But there are others out there . . .”

I trailed off, and Aiden started nodding his head. It seemed that my words were clicking with him.

“Ah, I get it,” he said. “You don’t want anything monogamous.”

“I figured you didn’t, either.”

“I guess not. Even though I really like you . . . I guess I never really saw us as boyfriend and girlfriend, Cari. I’ve been living this out like it was a dream.”

I smiled, my face reddening, and walked over to the edge of the bed. Leaning over, I pecked Aiden on the lips. “You’re sweet, Aiden. It’s been a dream for me, too. But a really good one.”

“I’m happy to hear that. I feel the same way.”

“So, you aren’t mad?” I asked.

He screwed up his eyebrows. “Mad? Never. Isn’t this what most guys dream of—a purely physical relationship with no commitment necessary?” He chuckled. “How could I be mad at that?”

I shrugged, and felt slightly disappointed that he saw it that way. “I just hoped you weren’t falling in love with me.”

“Well, it would be easy to do . . .”

We both glanced at each other, like embarrassed kids, our faces red and adorable. Then we turned away simultaneously, unable to maintain eye contact.

“Come on,” I said, clearing my throat. Things had gotten a little too real right then. “Let’s get out of the professor’s hair.”

I took his hand and helped him up from the bed, and we walked out of the room holding hands. It was cute. Without my heels on, I wasn’t that
 much taller than him, but he still made me want to lean over and kiss him on the head.

Instead, I opted to tousle his curly hair.

He laughed, and we left the house without seeing the professor again. Perhaps he had been locked up in his study, or his sex dungeon with another student that he didn’t tell us about . . .

We didn’t care. We were comfortable in each other’s presence, just holding hands like young lovers, eager to continue our unabashed sexual escapades later in the day.

On the car ride home, I asked Aiden what his plans were for the day.

“Do you have work?”

“Not in the conventional sense,” he said, laughing. “But I promised my viewers I’d get on the cam today.”

My eyebrows piqued. “Oh? What does that entail?”

“Something disgusting and filthy, I’m sure.”

“Can I partake?”

He turned to me with locked eyes. “I . . . would love that.”

I smiled.

When we got to my house, I took a shower, while he rested on the couch. He was still hobbling around from his sore butt. I felt bad about the limp in his step, but there was nothing I could do for him, other than maybe kiss it and make it better.

Maybe that’s what he wanted his viewers to see: a hot blonde bimbo stuffing her face in his little ass, kissing his anus while I fondled his thick nuts.

I was proud of myself for not masturbating in the shower, but I only did it because I figured I’d be getting off in short order, later in the day.

Aiden took a shower after me—which led me to wonder why we hadn’t taken one together. It would’ve been nice to have had my large tits pinned against the warm wall while the water flowed down my back and crack. The wet clap of his hips banging against my fat ass . . .

Damn, maybe I should have masturbated in the shower after all. My horny thoughts wouldn’t leave me alone.

After he was all fresh and tidy, we got into his car and headed to his house, which wasn’t too far away.

He had a quaint little apartment, like me, and lived by himself, also like me. It was nice, because I’m sure living with roommates when you were as loud as he was during sex—or as loud as he made other people when he broke them—would have been a terrible thing.

As we walked into his apartment, that’s what I asked, saying, “No roommates, huh?”

“Nah, not anymore. I used to, but I’ve promised myself I wouldn’t live with other people anymore.”

“Why not?”

He sighed. “I used to room with a ‘co-worker’ of mine—” he made air-quotes around co-worker, then explained. “I was a semi-professional gamer, as embarrassing and dorky as it sounds.”

“Oh! I think that’s pretty cool, actually. Means you had talent, at least, right?”

“Yeah, well . . .”

“What happened between you two?”

“It’s kind of embarrassing.”

“Come on, Aidy, you can tell me anything.”

He scratched the back of his neck and went to sit on his rolling chair in the living room. He pulled it out from the computer table where his laptop sat, and took a seat. “Well, I ended up shoving my cock down his throat one day. He was a nerdy little gayboy, and after he saw me taking a piss one fateful morning, I saw how his eyes lit up.”

I grinned, my own eyes twinkling at the thought.

“From then on, I’d make him gobble my dick every day, on his knees, while I held his head and slapped my balls into his chin. For a while, it was nice. He was my own little fuckdoll. But then, one day, he was too loud while I was working him over, and my landlord walked in.”

“Uh oh . . .”

“My landlord was also the manager of our video game team,” he said, sighing.

“Double uh oh . . .”

With a nod, he shrugged. “So, I got fired from the team. Our manager was strict about things, and I think he was jealous that I was pegging one of my teammates. He was one of those closet homo right-wingers, I think. I never found out, because I was kicked out that very day—out of the house, and then off the team.”

“Damn, that’s horrible, Aidy! I’m sorry that happened to you. All because you wanted to get your rocks off . . .”

“And he wanted it, too. Believe me.”

“Oh, I do. I know how exhilarating it is to feel asphyxiated while you stuff that titan down my gullet . . .” I cleared my throat and took a seat on a chair opposite him.

He grinned and shifted his weight, trying to rearrange his unit, I could tell. Then he rolled toward the computer table and clicked a few buttons on his laptop.

“So,” he said, turning his computer toward me. “Want to come sit on my lap and I’ll show you what we’re doing?”

I smiled mischievously. Looking down at his little lap, I could already see the pronounced bulge beginning to grow. He wasn’t wearing any underwear, so he had nothing to hold his boner back. It would be quite a feat to fireman-shimmy down that pole, especially how tired I was feeling. I still hadn’t been able to take his incredible length to the hilt—it was physically impossible, despite me having a deep pussy.

“I see your tricks, hun,” I said, winking. I stood up and walked toward him. “How about we switch. You sit on my lap and do your thing . . . then I’ll sit on yours a little later . . .”

“Sounds like a plan.”

He got off the chair, motioning for me to sit, and I did. It was much easier for him to take a seat on my comfy, thick thighs, anyway, as I felt like I’d might break his bony little legs with my huge ass.

Once he was sitting on me, I wrapped my arms around his skinny torso and yanked him toward me, making sure to push my heavy tits into his back.

He groaned and clicked a few more keys. Then his chat system came up and the camera was looking right on us. You could only see my face over his shoulder, looking creepy and shadowed by his hair.

I tucked my hands under his shirt and felt his smooth belly and clean skin . . .

Then my hands dove down the front of his pants. I didn’t waste any time at all to grab the thing I wanted most.

Various still shots of different naked women and men flashed on the screen, like a dating site for nude, salacious people. It was turning me on, seeing all the cocks and tits on screen.

None of the dicks were as impressive as Aiden’s, however, and I assumed that’s how he got so many viewers. A skinny guy with a huge white cock jutting up between his legs was a pretty novel, unique thing, I’m sure.

As Aiden scrolled down the page and perused the wares, my eyes double-took on a particular still video image.

“Wait, hold up,” I said, bringing one hand out of his slacks. I pointed at the computer. “Click on that one real quick.”

Nice tits with pierced nipples, an underboob tattoo of some type of gothic spider-world . . . white and black hair . . .

“Holy shit!” I said, once Aiden clicked on the camgirl’s page. “That’s Steph from Pleasures & Treasures! She’s the one I bought the ball-bra from!”

“Oh, my,” Aiden said, unsure what else to add.

“Can we talk to her? I want to tell her that the gift was greatly appreciated . . .”

Aiden snorted. “I mean . . . we could just show her?”
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Chapter Five


“A

w, cute,” Steph said into the camera. She was watching us.

Once I’d realized she was a local camgirl as well, I had Aiden rush to go find his big ball-bra I’d bought for him. When he came back, he sat on my lap again, and I hugged him close. Then I reached my hand into his pants and massaged his thick cock, feeling the loaf get harder in my hands. When my fingers moved down to caress his nuts, I could feel the fabric of the ball-bra squeezing them together.

I unzipped Aiden’s pants, then said into the camera, “This is what I was talking about at the store, Steph.” Then I whipped out my boytoy’s mammoth bitch-breaker and held it in both hands like an unruly snake. The large appendage was growing stiff and rigid with my fingers wrapped around it, and longer by the second, as it started to lift into the air from its own power.

“Jesus, you weren’t lying. And the bra?” Steph asked. She was playing with her ample tits, squeezing her pierced nipples, waiting for her own viewers to log on to start her camshow. So, she had some downtime to spend with Aiden and myself.

I was using Aiden like my own little doll, but he didn’t object. He just bit his lip and groaned as my hands glided up and down his shaft. His cock started to throb from the friction.

My fingers disappeared into his pants again, and this time I had trouble hoisting his big ballsack out of the front. I had to pull the waistband of his pants down a little, in order for the giant orbs to spring free.

Steph’s eyes went wide at the sight of the mammoth clackers. “Wow! That’s some perfect nut cleavage you have there, boy. You’re a lucky girl, Cari.”

With my hands wrapped around Aiden’s torso, I gave the boy a reach-around handjob, keeping my body invisible from the camera except for my face. I peeked over his shoulder and smiled at Steph, who grinned back at me.

“That’s one impressive monstercock you got there, kid, especially for someone of your size,” she said.

“T-Thank you,” Aiden stuttered, leaning back into my tits while he let me fondle his balls and stroke his jutting wiener.

After a few moments, I noticed that other people were joining our chat group to get a look at the mighty weapon I was brandishing in front of me.

Aiden said, “Hi everyone, w-welcome back to my vlog . . . I hope you’re ready for some, nggh, nasty shit!” He grimaced as I squeezed his throbbing cock and rubbed my hand over the bulging head. I pulled the whole tower back toward him, until his boner rested against his stomach and chest.

I really wanted to rock my strap-on right now and peg the poor boy’s asshole, so I could lift his legs up and get him in a full-nelson. It would’ve been amazing to watching his giant cock flop around while I anally skewered him. But alas, I’d left my dildo at my house.

I almost pushed Aiden’s face down, to make him suck his own dick, but decided against it. He wanted to talk to his viewers, and that lewdness could come later. As it was, his people were getting an awesome shot of his rigid dickshaft getting cranked by a hot blonde skank.

“We have a special guest today,” Aiden said into the camera. “The big-titted blonde I’ve been telling you all about—just so you know she isn’t a figment of my imagination! Cari, say ‘hi’ to my horny subs.”

“Hi, horny subs,” I purred, trying my best to act like a regal slut.

People were commenting in the chatbox already, as more and more viewers joined the channel.

God, that monster almost touches your chin!

“If we ever meet in person, QueerEye432, I’ll make sure that you take it all, so my balls are touching your
 chin. You would like that, wouldn’t you?”

I could die happy Aiden! Please, come to Pittsburgh!

Another writer said, I would love to be stuck on that cock, completely unable to move.


“We can make that happen, Jitterbug.”

While I played around with Aiden’s cock, he ended up doing the same thing, wrapping both his hands around his shaft so we were giving him a four-handed stroking. Together, our hands just about covered the entirety of his long dick.

I want to feel you at the back of my throat, Aiden! That lucky slut doesn’t deserve you!

I was astonished that my boy had so many hungry, greedy fans. Jeez, I wonder if I could have something like this? And to get paid
 by just looking good?

Sure, Aiden was more well-endowed than anybody I’d met, but he was nothing special. He was cute, but not overly handsome. He was skinny, so he didn’t have bulging muscles to impress people with. It was clear that the only thing he had going for him was the gigantic tool tucked away in his pants.

And that was enough.

Steph told us that she had to go back to her own chatroom, because her video was starting. I told her that we should, all three of us, get together sometime . . . that we could have some fun.

Now that Aiden and I were decidedly in an open relationship, I was hoping to eat that goth bitch out, among other things. She had the perfect cushion for the pushin’ and I bet her pussy tasted amazing. I’d love to see those pierced titties swinging as I pegged her from behind . . .

I shook my head, then rested my chin on Aiden’s shoulder. I don’t think my handjob was going to make him explode, and apparently he didn’t either.

“Can you go sit on the edge of the bed, Cari?” he asked suddenly.

I nodded, lifting him off my lap like a baby, then getting up off the chair. My thighs were warm from him sitting on me, and my pussy was slightly wet.

It seemed that I couldn’t make it two whole hours without needing someone to fuck the daylights out of me.

Taking a seat on the edge of the bed, I put my hands in my lap and fidgeted, waiting for Aiden to do something with me.

The camera was pointed at me the whole time. Aiden got up from his chair, rolled it aside, and walked back toward me. His cock swayed in the air as his pants fell to his ankles and he stepped out of them.

“What are you going to do, hun?”

“You’ll see,” he said, pushing me back slightly. I furrowed my brow.

He lifted his feet off the ground and jumped onto the bed, standing in front of me between my spread legs, so his cock was parallel with my face. I opened my mouth, waiting for him to ram his cock past my lips, which I assumed he wanted to do.

It didn’t matter what I was doing, when Aiden nudged his huge dick against my face, it was time to serve. I became an obedient little bitch in an instant, and I needed to service him and do my duties as a good, proper little cockslave.

But he yanked his cock away at the last moment. I pouted, wanting only to slurp up his broad fuckstick.

“Give me those big hefty tits, Cari, I need something warm to put my cock between,” he said. His shyness was gone, replaced by an actor’s bravado.

I nodded and pumped my chest forward, between his legs. I didn’t bother taking off my tank top, because I figured he’d want to do it himself.

He stood over me and put his hands on my shoulders, but not before he angled his cock downward, pressing it like a lever while he bent over my head. He looked down at me like I was a worthless bimbo only suited for his pleasure.

He squatted over me, dropping his hips so his cock slithered down the neck hole of my top. The big weighty appendage punched between my tits and I squeezed my boobs together to create a nice titty sandwich for him.

His viewers were getting a perfect shot of his little blown-out asshole and his heavy balls, which dangled just above my breasts.

Aiden stuffed his hard cock directly down between my tits, then started dipping his hips in a quick rhythm.

“Come on, Cari, milk me like a cow!” he yelled. Since my shirt was holding my tits together, I didn’t need to squeeze them any longer, so I used my hands to rub his shaft while he reverse titfucked me.

His huge swollen balls bashed against my soft tits with every downward thrust.

I could feel the pre-cum leaking from his dicktip and lathering my stomach under my boobs.

There was something so nasty and sexy about feeling that fat piece of meat between my tits, the feeling of it getting warm and hard, sliding between my cleavage, pushing my bosom apart. He was grinding against my flesh in the most lewd way, and I knew that he’d soon be dominating me.

I was a helpless cocksleeve at this point. I wanted to reach down and fingerblast myself, but that would mean unhanding his massive tool, and I couldn’t bring myself to do it.

His veiny, throbbing penis was effortlessly pummeling my body, shaking me. It was such a strange position, and judging by the sound of his cries, I knew it wouldn’t be long before he dumped a fat load in my tank top, then let it drizzle down my tummy and pubis.

“Yes, Aidy, just slam that huge cunt-breaker between these slutty tits!” I shouted, getting into the swing of things.

He pushed down on my shoulders, hard, until it felt like my bum was melting into the bed. His body was arched over my face and skull, hugging it close to his body as he punished my huge knockers with his sweaty fucklog.

His banging balls were starting to clap thunderously against my bosom, bringing out an echoing sound through the room.

He suddenly stood on the edge of the bed and tore his cock out of the neck-hole of my shirt. At the same time, he moved so quickly that he stretched the fabric of my tank top and I knew it would be ruined.

I looked up at him imploringly.

He kicked me in the tits—not hard, but enough for me to yelp and get knocked onto my back. I bounced on the bed, waiting for him to do his worst.

Jumping off the edge of the bed, he stood over me, squeezed in between my thick thighs. He frantically pulled at my pants. His cock was dripping with cum, jutting out from his body like a thick, curved javelin.

My pants were off, thrown aside, and I lifted my legs toward the sky. My big thighs wobbled in the air.

Aiden pulled my panties aside and licked his lips.

“Come on, little guy, bring that monster over here and slap it against my cunt until it’s red and raw!” I demanded.

He took his huge cock with both hands and slammed it down on my wet pussy. A splashing sound resonated through the room, and I let out a loud “Ooof.”

My tender pussy lips enflamed and became puffy from his cockslaps.

He kept smacking his tool down against my slit, bruising my lips and echoing against my stomach.

Then his cock was going inside me and I was screaming bloody murder.

“Ha!” he exclaimed. “I’m not even halfway in yet and you’re already making that stupid face!”

It was true: I looked like a dumb bimbo whore as he split me in two, my eyes rolling around wildly, my tongue lapping like a dog’s.

With my legs lifted, I grabbed the backs of my thighs and pulled them toward me, trying to get my knees as close to my head as possible. The effect of doing that opened my pussy up for him and made the entrance a little easier to navigate.

It took less than two minutes for him to have me in a mating press, slamming his bitch-breaker into me while I wailed and moaned for the crowd. His balls were swinging and clapping loudly against my supple flesh.

I wrapped my thick legs around his torso, letting my calves fall over his shoulders, and he held onto my shins and used them as leverage tools to pummel me even harder.

The entire bed shook. My body roared with pleasure as I came over and over again. My clit was raw and tender from the pummeling it had taken from his massive anvil dick.

He took my legs off his shoulders and pushed them back toward me, making me do an acrobatic yoga move. I pulled my knees into my tits and steeled myself for his attack.

It felt so good having my legs pushed back while he violently thrust into me, giving me no mercy.

“Ahh!” I screamed, unsure where all this energy was coming from. Maybe he just wanted to impress his audience? Either way, he was definitely impressing me.

He dislodged himself abruptly and I yelped from the shock of having nothing clogging my yawning pussy. I could feel the wind on my cunt lips.

He twisted my body around, turning me over on the bed, and I obliged. His hands embedded into my ass and he yelled, “God, it’s so soft! I love the way my hands sink into your giant booty, Cari!”

I kicked my feet out, looking over my shoulder, wondering why his cock wasn’t inside me yet. “Are you gonna make me whimper and beg like a bitch in heat, Aidy?!”

He spread my asscheeks apart and slumped over me, drilling into me with all his force. He was so light that I could barely feel his weight as he tore into my cunt and rested his body over my curves.

I could have bucked and launched him off my body like a bull, but I could hardly move from the cock impaling me.

My stomach was lurching from every thrust, bloating from how deeply he punished my organs and battered my insides. I could feel the stomach bulge pressing against the bed’s mattress.

“Gahh!” I cried again. “Big dick femboys are insane! The best, the cutest—I could just suffocate you with my fat tits if you weren’t demolishing me so hard!”

My voice was singsong and high-pitched, my words making little sense in my own head. I was losing control of everything.

After a few more heavy nut-claps against my cheeks, I squirted out like a river, straight back toward his body and computer.

He laughed, continuing to discipline me for his audience.

I was his fucktoy, his ragdoll, his big bimbo bitch that he could utterly dominate . . .

And I loved every second of it.

As he went taut and dumped his load deep into my womb, I made sure to tell him, “I want you to come in me until I look pregnant, Aidy! Breed me like a common whore, you hung girly bull!”
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Chapter Six


A
iden made more money on that livestream than he ever had before. His audience ate it up, loving every second of watching his giant balls swing and pelt into me, slapping home with satisfying claps.

He’d had more viewers than ever, too. Usually, it was just him playing with himself. Adding a hot chick into the mix really upped his ratings, apparently.

After our session, I told the boy about my acceptance letter into college. It came out of the blue, but he was happy for me. It also clicked why I’d been talking about our open relationship before—he saw the end of us coming, and it made him sad.

It’s safe to say that I would be sad without the hung twink in my life, too. I’d probably never find another like him.

As Steph once told me, finding big strong traps like Aiden who weren’t 100% gay was a rare find. I was starting to see that he was truly a unicorn.

Steph was obviously flattered by our invitation to join us in a kinky three-way. She wanted nothing more than to have her own cunt split open by Aiden’s tool, to let the twink break her. She was bisexual, too—it seemed like most of us were these days—and wanted to lick my clit just as much as I wanted to suck on her pussy piercings.

After the extraneous video cam session, Aiden and I ate lunch near his place of work. I had class coming up later in the day, and I didn’t want to miss it, so I decided to go home and shower before it started.

I kissed him, we hugged, and for some reason the feeling of loss took over me. It was like, somehow, subliminally, I knew that the crazy past few days was the last time I’d get to do anything like that with Aiden Donohue.

At English class that day, I ran into Angela Friedman again, the dorky girl with the big eye-bulging glasses and skinny body. She was cute as usual, in her flowery dress.

“Cari! You’ll be happy to know that I broke it off with Tim,” she told me upon sitting down next to me.

“Excellent! Good for you, Angie,” I said, smiling at her. I leaned forward in my seat. “How did he take it?”

“He rumbled around like a dummy,” she said, giggling. “But I stood my ground and put my foot down, ya know? You would have been proud of me, I think.”

“I am,” I said, my grin growing.

A thought went through my head, and I figured it was time to pass the torch. I knew how much Angie wanted it, and perhaps . . .

“Hey, Angie,” I said, before Ms. Formaldehyde could get going. “I have some other good news for you.”

She quirked an eyebrow, tilting her head. “What’s that?”

“I talked to Aiden Donohue.”

I saw Angie’s eyes twinkle, and her heart-rate visibly sped up. She clutched her hands against her little chest. “Y-Y-You did?! Oh my God, I’m so embarrassed!”

“Don’t be.”

“Don’t be?” she echoed. “Why not?”

I smiled warmly at the nervous girl. “Because he would love to meet you.”

“Like . . . a date?”
 she asked, hopefulness in her voice.

I nodded firmly. “Absolutely.”

Unable to use her words, Angie launched from her chair and lunged at me, wrapping her skinny arms around me in a hug. She was literally like the same size as little Aiden, and I could only wonder what kind of shock she’d be in once she found out what kind of fierce heat he was packing.

I wanted to join these two little fuckers some day, if only to watch Aiden impale the little girl and tear her pussy open with his mammoth cock. Her screams would probably wake the heavens.

And she’d probably pass out from the adrenaline and pleasure. It would be the most glorious fuck session of her life.

And I would be responsible for turning her into that broken, cumdump mess.

But I couldn’t feel too guilty. She wanted it.

Angie said, “You’re the best matchmaker ever, Cari!”

“Well, don’t thank me yet,” I said, pulling her to arm’s length. She was latched onto me like a baby and its mother. “You still have to do the work of winning him over.”

“R-Right,” she said nervously.

“But I have high hopes,” I finished with a smile. “Just be yourself.”

Loud murmuring started to cycle through the classroom, a din of chatter among the other students. Heads were turning left and right in surprise.  I looked forward suddenly, to see if Ms. F had started speaking, but she hadn’t. She still had her face buried in a book at the front of the class, waiting for three o’clock to strike.

The words were coming from my peers—other students—and they were building in intensity.

“W-What’s going on?” Angie asked a nearby student.

Snickering, disbelieving snorting, and scoffing reverberated around the room.

A girl turned toward Angie. “You haven’t heard? Apparently the gloryhole bandit is causing a scene in the upstairs bathroom again.”

“He’s back?!” Angie shouted.

The girl nodded. “Probably not for long, though. I’m sure teachers are going to be on the way.”

I was up and out of my seat before the girl finished her sentence. As I was heading out the door, I heard Angie turn around, thinking I was still sitting next to her, and say, “Cari, did you hear . . . that?” before trailing off.

Like a shadow, I was gone, heading upstairs.

I’d wanted to see who this big-dicked gloryhole occupant was for weeks now. I had never caught the boy red-handed, and now was my chance. I also wanted to find out what type of person was servicing this student—if it was a student at all.

My investigation could finally be complete!

I ran upstairs in the building, jumping up three steps at a time, and came to the only bathroom with a line out the door. It was the women’s bathroom—and it made absolutely zero sense for there to be a line . . . other than the fact that the stalls were occupied and the rumor had circulated through the classrooms already.

And all the students were patiently waiting their turns.

This boy had practically become a legend among Mesa College, at this point, ever since the emails had gone out hyping up his fame.

There were boys and girls in the line. I could have waited, but I felt a sense of privilege—as if this kinky slut was a kindred spirit—that had me careening past the line, lunging into the bathroom.

“Hey!” I heard a couple of students shout. “No cutting!”

But I just said, “I just need to pee, I swear!” and then I was in the bathroom.

A girl was limping out of a stall, holding one of her asscheeks and gingerly walking with a grimace on her face.

“You okay?” I asked the brunette.

“He . . . did a fucking number on my poor pussy,” the girl replied, close to tears.

I heard wet squelching sounds coming from one of the stalls, and I tore it open.

Somehow, the person hadn’t locked it.

A boy was on his knees, nastily sucking a big, thick, juicy cock that poked through the large hole from the other side. Moans were coming from the other stall, where the gloryhole bandit resided with his body pressed against the stall frame.

My eyebrows jumped and I nearly passed out from shock at the sight.

Not because there was a boy blowing another boy in this women’s bathroom . . . that was the least surprising thing of all.

But because of who was on his knees, eagerly sucking down this monster of a cock.

It was Teddy.

My ex-boyfriend.

The macho jock who cheated on me with my then-best friend, Melinda. He now had his eyes closed, lost in a torrid dreamscape, slobbering on this gigantic cock that hardly fit through the circular hole and hardly fit into his mouth.

“Holy fuck!”
 I cried. “TEDDY?!”

The young man’s eyes shot open, but he couldn’t get that caught, ashamed look out of his eyes fast enough. He also couldn’t get the dick puffing up his cheeks out fast enough.

My hand flew to my mouth. To see my cheating ass boyfriend subjugated like a little cumdump like this was just . . .

Glorious. Vindicating. Delicious.

I had to know who this gloryhole bandit was.

I mean, who the hell gets to have a nickname like the “Gloryhole Bandit,” anyway?!

I reached over and grabbed the handle of the other stall. It was locked. I banged on the door.

“Open this door, goddammit!” I yelled. “Hurry, before the professors come! They’re on their way!”

The voice I heard from the other side was filled with emotion and moaning. The person must have recognized my voice.

“C-Cari?”

My eyes bulged again, popping out of their sockets.

I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised who it was.

I’m sure you aren’t too shocked about it, either.

The door swung open.

It was Aiden Donohue with his pants around his legs, his oversized jaw-breaking cock stuck through the hole, with no idea that he had my ex-boyfriend impaled face-first on his tremendous slab of meat.

I left that bathroom cackling, happier than I had felt in a long time.

Ahh, isn’t college just the best?
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The End
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