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Chapter One


M
y little love triangle spoiled me. I know that now.

Flying away to Texas to finish up my college days was not, in hindsight, in my best interest. I went from my community college at Mesa, in San Diego, to the heat of Austin, Texas, for my fall semester. From my lovely beaches and lax attitudes to a city that was party central in the Lone Star State.

I had wanted to leave San Diego for all the reasons a girl in her early twenties would want to leave her hometown: the feeling of adventure, a fresh take on life, and a new scene. Austin was bustling, busy, and quickly becoming an economic hub of the country thanks to their tech boom. There were whole city blocks that got shut down for driving traffic during the weekends so that the college partiers could have room to weave and wobble all over the pavement and asphalt.

Were there hot boys at University of Texas, Austin? Of course. Some of the fittest, brawniest corn-fed young men that I’d ever laid eyes on. There were also some incredibly attractive women, most of them blondes and sporting cowboy hats, boots, and booty shorts when they went out to two-step at the local bars.

It had taken a little bit to acclimate myself to the new place, living alone just off campus in a little apartment room. At first, I thought that my prized looks and appeal would be lost on these fine folk, and that my hotness factor had dwindled thanks to the overabundance of fine tail in the city.

But as the semester dragged on into the fall months, I made friends easily enough. I wasn’t shy, by any means—that much should be obvious. I was tall and thick in all the right places and sarcastic, a clear Cali girl lost in a sea of Southern belles, tech geeks, and football players.

I made friends with some of the girls in my classes, first, and they invited me to the parties, which in turn introduced me to the boys. That’s how it usually worked for out of towners. Once I had a group of people to surround myself with, I didn’t feel quite as lost or lonely. I made my mark rather quickly, and before long I had guys lining up to get my number, ask me out on dates, and hopefully bang me.

And I let more than a few into the Promised Land, I must admit. I kept my cavorting ways to minimum in Austin—or at least publicly—and played hard to get for the most part. But I definitely had my fair share of booty-calls and one-night stands.

There were a few weekends where I got completely wrecked, first by a surplus of booze, then a surplus of dick. The two usually went hand in hand. A lot of the boys I hooked up with were younger than me, too, and utterly lacking in lovemaking experience. I had to remember that I was a junior in college here, since my first two years had been in San Diego. Some of them were freshmen and sophomores, just cutting the cords from their families for the first time and getting out into the big wide world all on their own.

It felt good being a teacher to the youngins in the bedroom. Eventually, I had a regular harem at my disposal. There was an excessive amount of cock, which, frankly, lessened its value in my eyes. There was no single shocker
 of a man that I found—no one that melted me with their steely eyes and hardened abs. I’m sure such men existed here, but I couldn’t find them in the few short months I was there.

At one point, I made friends with some football players at a party, and that was probably a mistake. I’m all for rowdiness and masculine men—just look at my ex, Teddy, who was also a football player—but I had a low threshold when it came to dumbasses, and some of these dudes took the cake.

But the main reason that it became a detriment was because, toward the end of my first semester in Austin, I made the mistake of going to a frat party that was filled with such football players. I may or may not have imbibed too much alcohol . . . and I ended up tarnishing my reputation as a do-gooder by the end of the night. I also probably made more than a few girls jealous and pissed off at me, and I wasn’t looking forward to their vengeance.

One thing was for sure—the last weekend before the semester ended, I definitely cemented my status as a legend at UTAUS. 

I was at a house party on a cool but humid Friday night. I was wearing shorts that tightened severely against my large thighs and my bulging ass, and a T-shirt that was tied into a knot at the bottom to reveal my flat, tan midriff. When in Rome, right?

At least I didn’t have on a cowgirl hat.

While at the party, two guys approached me while I was standing near the keg in the living room, surveying the growing scene. Trap house music played in all corners of the two-story mansion, blaring and beating my face in with its heavy thumping. Sloshed students were all over. I was drinking a red Solo cup full of some mystery beer when I peeked over the rim of my cup and saw the two boys approaching.

They were part of the Texas Longhorns football squad, and their names were Fred and Jacob. I recognized them from other parties, and I thought Jacob was kind of cute. He was a black guy, tall and with a lean face, but absurdly strong shoulders and an all-around ripped body. He was a running back, which meant he took more punishment than almost anyone, and so he had to be comparatively bulky and in shape.

Fred was one of the tackles on the team, a big burly white dude with stark orange hair and a red, ruddy face. He had to be almost 300 pounds, with a giant, robust belly and a flabby build. I knew he needed the pounds for his team, but if he could lose a little weight . . . he’d have been cute, in my eyes, also. 

They were both my age, or about, and I saw Jacob smiling at me from across the room before I accidentally locked eyes with him and he sauntered over, big tubby Fred walking in his shadow.

I was wearing heeled boots to give me some height, since I’d known tall ass football players would be inhabiting this party. Jacob was like 6’5”, and he still towered over me. He rubbed his hands together and flashed his winning smile—impossibly white and large in his thin head. His bald pate was perfectly shaped, without a weird divot or blemish anywhere.

“Glad you came, ma,” he said to me. “Ginny invite you?”

I nodded, slowly lowering my cup to look up into his face. “I met you at Crystal’s party a few weeks ago, yeah?”

He nodded, then stopped rubbing his palms together. He stared at me predatorily, of course, but at least he didn’t look like he was preparing for a juicy steak dinner anymore. “I wouldn’t forget your face. But your name on the other hand . . .”

“Cari.”

He made an “ah ha” face, the light bulb coming on. “Right! Cari Morrison. Like Jim.”

I debated rolling me eyes, but didn’t. I guess the guy was a Doors fan? He didn’t look it, and it wasn’t the first time someone reminded me that I shared the last name with the steamy lead singer of the old rock band.

“I’m Jacob.”

“Right, I remember.”

He splayed his hand out to his side. “You know my bro, Fred?”

The redhead with the static hair and blotchy face smiled grimly at me. He looked constipated.

“How could I forget?” I said.

“Yeah, well, look here,” Jacob continued, then leaned forward a bit. He looked over his shoulders conspiratorially, then smiled again. “If you want to join the real
 party, we’ll be upstairs in Ginny’s room, you feel me?”

He sniffed and thumbed his nose, in case he wasn’t making himself clear.

“I feel you, Jacob,” I said. I was already bored with this guy—his enthusiasm wasn’t exactly contagious. But I did watch as he ascended the nearby steps with his confident swagger, his big toned butt straining against his jeans.

Muscled men were a particular forte of mine, but that was one of the problems: they all reminded me of Teddy. And last I had seen of my ex, Roo . . . well, he’d been crouched at a gloryhole in a campus bathroom with a gigantic cock stuffing his mouth.

Nonetheless, I drank the rest of my hoppy beer, poured myself another cupful, then wandered upstairs. The music seemed to recede a bit in my brain as I gained the steps, but a different song was playing upstairs. It was dark and a strobe light was going down the hallway I traveled down, as if I were journeying into a techno dance club.

I went into the only room with loud voices and music emanating from it, and stood in the doorway. About five guys and a girl were playing some kind of strip game, and the girl—Ginny, a blue-eyed, slutty sorority girl who loved these frat parties—was already down to her bra and panties.

She didn’t let that dissuade her, though. On the contrary, she was in her element, dancing sloppily on the bed, shaking her ass in some guy’s face, and swinging her two beers around in her hands until frothy liquids were splashing over the rims, spilling onto the bed.

The boys were hooting and hollering.

Two guys were in the corner, bent over a table, snorting lines of blow. They came up with happy roars and high fives, then joined Ginny on the bed to dance with her.

I started drinking and joined in the festivities, against my better judgment.

Within thirty minutes, all the guys were shirtless, and they looked good. Even Fred, who may have had man-boobs, but his arms were almost as thick as my waist. Jacob had that smooth, black skin that never strayed from perfection, and the three other guys were also well-toned football players who were afraid of showing their pecs and muscles.

On my fifth or sixth drink—I’d lost count—I started dancing with one of the guys. He kissed me and I pushed him away, but not forcefully. I spun around and Jacob was there to catch me, and then he
 kissed me, but I didn’t push him away.

Boys were cheering as we made out.

Ginny was giggling, then she threw off her bra to one-up me, I presume, and shook her jiggling tits at the nearest football player. The guy motorboated her perky tits, his face lodged in between her jugs for a good thirty seconds before he came up for air.

Thirty more minutes passed, and by then I’d had all of the boys’ tongues down my throat at some point or another. I had started drinking whatever hard alcohol they had lying around—Grey Goose, I think—which was obviously a mistake.

Things started to get blurry. I started to feel loose and wet. I watched as Ginny laid across the bed and a large man ripped a line of coke off her tits. Then she ground his face further in her knockers and shook them all over his head with a joyous laugh.

I’d lost my shirt. My big, heavy tits hadn’t come out yet, but they were bouncing in my bra, and I could tell the boys were just waiting for the moment . . . waiting to pounce.

One guy abruptly whipped out his cock, to the surprise of no one, and Ginny reached out with her legs while still lying on the bed, and locked him around the waist. He was hard as diamonds, pumping his cock in his fist while he wobbled over to the bed.

Ginny leg-locked him, brought him close, and pulled her panties aside. Then the guy was laughing with his buds and thrusting into her, fucking the blown-out girl and making her squeal like a deranged animal. She was looking up at the ceiling and pumping her fists, then hugging him as he started to jackhammer and pummel the poor drunk lush.

All my inhibitions went out the window as I watched Ginny getting fucked by a toned stranger. These were all handsome young men, in the prime of their lives, high and drunk and packing heat. It’s not like I had to think too hard.

My big tits came out as I flung my bra aside, subconsciously trying to steal some thunder from Ginny, I think, who had everyone’s rapt attention.

Jacob was motorboating me. Then he was kissing me and shoving me against a wall.

With my heart hammering in my chest, he spun me around and I gasped. He pushed my cheek against the wall and I smiled cruelly, telling him, “Come on, big boy, what’s the hurry?”

I heard his zipper go down. “Want to rack a line off my hard cock?”

“Sure.”

I bent down and he turned me again, making me a little discombobulated. All that blow and booze and turning this way and that was doing a number on me.

I noticed with squinted eyes that there wasn’t any cocaine on his cock. He had deceived me to get me on my knees, and I looked up at him.

Jacob shrugged. “While you’re down there . . .”

He shoved his hard dick into my face. It was average sized—big because he was big, but nothing out of the ordinary. Smooth and veiny and black, it pushed into my mouth and I blew him right there in the room, with all the other boys laughing wildly. “Fuck her face good, Jake!” “Deepthroat that slutty Cali girl!” and so on. He grabbed my sweaty blonde hair in his hands and shoved himself into me, forcing me to throat his cock.

I gagged and lurched, but then I found a rhythm and gagged no more. I’d had way bigger, of course, but Jacob didn’t need to know that. I was getting enthusiastic while I blew him, and then I noticed that Ginny was getting spitroasted on the bed now.

I stood up to my full height, Jacob pushed me against the wall again, and tore down my shorts, struggling to get the denim down past my big curvy ass.

“Stick it in me, big boy,” I urged him, and he didn’t need to be told twice.

He penetrated my cunt and started hammering away, slapping his narrow hips against my wobbly butt as he fucked me, mingling the sounds of the trance music with the sounds of my slapping flesh.

Ginny wasn’t fairing much better—she was getting rained on with cum, two guys showering her in spunk like fire hoses. She was laughing and giggling to herself, but I knew she wasn’t long for this world. The girl was panting and blinking rapidly, and would pass out at any moment . . . leaving the boys with me.

Within five minutes, Jacob was hugging me from behind. He thrust so hard into me that my feet almost left the ground as he held me in place. He spun around, flinging me like a doll in the air, and I was met with the ruddy face of big Freddy.

Fred’s huge bulbous belly drooped down, but his hard cock held it at bay, so he wasn’t completely unmanned.

Jacob picked me up, his strong arms flexing, the muscles tightening like rope as he grunted. His cock flew out of my wet pussy and I felt him prodding around near my asshole.

My eyes flashed wide. 

Then, without a second thought or a moment’s notice, he plugged my anus with his cock and I yelped for the first time. He laughed. Fred laughed, then stepped forward and angled his cock upward into my airborne cunt.

They seesawed me on their dicks, and I couldn’t help but cry out and moan. The other boys were either racking lines on Ginny’s unconscious body or watching and jerking off.

How had this situation gotten out of hand so quickly?

Well, I guess a room full of booze and hard drugs and incredibly horny boys will do that.

I reached me long legs around Fred’s very wide body and tried to wrap them around him, but couldn’t reach all the way. He was too big of a boy. His cock jutted up into my pussy and stabbed with little nuance or skill. Jacob buttfucked me, and he could probably tell by my reaction that it wasn’t the first—or biggest—I’d had in my backdoor. 

Together, I could feel their bulky cocks rubbing all the feeling out of me, their shafts nearly bumping heads as they double-penetrated my orifices, only separated by the thin line of skin between my pussy and ass tunnels. I held onto Fred’s shoulders in front of me while they bounced me on their cocks.

It felt good, and I certainly came, though I couldn’t be sure which dick really set me off. Perhaps it was the combination of both of them skewing my pussy and sphincter that did the trick.

When they finally threw me onto the bed on top of Ginny, they gave me little time to recover before one of them was riding me doggy-style and they had me and Ginny’s bodies rubbing on top of one another like a sexy sandwich.

Ginny came to and was rudely met with my huge funbags smooshing her face, incidentally smothering her. She quickly gave into it and sucked on my tits while one of the boys fucked me rawdog from behind—I wasn’t even sure which one it was.

Another guy hopped onto the bed, teabagged Ginny’s poor face with his sagging ballsack and plugged my facehole with his cock. He held my chin up as he pummeled my throat.

Someone stuck a finger or a very tiny dick in my ass.

I was being jostled around, all my holes filled, and that was how the party went. I knew that the boys—all members of the Longhorns—wouldn’t let this secret die in this room.

Horny guys will brag to their friends about their conquests, and this was probably the most epic conquest of their collective lives.

“Did you hear about Jacob and Fred banging those two chicks at the frat party?”

“Oh yeah, I heard they got triple-teamed, though!”

“I heard it was five cocks apiece!”

“What legends.”

And that’s how it would go. However, none
 of these boys were “longhorns,” in my mind, by any stretch.

I didn’t let the guys come inside me, though I don’t know why. I came a couple times myself—meagerly—simply because of the lewdness of it all. They ended up splashing me with their spunk, getting it in my hair and spraying their thick loads on my back, then they went back to fucking Ginny into unconsciousness.

I knew that Ginny was having the time of her life,
 no doubt—even if she didn’t remember it in the morning. But I’d had better . . . and I longed for it. 

I’d been plugged and skewered and fucked, though I hadn’t been dominated. I was slightly disappointed.

My reputation from this day forward would be ruined at school, but I didn’t care. Let them call me a slut and a whore. I would own it, just like I owned everything in my life.

And the main issue I had with the football players and the tough young men and their hard muscles and arrogance and Austin, was this: none of them held a candle to what I had back home.

Little femmy Aiden with his monolithic monstercock. Sweet, innocent Aiden Donohue, who knew how to bathe me in compliments before powerhousing me into oblivion with his oversized bitch-breaker.

Professor Brock Carlson, with his thick lovepump and no-nonsense attitude. My slavemaster and dominator. An experienced older man who could have any woman he wanted, but he chose me . . .
 and Aiden, on one occasion.

These football studs in Austin weren’t actually studs when compared to those two.

. . . and I desperately wanted to leap back into their arms.

Luckily for me, the semester was ending, and I was taking a little vacation back home to San Diego for the winter!
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Chapter Two


A
fter my discouraging time in Texas, it was nice to be on the plane back home. I hoped that winter break would be fun, and that people would remember me. I’d only been gone for, like, six months or less, after all.

I had set up my room and board before traveling back to California, of course, though the end result was a bit surprising. One night while I was a bit drunk, I got a text from an 858 number (San Diego’s area code), and it turned out to be Steph, the cute goth girl from the Pleasures & Treasures sex shop.

Imagine my surprise! I had always had a crush on the sassy little chick, ever since first laying eyes on her when I perused her shop looking for an oversized ball-bra for Aiden.

When Aiden and I were skimming the lewd video chats later on, we chanced upon Steph getting ready for her own video session with her subscribers. I imagined she now had hundreds—if not thousands—of followers, because she was adorable and unique and funny. She also wasn’t afraid of speaking her mind, which seemed to be filled with horniness and sharp wit.

Anyway, I told Steph that I was coming back into town—she had reached out wondering where I’d gone, and had gotten my number from Aiden, who she ran into at Starbucks. It turned out that Aiden was still working at that shitty little Starbucks, and when I asked if the two of them banged, she gave me a Lol, no, but I left the invitation open . . .


I wasn’t really sure what she meant by that, but I was incredibly curious.

I told Steph that I was worried about finding a place to stay for my short break home, because most San Diego residences didn’t like short-term leases unless they were stupidly expensive vacation rentals. Clearly, I didn’t want a vacation rental in my own hometown.

I lamented to Steph about my woes of returning home and staying with my mom, which was simply out of the question—I’d rather be homeless—or with a boy, which could quickly get . . . complicated.

Long story short, Steph offered to take me in like the dirty runaway I was. I was ecstatic and touched that she would offer, and I immediately took her up on it.

When I got off the plane in San Diego and walked down the aisle to baggage claim, I noticed her black-and-white hair in my peripheral, parted down the middle—one side black, one side white.

I turned to her with a smile and noticed she was holding a huge sign, waving it around with a matching grin on her face:

BALL BRA BIMBO.

The “BIMBO” was crossed out with apparently see-through marker—still totally legible—and “CARI” was written above it.

I laughed aloud at the sign, my cheeks burning furiously as passersby read the sign and either fixed Steph with an angry glare, yanked their kids away while shielding their eyes, or simply chuckled. It was mostly confused younger people who chuckled at the obnoxious sign, before giving Steph a drooling once-over.

The older folk just looked at her like she was Satan incarnate, which was understandable given her attire.

Steph wore a black metal band t-shirt with an illegible band name written like cursed tree branches, and a goat’s skull adorning the front. She wore black combat boots fastened up the sides of her legs, and leather pants that struggled to fit around her girth.

She was just as chubby and adorable as when I’d last seen her, but she owned it better than I ever could have. Her gauged ears were swinging when she approached, and when she smiled, all the piercings in her face seemed to light up, including the septum, the cheeks, and the frenulum piercing when she smiled widely enough.

Her tattooed arms—inked with an elegant scene from The Nightmare Before Christmas
 on both sides—Jack on one, Sally on the other—didn’t do much to dissuade people from her devilish disposition.

I thought she looked hot as hell. And when she walked toward me with confidence, lowering the sign, I couldn’t stop watching the way her big tits jiggled—the pierced nipples staring me in the face and the braless freedom of her round, shaking breasts making something inside me come alive.

Damn.

She giggled as she approached, that cute, airy sound that definitely didn’t seem like it would come out of her devil-worshipping mouth, then just stood there with a smile as she looked up at me. She was much shorter than I was, but that only added to her adorbs factor. 

“Like the sign, honey?” she asked, swinging the sign out wide and nearly clipping it into the face of a man rolling his luggage by.

“Love it. Fits me perfectly.”

She smiled wider.

“I don’t think you needed to cross out the ‘bimbo’ part, though, Steph. That fits me, too.”

She shrugged at my sarcasm. “Does it? I don’t think I know you well enough . . . didn’t want to be so forthcoming. For now, you’re just the ball-bra girl.”

I laughed. “Well, I hope I’m more than that when this is all through.”

She lunged at me and surprised me with a hug, nestling her face into my chest. “I think it will,” she said into my boobs, her voice muffled. She must’ve been lonely.

I blushed again, but didn’t dare push her away. She gave the best hugs, I realized—holding them too long, squeezing me, getting those curves up onto me . . .

Shit. Just based on the easy way we conversed so far, I had high hopes for us.

“Now, now, Stephie, I don’t think I can let you motorboat me in public like this.”

She looked up, her eyes peeking over the curves of my tits. With feigned sadness, she muttered, “Faww, too bad.”

We both giggled as she parted.

“Now,” she said. “Where’s your baggage? Let’s get you situated. Then let’s get hammered.”

Yep. This was going to work out just fine.
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IT WAS NICE HAVING
 a true San Diego girl around me again, without all the arrogant swagger and overestimated confidence of the people I’d met in Texas. Did I think all Texans were like that? I couldn’t say. But the college kids surely were.

Perhaps I was too old for those cocky college kids and their orgies and house parties.

Shit, now I
 was being the arrogant one. I’m in my early twenties!

Shortly after leaving the airport with my backpack slung around my shoulders and my little rolling bag clipping along the tiled floor, we took an Uber to Steph’s house. It was in North Park, near her work, and also close by the bars.

We stepped inside her little apartment and it didn’t quite feel like home, but it felt nice and homey nonetheless. Unsurprisingly, it was a dark place with purple walls and countless punk and metal posters adorning them, a little kitchenette and a small living room area. It reminded me of the place I’d been renting before I moved to Texas, but . . . darker. Gloomier.

That’s why it didn’t feel like home, because I enjoyed the sunshine and opened windows, the beach, the outside and all that. I guess that’s where Steph and I differed, though our personalities were a spot-on match.

The tour of her house took five seconds, in which I discovered that it was a one bedroom apartment with a couch in the “living room.” Also much like my place. But it made me wonder . . . was I going to be sleeping on the couch for the next month? I mean, I wouldn’t be opposed, especially for the nominal monthly rent fee of $200 that Steph was asking for—just enough to help with utilities. How could I turn down a spot in San Diego, with some of the most exorbitant housing prices in the country, when she was only going to charge me $200?

I couldn’t. Bed or not.

Another nice part about her place was that it was in walking distance of all the hip North Park bars and clubs. We didn’t have to travel very far to find ourselves in a karaoke bar, singing it up and drinking with the locals.

We quickly became the center of attention at the first bar we went to, when Steph opened her pipes and showed everyone that she could actually sing.
 And she didn’t embarrass me by playing some obscure death metal songs with angry growling for vocals—she played a Kate Bush song, then a Muse song.

Two hours and two beers back into San Diego, and Steph had me sitting at the barstool drooling out of the corner of my mouth, staring in awe at her as she belted her little heart out on the tiny corner stage.

People were clapping and hugging her when she finished. I was wiping up my drool, then finishing my beer, then buying her another one.

“Holy shit, girl, you didn’t tell me you had freaking pipes!”


I wrapped my arm around her shoulder and brought her close, realizing that some color had come to her pasty cheeks. I could smell the booze mingling between us both, and she sat down at the stool next to me, leaning over the bar counter.

“Give this girl a shot of whatever she wants!” I slurred to the bartender. He was a cute gay man with pink hair who just smiled luridly at me, sashayed away, and returned with Steph’s shot of Maker’s Mark. Sure, she could’ve had it neat, but she preferred to guzzle it all at once.

I cheers’d her with a shot of tequila, then watched as she threw her head back, gulped it down, and her pale neck bobbed as the liquid fire went down her throat.

I had the vague sense that I was staring at her like a vampire ready to bite her prey’s neck, and when her face came back level with mine, she had a peculiar expression written on her fine features.

“W-What?” she asked, momentarily losing her confidence. “Why are you staring at me, weirdo?”

I chuckled, blinking rapidly. “Oh! My bad. Sorry, I think I’m drunker than I thought I was.”

“Want to go home?”

“What? No way!” I threw my arms out wide, accidentally banged my knuckle it into a column to my left, and cursed loudly. A couple people nearby chuckled, as did Steph. I wobbled front and center to the bartender, and said, “I’ll have another, please.”

“Are you sure you’re good, honey?” the man asked, hands on his extended hip. He glanced over at Steph. “Can she hold her booze, Steph baby?”

Steph crinkled her dark, thick brows. “Who, Cari Morrison? Hun, you’re serving a legend here! Of course she can!”

The bartender made an exaggerated eye-roll, but smirked.

He returned with my tequila, slapping it down on the counter. “Here you go, legend.”
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TEN MINUTES LATER AND
 this legend was puking her guts out. I don’t know what
 made me think I could just down tequila all night, but it was a terrible idea.

That being said, expunging all that shit gave me a clearer head. It wasn’t even that late when we left the karaoke bar, and I wouldn’t let us go until Steph sang her second song, despite her worrying about me.

I drunkenly peer pressured her into singing, she belted out Muse to the applause of everyone in the bar, and then we started walking home. Well, wobbling home, arms around each other’s shoulders, zigzagging like two drunken golf balls.

Luckily, her apartment was right around the corner.

“I love that place!” I said.

“Yeah,” she snickered, “it’s my local spot.”

A dark look came over my blank face. “Oh, shoot. Did I mess it up for you? Did I blow up your spot, Stephie?” I looked down at her seriously, but she just giggled and nudged her head into my sideboob.

“No, of course not. They love me there.”

I squinted at her, nonverbally asking her to elaborate.

“I’m the local sex shop girl,” she explained, as if I was five. “I hook up all their dirty, slutty needs. It’s a ‘don’t ask don’t tell’ policy, of course.”

“Of course. Only proper.” I was nodding like a dumbass now, still feeling a little more than tipsy.

My arm was around her. For some reason, her quick explanation on being the “sex shop girl” got me thinking . . . and wet.

Without knowing what I was doing, and without a second thought, I leaned down against her, stopping our staggered forward propulsion toward her house. We stood on the sidewalk.

She looked up at me, her eyes big and dark.

My head craned forward and I held her pale, ring-ridden face in both my palms, like a holy relic. Her cheeks were warm.

Her full dark lips instinctively parted, but I think it was because she was more shocked than anything.

I kissed her, our lips locking, and I kept my eyes opened so I could watch hers close. My tongue softly poked hers, but she became much more aggressive and tongue-punched me while I made out with her.

When I parted from her, a sticky string of saliva following my lips, still attached to hers, both our eyes were wide.

“W-Wow, I didn’t . . . know you were like that,” she said, stuttery and adorable, her eyes huge. She flung a section of white hair out of her face.

“I’m . . .” I didn’t know what I was. “I’m . . . drunk?”

I saw her face sink in disappointment. Clearly, those were not the right words to use in this moment. The night was a little chilly, but the air was just right. And I’d ruined a perfectly good moment.

“Shit, I’m sorry,” I said, shaking my head, the magic fleeting away. “I-I do
 like you, I mean! I didn’t want to make anything weird . . . and I think I just made things weirder than ever.” Journeying down the path of inebriated self-pity, I continued my tirade. “I, I always do this! Shit! I . . . I don’t have to stay with you if you don’t want. I mean at your house. I totally understand. Not even a single night’s passed and I’m already shoving my tongue down your throat.”

A long, ragged moment passed in agonizing silence.

Then her sad face slowly reversed, a smile creeping up on her lips. “You’re adorable, honey. Especially when you’re fussy. Plus, it was me
 who did the tongue coiling.”

Stunned, I blinked rapidly. My eyes felt watery for some reason, probably from my drunkenness. I stared down at her. She wrapped her arm around my waist, tucked her head next to my tit again, and we started walking.

“So . . . you’re not mad at me for blowing it?” I asked. My own self-esteem was at an all-time low, and I didn’t know why. Maybe all that time spent in Texas, trying to decide if I was a match for the hot young girls there.

Of course I was.

“Of course I’m not,” she said.

For some reason, I thought she had spoken in my mind, to my own dilemma—saying that she
 wasn’t confident enough. I knew
 that was the booze talking, but I hugged her, which surprised her . . . and me. Then I rested my head on its side, right on top of her scalp as we drunkenly walked up toward her apartment, arm-in-arm like two sauced queens leaving the royal ball.

As she fumbled for her keys to open the door, I said, “Can you show me your stash of sex toys?”

She giggled. “Right now?”

“I mean, you’ve gotta have the ultimate collection, given your job! There’s no time like the present, right?”

Smiling, she opened the door. “Sure,” she said, waving me in. “But you need to brush your teeth first.”

My heart leaped in my throat. I’d thrown up! I’d kissed her less than an hour later!

“Shit!” I cried out, stumbling into the dark house. 
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Chapter Three


I
ended up not only brushing my teeth, but taking a full shower to try to sober and clean myself up. I had to twist the shower spigot to accommodate my height, and once the warm water was rolling down my back, I couldn’t help but close my eyes and start massaging myself.

After a few minutes of playing with my pussy, I snapped out of it and my eyes opened. I got out of the shower, stared at my naked, curvy body in the mirror, and threw on a towel.

Then I stepped out into Steph’s bedroom. She was on her bed, parceling out her toys, which was indeed quite a collection. She had dildos and strap-ons of all shapes and sizes, tons of colorful electronic toys, ballgags, whips, rope, and things I’d never even seen before. I obviously recognized her Hitachi wand and a few other clit suckers, but not much else. I was a bit out of my wheelhouse, but the delicate way she separated them all out and ran her hands over them showed me how committed she was to her sex toys. It was commendable.

She was on her hands and knees on the bed, like a dog, still studying them when I walked out of the shower with the towel covering my tits, down to my knees. My blonde hair was still damp and hanging loose. Her eyes bulged at the sight of me, which made me smile.

“W-Whoa,” she muttered.

Without a word, I walked over to her, lifted her chin, and gently kissed her full lips. She had the best, biggest lips, dark and purple from her lipstick and gloss, and she tasted like booze and cherries.

She closed her eyes and melted into my kiss, still on her hands and knees. I made a startling move, to see how far I could push it, by reaching down and cupping her big wobbling tits through her shirt. She gasped, her tongue jolting in my mouth.

We kept making out as I started to rub her boobs and then let my hands drift further down. I was leaning over the bed now, too. It was an awkward position, and I quickly realized I wasn’t going to get far by doing things this way.

So, before I could reach the bottom of her shirt to slip my hands up inside them, I abruptly stood up. She stared up at me with her big doe eyes. I dashed a finger across her cute button nose, making sure not to accidentally pull her piercing.

She smiled at me, such a cutie, in such a submissive pose. My eyes lingered over her toys like they were torturer’s tools I couldn’t wait to use on her.

I patted her head like a good doggy, then ran a single finger over the perfect parting of her black and white hair. I continued to glide the finger down her neck, down her back, and I rounded the bed until I was behind her near the foot of the bed.

Her big thick ass was raised in the air, filling her jeans out nicely. Without any kind of notice or go-ahead, I rubbed her buttocks with my palms, as if trying to see into a crystal ball. Then I hooked my fingers at the top of her waistband, near her studded belt.

I yanked down roughly, and she shimmied to help me pull her pants down to her knees. Her fat butt billowed out in front of me, perfectly pale and dimpled at the sides. Her large thighs were also dimpled, which I thought was adorable. She was wearing a black G-string that flossed her crack. She had a freckle on her right cheek, and a red kiss tattoo on her left. For some reason, I’d expected her entire butt to be inked, but it was mostly clear, pale, and clean. Round and perfect.

She had zero thigh gap, but that only made her hotter in my eyes. She said nothing as I put my warm hands on her ass and started to massage her fleshy buttocks. I heard her make a low sound in her throat as I pulled aside her flossing and stared at her dark asshole.

She was perched like a puppy and making no resistance. Her butthole was a perfect wrinkled rosebud, and I couldn’t help myself from leaning in. I tongued the skin around her asshole and saw goose bumps rise on her cheeks, then I sniffed to take in her strong scent.

With both of my hands gripping her asscheeks on either side, I stuffed my face into her butt and loudly rimmed her anus. She squeezed her flabby buttocks around my face, enveloping me in her wide rear-end.

She started to moan as my tongue darted into her butthole and my saliva glistened off her crack.

Steph reached back with a hand, without looking, and pushed my head deeper into her crevice, urging me to stick my tongue deeper down her rectum. “Nngh, fuck,
 Cari, you really know how to tongue a peach! Lick my asshole, please, drill me deeper!” she begged.

I smiled as I continued to make out with her sloppy butthole. Her fat cheeks were framing my face nicely. I moved my face down, gliding my tongue down her crack, and found her sopping wet pussy. Her folds were engorged, tender, and she was sporting a fat, plump cunt. It was perfect.

I noticed a piercing near the top, vertically slit across the clitoral hood, and I wasn’t surprised in the least.

My tongue worked in circles around her labia, darting inside the folds, until I stuck my muscle into her vagina and pressed my lips against her pussy. I started to suck and slurp while I licked her, and her body started to wiggle in my grasp. She was trying to shove her butt down on my face, ramming the posterior into my head as if trying to swallow me whole.

My nose tickled her asshole and she giggled endlessly, so enamored with my downtown work.

I reeled back, watching the strands of girly juices coat my lips and pull away from her pussy. She was secreting an enormous amount of fluids down her thighs now—partly my spit, partly her own nectar. She tasted sweet and sour, and I could have buffeted on her pussy and asshole all night.

But I was feeling alarmingly wet myself as I crouched before the foot of the bed, and my pussy was running smooth and loose beneath the hem of the towel. I hiked up the towel, then undid the knot and just threw the whole thing aside.

Standing up, I quickly bent over Steph’s backside, letting her feel my heavy tits smash against her back. She groaned, then realized what I was doing.

I reached over her smaller body, grabbed a strap-on from the bed, and disappeared back behind her. As I stood up to don the sex toy, she quickly threw off her shirt, then raised her ass higher in the air.

Steph’s entire backside was tattooed in a beautiful canvas of dark lines and swirls. Skulls and crimson roses, a castle with looming spires, it was a beautiful, dystopian scene.

“You’re a walking piece of art,” I mumbled lowly.

I heard her crack a smile as I got lost in the giant tapestry adorning her back, ending just above her tailbone.

With a snap, the dildo was harnessed around my thighs, jutting out in all its bright green glory. It wasn’t too big, but I didn’t know Steph’s threshold, so I figured I’d start small and work my way up.

I put my hands back on her asscheeks, spanked her softly, which gave me a satisfying yelp from the girl, then scissored two fingers inside her sloppy cunt. I opened her up, then surged forward, holding the strap-on by the base.

We both moaned as I entered her. A little bit of the strap-on hooked back into my pussy, and as I started to move and thrust into her, we were both given a surge of happy chemicals rushing through our bodies.

She leaned forward and bit down on the sheets in front of her. I slammed forward, rhythmically moving my hips, gratifyingly smashing my wide hips against hers. Her flabby asscheeks bounced and rippled from my harsh thrusts.

I wasn’t giving her any time to ease into it—my horniness was too much to stop. We were connected, pussy to pussy, and I had a good rhythm going when I heard her squeal, “G-Gonna cum already, honey!”

I squeezed her fleshy buttocks, spanking her harder. A red handprint was left in its wake. I leaned forward over her curving ass, kissing her tattooed back. Then I pushed down on her arms, so she was completely submissive on the bed. The act of pushing on her arms forced her ass to rise to accommodate me, letting me go even deeper, until I was hilting the dildo against her spread pussy lips.

I started jackhammering her, moving swiftly, and with a drawn-out staccato wail she came, liquids spurting out of her, covering the fronts of my thighs.

Our doggy fucking turned wet and loud then, her asscheeks sounding like a whip-crack as I spanked and tore down into her. Being taller, it didn’t take much for me to go on my tiptoes and rail downward, diagonally punishing her fat pussy.

She continued to moan, realizing that I wasn’t going to stop simply because she was cumming. My huge tits started bouncing uncontrollably, nearly hitting me in the face as I careened forward to hilt the dildo inside her.

My legs touched her buttcheeks. Her head was still shoved down onto the bed, facedown ass-up, hands uselessly opened at her sides as the entire bed shook. Sex toys went rolling off the mattress, onto her carpeted floor.

The headboard of the bed—two piercing wolfheads on either side like a gothic fence—thudded against the wall as I jammed the entire slippery object inside her.

After she came, I pulled out and watched her pussy yawn and weep juicy tears. Then I abruptly stuck the dildo inside her asshole and gave her the same treatment there. She immediately screamed, “Oh, fuck yes! Pound my fat ass you titanic bitch!”

And so I did. I assfucked my new friend until she was squealing and squirting juices out of her pussy, pissing and cumming all over the place. Both of her orifices gaped and winked at me when I was finished.

She toppled over onto the bed, and I panted and fell down beside her, next to the assortment of toys. My wet hair was plastered against my back. I was naked, and she was just about there. She flung off her pants and we hugged each other, laughing and cuddling together.

Within minutes, after her heaving died down, she squirmed around on the bed until she was turned opposite from me. She crawled down my body, licking me from my cleavage to my tummy. The heat of her tongue on my sweaty skin felt incredible.

Her ass was back in my face, but raised in the sky, and now her wetness dripped down onto my face like gentle rainfall.

I heard her unhooking the strap-on from my body, then wondered what she was doing.

Her head was lost down there, in a 69 position while she straddled my face with her thick, luscious thighs.

I felt a warm, wet presence slide across my slick pussy lips. I jolted upright, which only planted my face firmly in Steph’s pussy and asshole once more.

She ate me out with aplomb, diddling her tongue gently and then rubbing my clit in soft circles. My eyes screwed up in my head and it became impossible for me to focus on returning the favor. Then again, she had already cum multiple times, and she was trying to reciprocate . . . so I let her.

It came as no surprise to me that Steph was an amazing lover, a tongue-boxer who knew how to strike and retreat, drawing me to the edge over and over again. My legs started trembling around her face, and I finally said, “S-Stop teasing me, please! Make me cum!”

She giggled, licking my raw folds and planting sweet kisses on my aching pussy. She was upside down, which added a new level of joy to her work. Though her tongue was small, it was fat and pressed into my cunt perfectly.

Finally, I squeezed my legs together, unable to take it any longer. My thighs wrapped around her face and I watched her backside start to squirm above me. I had her in a headlock with my juicy thighs, and there was nowhere she could put her tongue but inside me.

As I locked my thighs and squeezed on her like a watermelon, I reached up and cupped her peach with both hands, then started sucking on her pussy some more. I had her right where I wanted her, stuck in my lewd web.

Her body started shaking and I think she came again. Her muscles were flexing as she reflexively tried to fight my locked legs around her head. I imagined her pale face turning tomato-red, but I knew about the pressure points and was certain that I wasn’t hurting her . . . too badly.

And her tongue, darting around frantically in my cunt, slurping and sucking on my folds and wetting my canal . . . it felt amazing!


I imagined her eyes rolling around in her head as she was forced to go down on me in the most severe way.

Here we were, two new friends, the first night that I would sleep on her couch, and I had her wrapped like a pretzel around me, face lodged deep within my thighs, pussy and asshole plopped onto my greedy face.

We were in an epic 69 position with her on top of me, but I had all the control. I was power-bottoming the shit out of the poor girl, and when she finally squirted more juices down onto my face like a waterfall, all I could do was laugh.

Then jerk and tremble as she hit a deep, nervy spot inside me. My eyes screwed up for a second, one growing wide, the other shrinking.

Looking like the dumb bimbo slut that I was, I flexed and held in my orgasm. I bit my bottom lip, licking her tasty wet cunt one last time.

Then I exploded, releasing my hold on her face at the same time as I stuffed her maw full of my own sweet nectar. When she lifted her head after my orgasm, she was gasping and panting again, her face cherry red, but quickly paling to its normal color. My sweet juices slid down her chin.

My body twitched in the afterglow. I reclined, flat on my back again, breathing heavily, smiling and closing my eyes.

“That was . . . i-intense!” she stuttered, turning to face me once more. She rested beside me, and I felt her warm chubby curves push up against mine, her head nestling up underneath my huge left tit that hung out to the side of my body.

She kissed my boob, and we both giggled.

Sweaty, drowsy, and well-taken care of, we both dozed off in each other’s arms. We were two satisfied little sluts, cuddling like besties yet eating each other out and fucking like lesbian lovers.

It was a nice change of pace.

But during my dead sleep, I had a dream of a man piledriving me into a bed, a giant cock breaking me open as I screamed for him to keep going, to go harder. Then he had me in a mating press and was bouncing off my fat ass with my feet wildly swinging in the air.

And I knew it was a sign.

I needed the real thing again . . .
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Chapter Four


W
hen I woke up, it was light outside. I felt a heavy, chunky arm on top of me, resting over my bare tits as if shielding them from pervy onlookers. Craning my neck, I saw that Steph was still asleep, still naked as well, and the sun was slowly starting to creep into the room via a window above us. Dark curtains blotted out most of the light, but I still received an excellent display of Steph’s nakedness, her curvy form peacefully resting, snuggled up next to mine.

I gingerly lifted her protective arm, then squirmed out from underneath her. She continued to sleep, face mashed into a pillow, snoring loudly. She was cute while she slept, just as she was when she was awake.

I took a quick shower, then dressed in some casual clothes: loose jeans—though they fit snugly against my ass due to my girth—and a halter top that stopped just above my bellybutton.

I looked at myself in the misty mirror as the condensation began to fade, and a wave of emotions swept through me. I felt satisfied, and certainly didn’t regret what I’d done last night, but I also felt . . . confused.

I’d gone full lesbian bull dyke with my friend Steph, which she might have been used to, but I wasn’t. What did it mean for me?

On one hand, I felt that my libido had simply been unchecked for too long, filled only by strangers and people I didn’t like. I had been slightly drunk, which always made me tired and horny, and Steph had been so sweet to let me stay at her house . . .

So, was jumping her bones some sort of “thank you” for letting me sleep on the couch? Or, on her bed, as it turned out?

It didn’t feel that way. But at the same time, I couldn’t shake the sense that I was going to hurt Steph very soon, and I’d feel utterly guilty and shameful over it.

Our one night stand was going to become weird when she realized that that’s all it was, because no matter how much I liked the girl, I was also into boys. Heavily. I needed cock. I craved it.

I guess there are worse things than being aggressively bisexual.

My dream had made my cock-craze clear, and though I couldn’t remember the specifics of the dream—the faces or who the tremendous dick belonged too—it didn’t really matter. It was my subconscious acting up.

I got a bright idea in my head, which in actuality was probably my hangover brain fraying at the edges. I wasn’t thinking right when I left the house and took an Uber down to the Starbucks where Aiden worked.

I knew it would be a big shock seeing me, because I hadn’t told him I was coming back into town. But I sort of wanted it that way, so I could gauge his immediate, visceral reaction. I’d be able to tell if he had missed me or not by the way his cute features twisted when I saw him.

Much to my chagrin, when I walked inside the Starbucks with a smile on my face, he was nowhere to be seen. I asked the nearest barista if Aiden was working, and she shook her head, saying he had the day off. I scratched the back of my head, feeling my damp hair, then ordered a coffee and croissant.

I needed it.

The cup of joe and buttery croissant brought life back into my bones, and from the Starbucks I took another Uber.
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I SHOULD HAVE KNOWN
 that I’d regret my decision to leave Starbucks and not
 head back to Steph’s house. I wondered if she was awake by now—it was almost noon—or if she was a really late sleeper after a hard night of drinking and fucking.

I stood across the street from my destination, peering at the apartment across the way. I stood next to a telephone pole, nudged up against it with my cup of coffee in my hand and my phone up to my ear to hide my face.

I even notched the deception up one further by talking
 into my blank phone, just in case I didn’t already look crazy enough.

At least I’d taken a shower and I didn’t seem homeless.

But I was certainly loitering, and it made me feel icky. Before long, while I just waited and stood there, I started to feel gross. I was being a total perv—a Nosy Nelly, a Peeping Pam.

But I couldn’t stop myself. I needed
 to see what my cutie was up to. More than that, I needed to see a monstrous package bouncing around in some little pants.

Licking my lips, I thought about abandoning the whole voyeuristic exercise. I felt like people were watching me out of their windows, wondering what the loony lady was doing down there. I was in a residential area, after all.

But just as I was about to abort the mission, there he was, rounding the corner of the street.

My cute femboytoy.

My heart sank as I noticed he was with someone else . . . a girl. And he was holding her hand . . .

No!

Aiden Donohue wore shorts that showed off his dainty chicken legs, though they were tightly formed to his skinny thighs. His prodigious mountain bulge was indeed evident, even from a distance across the street and down. He was at least thirty feet away, completely oblivious to my presence, and yet I swore I could see the outline of his cock from here.

I wondered if he was wearing panties underneath that, the dirty little rascal.

I physically heard myself groan when I saw that he was holding a girl’s hand—she had dark curly hair that bobbed on her shoulders. But then I craned my neck and squinted, lowering my sunglasses on my nose. I hid behind the telephone pole and waited until they got closer.

They were laughing to each other.

And I recognized the girl!

It was Angela, from my Mesa classes! The bookish little chick with the big glasses, skinny body, and totally filthy mind. I remembered that I had basically pawned Aiden off to her, because she was so obsessed with him, and she thanked the stars and thought of me as her savior.

But I never actually predicted that she would go for it.


And now they were waltzing down the street, hand in hand, laughing at each other’s jokes. They couldn’t take their eyes off one another. It looked like they had been a couple for years, even though I knew that this development couldn’t have been more than a few months old.

I had to admit, that from a physical standpoint, they looked perfect for each other. She was his height, maybe even an inch shorter—and Aiden was an absolute shorty. She was pale like him, but with a plague of freckles dotting her face. She was slender and cutesy, with perky little tits barely filling the flowery dress she wore.

But at the same time, I knew the juicy secret that separated the two little lovers. If there was one ostentatious, absurd thing between the both of them, it was the massive heat that Aiden was packing in his tiny shorts—already an incredible size, but made to look even more gargantuan because of his own diminutive stature.

I gawked at the lovers as they walked by without noticing me—unsurprising, since I was across the street, trying to hide, and they were both caught up in one another’s world, lost in the other’s eyes . . .

I watched them turn up a pathway, then disappear inside Aiden’s little apartment building. I sighed as I watched them go, my heart sinking and hurting.

Well, shit. I didn’t expect that.

It felt like I had lost a dear relative, as creepy as it sounded. During the summer, Aiden and I had basically been joined at the hip. Inseparable. Fucking constantly, like rabbits, and I loved every second that he split me in two. But at the same time, we both knew that a monogamous relationship just wasn’t possible between us.

I had seen him flirting with people at Starbucks—couples
 no less. He would be a great femmy swinger.

And I had had Professor Brock Carlson who also rocked my world—and Aiden’s at one point.

Both of us agreed to keep banging it out, but also let the other explore outside relationships. There was no jealousy, no hatred or animosity, and before long I was shipping off to Texas.

But now that I saw with my own eyes that Aiden had taken up my advice, and had all but forgotten me . . .

It stung. It hurt. I wasn’t used to rejection.

Granted, this wasn’t
 rejection—I hadn’t even crossed the street to try to approach them! He didn’t even know I was in the same state
 as him, let alone San Diego!

But it sure felt
 like rejection.

I wandered away from my telephone pole, pocketing my phone, my shoulders drooping. I tossed my empty coffee cup into a trash can I passed—slamming it inside angrily, more like—and then wandered around aimlessly.

I felt lost. Stopping at the corner of the street, I realized I didn’t know where I was, or how long I’d been walking, so I ordered another Uber.

It was time to go back to Steph’s house.
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WITHIN SECONDS OF STEPPING
 inside the Uber, I realized something. I was scrolling through my phone, checking Facebook and my university email and all the other things normal people did, when it hit me.

I tilted my head, ignoring whatever pleasantry the Uber driver had said to me other than a brisk, “Yes, hello, hello,” then flipped through my phone numbers.

And there it was, as one of the first entries!

Angela Mesa.

Angela for her name, Mesa for where we’d met. I had forgotten that, in the past, I had promised we would go on a girl date together and I’d show her the ropes for pulling boys! I promised that I’d get a big strong football player to fuck her silly.

I remembered how lewd she was, and how unabashed she was with telling her life’s story. A true TMI queen, she obviously didn’t
 need my help after all.

But we had exchanged numbers because of this flimsy, fateful promise!

My heart started beating in my chest, randomly palpitating. It was an odd, serene experience, trying to figure out what to text her.

While I sat in the backseat of the Uber—I didn’t even know what kind of car I was in, I’d been that distracted and lost getting in—staring out the window at the whirling world passing by, I realized we were getting further and further away from where I actually wanted to be.

Why had I done this to myself?

In the end, I kept it simple . . . but also a bit ominous, unintentionally.

I typed to her, Hey girl, remember me? It’s Cari Morrison from Mesa! We had class together.


After sending it off, I bit my bottom lip as I waited and watched my phone intently, waiting for any indication that she’d reply.

The little dots at the bottom of the screen showed up within a minute. My heart did a little happy dance.

Angie: Of course I remember you, Cari, how could I forget! You’re the coolest!


I smiled despite myself. How have you been?
 I asked. Surprise, I’m back in San Diego!


A minute later, and her response made me furrow my brow, and now my heart was pitter-pattering in a different way.

I know!

Widening my eyes, I typed, How???


I saw you.

Fuck. The jig was up. How could I have been so dumb?! Did this little chica actually see me hiding like a dumpster diver hobo bitch across the street? She had been standing on the left side of the street, looking toward Aiden and the road—facing me,
 but with her head focused on him—while Aiden had been glancing at her, toward the houses.

So I guess it was possible.


What do you mean?
 I typed hesitantly.

Angie: Across the street, spying on us! I didn’t want to blow your cover because you looked so cute and dedicated. :D


My cheeks were flushing furiously. I couldn’t believe it.


And I didn’t want to embarrass you,
 she added quickly after.

My fingers moved in a flurry.

I wasn’t . . . spying. I was just making sure my Aiden was safe.

Angie: Ok!


Me: Is he?


Angie: Yup! Should I tell him you’re around?


Me: No!


She had me dead to rights, of course. If I truly had not been spying, then I wouldn’t have cared if she told him anything. But I wanted to keep it a secret, for my own dignity and pride.

Then she surprised me.

Angie: I really don’t mind, Cari. You’re the best, and you were always so nice to me. I’m so glad you introduced us!


I wasn’t.

I didn’t know how to reply to her . . . niceness. She seemed so cheery, even in text form. I could almost imagine her animated self enthusiastically typing away, a wide-mouthed grin on her gaunt face.

When I didn’t answer after a while, thinking of how to respond, I saw the dots reappear.

Angie: Do you want to come over?


Twisting my face, I typed, Wait what.


Angie: I don’t mind! And I’m sure he’d love to see you!


My heart stopped cold in my chest. No longer pumping. She was giving me an invitation . . . a chance to inject myself back into Aiden’s life.

Was I really that desperate, though, to see if he missed me? Was my ego so high and my self-esteem so low that I was becoming this jealous, needy bitch? And to a sweet innocent girl who had been nothing but kind to me, no less?

Was I going to try to steal Aiden away from her and break her heart, however inadvertently? Would Aiden even take me back?

There were too many questions that needed answering.

I typed back almost immediately:

Absolutely. I’m on my way.
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Chapter Five


T
he Uber driver complained when I told him we needed to turn around, but I gave him a $20 bill to make it up to him. He dropped me off at the same street corner where he’d picked me up, and I quickly hurried across the pavement to Aiden’s apartment building.

I walked up to his door and just stood there for a minute, composing myself. I realized I was breathing heavily, and my chest was tight.

Then I knocked, lightly.

A minute passed, and no one answered. I looked around at the curtained windows to make sure I had the right house, then knocked again.

Still, no answer.

Almost five minutes passed. It had been about twenty minutes since my last text message to Angie.

Was this some kind of sick joke?

Finally, I heard a muffled voice . . . and was that a groan?

I gently pressed on the door and it opened, my eyes going wide. Gulping, I stepped inside the house, uninvited.

Probable cause, right?

The immediate scene was a shock to my system, and I almost buckled over.

Directly in front of me about twelve feet away sat the black couch that I was very used to. A TV was off to the side, so it wasn’t obstructing my view.

Angie was . . . upside down, on the couch, her feet straight up against the back of it, rising into the air. Her little toes were curling and going crazy. Her back was flat on the sofa, and her head drooped over the front edge, where your legs would normally be.

Except I couldn’t see her face.

Aiden was straddling her little head with his slender legs, though he wasn’t putting pressure on her . . . not there, anyway. I was looking directly at his pasty bare ass, so small and quaint. He was
 wearing panties, polka-dotted ones, and the string flossing his crack was pulled aside to reveal his asshole.

His gigantic testicles sagged below his butt, dwarfing his cheeks in comparison, with their sheer size and hefty weight. They were planted directly where Angie’s face should be, the circumference of his sack so large that it covered her entire forehead, eyes, and nose. I could only see wisps of Angie’s hair dangling down from below Aiden’s giant balls.

The alpha nuts barely moved, just jiggling on top of Angie’s poor face, blocking her sight of me. He was slightly bent over her, his back arched, and the muffled sound I heard before became clear to me—he was trying to stuff as much of his mammoth cock into his mouth as he could.

She was doing her best to accommodate him, but based on the distance of his body from hers, and how low his clackers hung, I could tell that he couldn’t fit much inside her poor gullet. 

I stood appalled and horrified in the doorway, my hand to my chest, but couldn’t look away. 

Strands of saliva and bubbles of precum dripped down Aiden’s nutsack, around the bulbous orbs and trickling to the ground, some of it getting in the girl’s hair.

Her feet continued to kick.

“Oh my God!” I cried, unable to control myself.

It was such a startling sight, seeing Aiden hovered over the girl and throatstuffing her with absolute domination, without any apparent concern for her safety. What kind of monster had the cute femboy turned into? Didn’t he know how dangerous and massive his cock was to the average girl?

Not everyone was a size queen like me.

But despite my words, my jaw dropped open when I saw Angie’s arms move. They had been at her side, on the couch, but now they stretched and reached blindly over her head . . . grabbing Aiden’s small buttocks in each palm, cupping his cheeks as she tried to push him toward
 her.

She wanted
 this intense asphyxiation, despite barely being able to breathe. The rush for her was too much to deny, and even if she was suffocated by the anaconda dick, she would die happy.

I felt like I needed to do something, but I was frozen in place. The scene was simply too lewd . . .

Plus, I knew firsthand just how she felt. How could I deny her such pleasure, when just months ago I had been begging for the same thing? Not a day had gone by when I didn’t wish for Aiden Donohue to be busting my cunt open or tearing into my esophagus with his huge tool. I always wanted him to dick me down and fuck me senseless.

Clearly, Angie did, too.

After a few more moments of egregious, upside down facefucking, Aiden seemed to finally acknowledge the words behind him. He had been so caught up in deepthroating and trying to hilt his impossibly big dick on his little girlfriend’s lips that he hadn’t heard me come in.

I wondered how they had gotten into such a ridiculous position so quickly, when I had just been texting Angie a few minutes before . . .

Unless those texts had come from Aiden!

But no, when he turned to look over his shoulder, I saw his shock at seeing me standing there. He had been clueless as to Angie’s invitation. All at once, his scrotum seemed to tighten, still planted firmly on the girl’s face, but like a big grapefruit.

“C-Cari!” he shouted. “Gah!”

Angie stuck a finger in his asshole and he was forced to surge forward, bulging her neck to an incredible size in her attempt to suffocate herself.

He turned back to her, grunted, and started swinging into her. The loud, meaty plap
 of his nuts hitting her forehead rang out. The lewd, sloppy noises of her wet, bubbling throat echoed in the room in a grotesque, incredibly hot way.

I was damp, and my fingers were starting to get antsy. Once Aiden turned away from me, I shoved them down the front of my pants and started playing with myself, rubbing my clit like a madwoman. My knees nearly knocked together, surprised as I was by my own wetness.

I watched like a cucked voyeur, and he hardly let up on the gas. Despite me being there, watching intently, it only seemed to empower him to violate Angie’s throat even harder.

After a few more ragged minutes passed, with only the sounds of their skullfuckery to fill the silence of the apartment, Angie’s hands started to go limp around his buttocks. Her finger plopped out of his shitter.

And Aiden unleashed his torrential downpour of thick semen into her gullet, bloating her throat even more. I could hear her rapidly trying to gulp it all down, then gagging incessantly at the excess spunk rimming her lips and pouring down her face, into her hair, onto the floor, and dribbling on Aiden’s own feet.

He yanked his cock out of her and she snorted like a drug addict, forcing more semen into her nostrils and red face. When he pulled away, I saw how ruined and destroyed she looked, but also how happy and content she seemed, gulping down his copious load of baby gravy.

It was lumpy and viscous as it trickled down her face upwards, into her nose, streaking down her forehead. It was just how I remembered it . . .

And Aiden made sure to shower her face with a few more pumps of nut butter before stumbling backwards.

He spun around to face me and I was immediately set off by how lewd it looked with his tiny panties pushed aside, straining against his huge girthy shaft, as if the little underwear would ever come close to hiding his overhung package.

His dick swayed in the air, curving slightly in the middle like a nuclear banana. It was rugged and veiny, cum-ridden and wet . . . one of the most incredibly buff and alluring cocks I’d ever laid eyes on. My fingers kept plunging inside my pussy as he watched me, hands on his waist.

“W-What are you doing here?” he asked, and I realized his boner wasn’t going down.

I-Is he about to use it . . . on me? Oh please, Aiden, just bend me over and spank my fat ass! Hotdog my fuck-crack with that monstrous thing and pound me stupid!

I opened my mouth to speak, but then a spurt of ejaculate coated my hand and soiled the front of my pants. I stumbled a step forward.

Angie was heaving like a demon girl, snorting and coughing—nothing like the cute little sweetie I had left months ago. Oh, how Aiden must have turned her.

I wanted to walk up and hug that big dick, get on my knees and worship it. I wanted to show my femboy fuck-buddy what a good little slut I was. I wanted him to pat my head like I was a good girl, and then try to shove it down my
 throat, so I could show him how much more I could take down my tight gullet than that little slut.

Instead, I panicked. “I . . . don’t know. Angie invited me.”

It was foolish of me to say. Aiden’s face was absolutely blank—so cute and pinchable. I wanted to let the curly-headed fucktoy run into my tits and motorboat the shit out of me.

But then Angie was crawling off the sofa toward him, on her hands and knees like a needy puppy. My eyes went wide, and Aiden must have recognized the fear there, because he started to turn around—

But couldn’t—not before Angie had his legs wrapped and hugged by both arms, pinning them together and squishing his huge balls in his thighs. He cried out, and I saw Angie’s face disappear inside Aiden’s crack.

His eyes went wild for a second, mouth opening wide, and I knew Angie was tonguing his asshole, playing with him from behind. The gentle show of weakness was apparent on Aiden’s face, and he slowly started to stagger toward the ground.

Suddenly, they were both on their hands and knees, like a human centipede. Angie’s face was shoved far into Aiden’s asscrack, slurping on his taint, licking his gooch and backsack and butthole.

She was so loud and unashamed.

I didn’t want to let the moment go to waste, so I started lowering my own pants. I wanted to rush over and shove my sloppy cunt right in his face.

But Aiden was gripping the carpet in both hands, grinding his teeth together as Angie desperately ate him out and held onto him so he couldn’t crawl toward me. Was she trying to keep me from him? If she was, then why had she invited me over in the first place?!

Just to show me that Aiden was hers
 now?

That really didn’t seem like her style . . .

In an abrupt twist, Aiden did some crazy mixed martial arts move and spun around, so his frontside was facing her. It wasn’t the boy’s balls and asshole that she was presented with now, but his towering cock, which had yet to subside from his oversized nutload from moments ago. He was still as hard as a rock.

Then he was squirming beneath her, surprising Angie just as much as me.

“C-Cari, I’m so glad you came!” she squealed as Aiden popped up behind her, through her spread legs.

What kind of erotic sumo shit was this? Is this how little skinny people always fucked?!

Aiden’s cute little head poked up from between the girl’s wide hips, and he smiled at me. “Maybe you could cheer her on, Cari?” Aiden asked pleasantly. “Lord knows she’ll need it!”

“Ahh!” Angie cried, eyes bulging. She was tipping forward, and I wondered . . . how.

Aiden was standing, bringing her legs with him. He parted them and held her skinny little body like a wheelbarrow.

“She can’t take nearly as much of my cock as you can,” Aiden said absentmindedly. His tongue was poking out of his mouth in concentration and it was adorable. He stared down at her flexing butt, at the way her crack compressed together and her bubblecheeks went concave as her legs were lifted into the air.

“N-Not yet, anyway!” Angie cried cheerily. Her adorable gaunt face was splattered with jizz and spit and mascara and freckles, and it was anything but adorable at this moment.

Aiden spread her legs apart, and now he was holding her bottom half up by her thighs, while her skinny arms trembled on the ground, her dainty palms the only things keeping her face from dropping and smashing down on the carpet.

He squeezed in between her legs and completed the wheelbarrow position. I knew that the little femboy’s strength had always been surprising, and he showed it yet again by holding her like that in a ludicrous pose.

She tried to crawl forward and he went along with her, literally driving Angie like a cart.

Then she shrieked and I saw her belly balloon underneath her. The slimy sound of Aiden’s cock punching into her cunt filled my ears, just like it filled Angie’s tight snatch.

Her eyes rolled back and she looked possessed. Her mouth fell open, her arms trembling uncontrollably, wobbling like they were on the verge of breaking. 

Feeling that she was about to fall forward flat on her face and drop into unconsciousness, and seriously hurt herself, I did the only thing I could—

I ran to her. I stopped at the little girl’s face and lifted her by the shoulders, her body so light and lithe. Her hands were raised into the air and dangled there uselessly as I held her. 

It was like lifting a sack of feathers, she was so light. The poor, skinny girl, there was no way her shallow pussy could possibly take all of Aiden—he was just too big!

“You’re too huge for her, Aidy!” I cried out. “Give her a break!”

“No, she’s getting better! She can handle it, I promise!” he yelled over her flat back. He had a huge grin on his face and a twinkle in his eye as he stared at me, like he was undressing me and getting ready to devour my curvy, fleshy body with his monster horsecock.

I could tell that he still desired me. Absolutely. He probably missed having some cushions to push into as he banged one out—missed having such a tall, pretty girl to dominate. Angie was all lanky arms and sharp elbows, though she had a cute butt.

Aiden and I held Angie like we were transporting a body, and she was almost limp in my arms. I realized that I was on the top half of a spitroast with the girl, while Aiden thrust into her cunt and split her pussy open.

She was moaning and groaning in a sleepy way—no doubt the edges of her vision going dark. She was succumbing to the utter pain and pressure inside her, splitting her walls and filling her up completely.

I knew that feeling well. It didn’t matter how big of a girl I was compared to her, pussies are generally a comparable size. Yes, I’m sure I could take more of Aiden’s cock than she could, thanks to all the practice, but she wasn’t doing too badly herself.

But the end result—the bulging belly, the whining pitch in her voice, the slobber leaking down her chin to mingle with the jizz covering her face—it was all much more dramatic and drastic with her, than it would’ve been with me.

I envied the girl, that she was able to feel Aiden’s cock so tremendously pound into her, but I also worried for her.

“P-Pump your babies into me, Aiden, pleeease!” she whined, her voice faraway. She sounded drowsy and drugged, but I knew that was simply the unbelievable fullness she felt. “Break my stupid cunt in two and breed me with all your nut batter! Fuck me into a mindless idiot!”

“I think you’re halfway there already, my dear!” Aiden chuckled. He kept thrusting. His balls swung and slapped into her bony flesh.

And I just stood there, startled, holding the upper half of her ravaged body in the air . . . aiding and abetting Aiden as he destroyed this poor girl.

I had no shame, but I was frozen stuck.

Should I, like, try to . . . help . . . somehow?

Suddenly, my brain snapped. “You can do it, Angie! I know you can take it!” I yelled. Both of my arms were tied up holding her, or else I would have patted her little head.

She was the perfect, quaint fuckdoll. A tiny cocksleeve that Aiden could burst open and use on a whim, probably throughout the day.

They were
 perfect for each other, because she was such a horny little minx that she begged for it. The way she had crawled to him, after getting her face thrashed and her belly filled with jizz . . . it had been like she was a ghostly apparition, like the girl that crawls through the TV in The Ring.


Except instead of guaranteeing your death, Angie guaranteed an orgasm from everyone involved.

Her skinny body was going limp in my arms, but then she started trembling. I looked over and saw that Aiden was incredibly deep inside her—about half of his cock protruding out of her wedged pussy.

Huge droplets of cum and juices, possibly pee, were spilling onto the carpet. The nasty smell hit my nose and I licked my lips.

He fucked her until he blew again, then he said, “Okay, okay, you can let her down. Gently.” He removed his cock from her cunt, and it gaped impossibly wide. I could see the dark entrance into her insides, almost as if Aiden had prolapsed the girl’s pussy!

She panted and heaved as she gingerly crawled over to the sofa, leaving a snail-trail of jizz in her wake. She rested her back against the foot of the couch. Her head craning back over the seat of the couch, staring up at the ceiling. She looked like she’d just run a marathon, except at the end of the marathon someone had painted her with cum.

She was incredibly sweaty, and it suddenly made sense how she stayed so thin.

A small peep came from her mouth.

Aiden and I glanced at each other with concerned looks—had he broken her for good? Screwed her stupid?

We leaned forward toward her.

“M-M-More . . .” she croaked, eyes closed.

My God, the girl is an absolute sex addict! A succubus!

My eyes widened. But Aiden’s didn’t.

“Please,” she begged in a low, raspy voice. “Keep . . . breaking me. Violate me until I’m good and passed out.”

It seemed Aiden was used to this, because he simply sighed and nodded. He pumped his softening cock a few times and it magically started to grow hard again.

I couldn’t believe that he could cum so much and then almost immediately give himself an erection. It was like he was a superhero, and insta-boners was his superpower. It was probably those massive, cum-filled alpha balls that did the trick, always needing to be emptied.

This time, he grabbed her by the ankles and started lifting her.

I gasped. “My Lord, Aiden, what are you—”

Was regular sex
 just not a part of these two’s repertoire?

He started to roll her backwards, and she just let it happen, like a backwards somersault.

Quite startlingly, he had the girl in a piledriver position—another wrestling namesake that was incredibly lewd to watch.

I twitched, cumming as I watched him lean over her, sigh heavily, and thrust his huge donkey dick into her cunt again.

It was like he was fucking an actual doll now. There was so much elasticity in her body, but she was as limp as a rubber toy.

Streams of juices were dripping down her buttcrack and bubbly little butt; down her back and into her hair some more. The whole carpeted floor seemed damp with spunk residue.

I wasn’t sure how much more she could take, but I wasn’t going to stick around to see. Watching Aiden brutally fucking Angie with body-pretzel positions made me incredibly horny, but I wanted it to be me.


We’d remade our acquaintance, which was nice, but he was clearly much too preoccupied trying to pump a baby inside this little girl’s womb.

Her legs were slack in his arms, spread far apart so her body made a V, as he dipped down into her, squatting so his down-angled cock could spear into the girl’s slippery muff.

By the way she twitched and hardly moved in his arms, like a boneless worm, it was clear that she was cumming constantly. She had released her bowels and anything that could fly out of her, would.

With her head knocking into the bottom of the sofa, albeit lightly, I leaned over and realized she had passed out. And still Aiden was fucking her.

“She’s out, Aidy,” I said in a soft voice, putting a hand on his sweaty, bony shoulder.

“I know.”

“Aren’t you going to stop?” I fixed him with a dark look.

He grunted, gritting his teeth again. Clamping his eyes shut, I watched the thin lines of his neck muscles bulge.

Another goopy, gooey splurge of cum spit out of his cock and down into the girl’s womb. He filled her, bred her, and finally let her body go so she could rest peacefully on the floor.

Had I expected Aiden and Angie to be in a relationship once I saw them together? Yes. Had I expected their relationship to be so lewd and dramatic and filthy? Not by a long shot.

Angie surprised me. She was able to take a whole lot of punishment.

But so was I.

Aiden turned to me and said, “I . . . think I need a nap.” Then he plopped down on the couch and curled up, just above Angie, who was still prone on the floor.

I nodded, sighing again. The front of my jeans were soaked. I had jizzed myself, but I hadn’t gotten what I came here for . . . no . . . that
 was still sitting within arm’s reach, blithely resting like a huge baguette loaf in the boy’s lap, twisting like a soft, meaty snake, ready to strike.

His cock was red and floppy, and it looked overused. Aiden had forced it into some strange, awkward positions, after all.

I put my hands on my hips. “I’ll . . . let you rest, then.” It pained me to say the words.

I turned to leave, seeing that Aiden’s eyes were closed. He had probably already fallen asleep.

Disappointed, I started walking to the door. Even I
 wasn’t reckless enough to try to force Aiden Donohue to bang me, not after the show he’d just put on and the acrobatics he’d done.

I would have my chance again, and this concert had been quite entertaining, to say the least.

When I reached the door and touched the handle, I heard his voice.

“C-Cari, I’m glad you’re back. Don’t . . . worry, we’ll have our chance.” He sounded oh-so tired and sleepy, like he was talking in a dream.

But when I looked over my shoulder and gave him a sad smile, his dark piercing eyes were staring straight at me, and he had a skewed grin on his face.

Was he saying all that just because Angie was now asleep? I mean, just because he didn’t have a monogamous relationship with me, didn’t mean he didn’t have one with Angie . . .

People change.

But then he continued.

“Professor Carlson is throwing a party soon. We’re invited.”

I cocked my head to the side. “We?”


He nodded, curling up tighter, into a little big-dicked ball on the sofa. “I’m sure he’d love to see you . . .”

He trailed off, closing his eyes again.

I scratched the back of my head.

Brock Carlson . . . my former dom and professor. Boy, could that man really grind my gears and turn me into a heaping, leaking mess.

I remembered the first time Brock had invited me to his house, when I’d brought Aiden along. Professor C had treated us both like his pets—especially Aiden, who was cucked and fucked right in front of me. He had been a little femmy bitchboy back then, but it seemed in these few short months, Aiden had changed.

Was I responsible for this newfound confidence and swagger?

As if to confirm my suspicions, he spoke once more, eyes still closed.

“Only this time,” he said, “it’ll be a lot . . . different.”

“H-How so?”

“You’ll see. Just come, please, Cari. I have . . . uh, a bit more clout
 than I did back in the day.”

With that, I left Aiden’s house, my curiosity piqued. I’d forgotten about Steph over the past couple hours, and I felt terrible about it. I wondered if I could bring her along to this shindig at the professor’s house. Or, if I could . . . that I should.


Finally getting into my Uber, hiding the front of my blackened pants with my hands, I watched the world whirl by in the window, and couldn’t stop thinking about Aiden’s parting words.

What kind of clout do you have these days, Aiden Donohue? What have I been missing out on?

Whatever it is . . . I’m excited to be yours again . . .
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Chapter One


I
left Aiden’s house feeling horny as hell.

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

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

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

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

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

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

And boy, did she ever.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

There was a silver lining, however.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My legs started to wobble.

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

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

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


I
 need something to feel this greedy hole of mine!


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

“Oh God, C-Car—”

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

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

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

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

And I was right.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I was far from it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Smack-smack-smack—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

I remained confused.

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

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

I shoved my ass back at her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s that, my sweet honey badger?”

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I gulped. “You.”

His smile disappeared, but there was a sense of want tugging at the sides of his lips. He whispered, “Good. Go inside, then, and make yourself comfortable . . . my pet.”

[image: ]



BROCK’S TONE PRACTICALLY
 shook me to my core. I felt wobbly-kneed as I took Steph’s arm, nodded to him, and walked into the house. Just like that, the confidence and swagger that I prided myself on was stripped away. It was crazy to think that he still had this kind of power over me.

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

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

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

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

Brock’s harem.

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

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

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

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

Hell, maybe they had.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Quirking my eyebrow, I waited.

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

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

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

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

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


Your pets, you mean,
 I thought.

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My brows gathered together.

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

And harlots, you forget, dear professor.

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I think I just might.”

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

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

Uh oh, that happened quickly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He shrugged. “Oh, nothing.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Aiden.

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

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

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

I moaned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I also wasn’t wearing any panties.

Whoops.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You love it.”

My voice was a drawl. “I doooo!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

Poor Angie.

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

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

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

That’s how it felt, anyway.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Hell, maybe I can escape now.

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

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

Whelp, there goes that idea.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Aiden fucked you in the bathroom.”

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

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

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

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

“R-Really?”

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

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

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

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

I nodded. “I do.”

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

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

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

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

Tilting my head again, I frowned.

What the hell does she mean by that?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was envious of the screaming girly boy underneath him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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


How can I ever
 beat that!


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She looked at me imploringly.

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

“Like you.”

I nodded sadly. “And Kitt.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They both moaned.

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

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

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

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

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

I was fingerblasting myself relentlessly now.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I loved being back in San Diego.

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

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

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

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

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

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

But for now, I just wanted to keep tonguing Aiden’s asshole, to manifest my dominance and show everyone in the room that this big-dicked little devilboy was mine!
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Chapter One


T
he steam level at Professor Brock Carlson’s little “dinner party” shindig quickly unraveled into something out of a depraved porno.

Maybe someone had spiked the punch? Or maybe this was just a way for the horny young men and women to take out their frustrations, aggressions, and hormones, in a somewhat safe space. In a place that nurtured the lewd and downright dirty dispositions of practically everyone at the dinner.

Because the fact was, while no one at the party had known what to expect when arriving, deep in their minds, I was certain that they all wanted it to devolve into mass copulation and fuckery. Professor C practically guaranteed that this was the case, since it seemed there had only been one prerequisite for showing up: everyone here had had some sort of sexual relationship with the professor.

And these were his students,
 for crying out loud, which meant that everyone here was already a little bit on the perverted side. These were college kids who would go on to become lawyers and doctors and salespeople and nuns—okay, maybe nuns would be left out of the job lists—and they all had wanted to get a taste of the forbidden fruit before they moved on with their lives.

These were early twenty-somethings that wanted to live life to the fullest, to toss away responsibilities and obligations for a while, and just get down and dirty with one another.

This was my philosophy that brought these urgent, eager sluts together. We all shared a common goal here—to fuck and get fucked senseless.

For me, it had quickly started during dinner. After the professor made the announcement about his imminent retirement, and after I’d shared a conversation with a cute little twink named Kitt, I had retreated to the restroom to calm myself down. I had only just splashed some water on my face when Aiden Donohue, the huge-cocked gloryhole bandit of legend, slunk into the bathroom and railed me up against the countertop. He pulled my dress down and groped my fat tits, then hiked my dress up, thighfucked me, and skewered me on his huge fuckrod.

He left the bathroom before me, and after composing myself a bit, with the boy’s cum trickling down my legs, he had seemingly vanished from the house. But my wildest dreams had come true in the few minutes I’d been gone from the dinner party, as if Professor C had flipped the horny switch once I’d left the table.

House music was blasting in the main room. Boys and girls were making out on the dance floor, grinding against each other, looking like a bunch of pill poppers on too much molly. A couple had even stretched out on the goddamn tabletop from our abandoned dinner—right out in the open—and were fucking like rabbits, making the china and silverware shake, rattle, and roll.

My friend Angela, who had arrived with Aiden, informed me that she wasn’t sad that I’d fucked Aiden, and then she pulled me along the hallway to show me why. Opening a door into a sex-smelling room, we both watched as Aiden pounded that little femme from before, Kitt, into absolute submission on top of a bed.

Aiden had the girly boy pinned down, asshole stretched to its limits, body bouncing on the bed. He pelted his giant nuts into Kitt’s big jiggling booty, and smashed his sack against the twink’s little raisin-pouch.

I watched in awesome fascination, before running over and planting my face firmly in Aiden’s ass, so he could sit on me like a throne as I tongued his butthole and balls and he battered poor Kitt and finished the sissy off, turning him into a ragged, moaning cumdoll.

What Angela was trying to show me was that her “relationship” with Aiden was much more vague than she’d let on. It was open, and while I imagined that Angie wasn’t getting any other dick around town, it was clear that Aiden had no qualms about sowing his seed inside any warm hole that he could find, whether those holes belonged to a boy, girl, or someone in between.

Meanwhile, there were other closed doors in the hallway, snaking off in either direction. I could hear loud moans, creaking beds, pounding walls, and all the signs you envisioned coming from rough sex. My roommate Steph, who had been making out with a girl on the dance floor, retreated into a room with her new lover in tow, smiles on their dazed, drunken faces.

Knowing how well Steph could pleasure a woman—I had been the thankful recipient of a massive dicking from one of the girl’s many strap-ons—I knew that the innocent face of Steph’s young lover would soon be twisted in a grimace of shock, awe, and violent orgasms. I hoped that Steph would make the girl skirt the line between pain and pleasure, before they both erupted in climactic bliss together.

In fact, I sort of wanted to join them . . .

But a more pressing matter was finding out what had happened to Professor C—where had the dominant older man crept off to, and with whom? He was gone from his own house, apparently, as he had not been in the main dancing room or the dining room when I’d come back to the party. A few other boys and girls had also disappeared.

I knew he was probably behind one of these doors, but I didn’t want to just start banging on doors and bursting them open like the FBI . . .

Or did I?

Despite most of the people here not giving a single fuck about the voyeuristic and exhibitionist tendencies of the majority of the partygoers, the ones behind closed doors seemingly wanted to keep things a bit more private . . . or exclusive . . .

As I sauntered out of the bedroom with a glazed look in my eyes, ping-ponging off the walls as my mind slowly settled from the facesitting I’d received from Aiden, I put a hand on the nearest doorknob.

“W-What are you doing, Cari?” Angela asked meekly from behind me.

“Trying to find the professor. I want to see what he’s getting up to.”

I looked over my shoulder and saw she was frowning. Just moments ago, her fingers had been lodged inside her pussy as she screamed and creamed herself while watching Aiden, myself, and Kitt, so I’m not sure what she was so bummed about.

“What is it?”

“Do you really want to barge in on these people? It sounds like they’re in the heat of the moment.”

I sighed. “I’d thought about that . . . but decided I don’t care.”

Aiden stepped out of the bedroom, wearing only the undergarment T-shirt of his tailored suit. He was bottomless, which meant his huge flaccid cock flapped in the wind unbidden, swinging around like a python hanging from a tree branch. His floppy donkey dick nearly reached his knees, and it was wet and glistening, oozing strands of precum that dripped down to the floor.

My eyes widened as I took in the confident sight of the short young man. I found myself backing into the door behind me as he approached, a smug smirk on his face.

“Cari, you giant slut, were you about to barge into that room and disrupt those poor fuckers?” he asked. His tone was somewhat dark and condescending, which I wasn’t used to from the hung femboy.

I nodded hurriedly, unable to speak due to the sight of him—so slender and small, and yet so big and gruff. The contrast of sizes was an absolute turn-on, because it was so different than anyone else I’d ever met. Even Kitt, who had been skinny and slight like Aiden, had the sort of cock I’d imagined from such a little guy—small, cute, and dinky. But not Aiden . . .

Unconcerned with my hesitance and surprised face, the boy turned to his girlfriend, Angela. Her face was bright red with embarrassment, but her eyes couldn’t keep from straying to the massive package between Aiden’s skinny legs.

Aiden leaned forward and pecked Angela on the lips, which ignited a surge of jealousy within me, even as Angie closed her eyes and tried to pull Aiden closer.

But he quickly spurned her, turning away and continuing down the hall.

“W-Where are you going?” I asked, watching his cute little butt wobble as he marched down the hall like he owned the place.

“You forget,” he called over his shoulder, “we already know where Professor Carlson’s room is, Cari. Or did you just want to impose on those poor people to see if they were as nasty as you?”

I blushed furiously and stutter-stepped in his direction, realizing that he was correct. I did already know where Brock’s master bedroom was, I’d just forgotten in the midst of my foggy haze.

Or had I?

Maybe Aiden was right. Maybe I really did just want to bust all these doors down and watch my peers—the other students at my college—going through the lovemaking motions. Maybe I just wanted to see how big the competition was, how naughty they were, and if they held a candle to my lewdness. Did the girls that Professor C fucked have my huge tits? Did they have big swinging hips, my giant ass? My sassiness? Did the boys compare favorably to Aiden’s oversized endowment? Were they gentle like a panda bear, or aggressive like a grizzly bear? 

I was curious about all of it.

Instead, so as not to further embarrass myself, I continued down the hall in Aiden’s shadow, heading toward the doorway at the end—toward Professor Carlson’s master bedroom.
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I SHOULD HAVE EXPECTED
 nothing less, and yet it was still quite a shock to see what sort of shenanigans Brock Carlson was getting into in his bedroom.

Professor C was the only man in a sea of naked women. One blonde girl was lying on her back, legs dangling off the edge of the bed, totally used and soaked in sweat. Her legs were spread apart, her pussy stretched and leaking cum, and her perky little tits rose and fell with her shallow breathing.

Brock sat next to the woman on the edge of the bed, feet firmly planted on the ground. His powerful legs were taut, rippled with muscle as he bounced a girl on his cock, one arm wrapped around her waist to hug her against his strong abs, the other hand tugging her head back by her brunette ponytail as she rode him cowgirl. With her head being pulled, she let out rasping moans while being forced to stare up at the ceiling.

A third girl was on her knees between Brock’s legs, licking his balls and the girl’s asscrack, probably forced to act as their pet. I knew that feeling all too well.

When Brock heard the door open, he continued to rock the brunette on his thick meatstick, but he slowed his pace. His head popped up from over the girl’s shoulder, a pleased expression on his gristly, chiseled face.

Smiling directly at me, he said, “Ah, Cari Morrison, my favorite student! I was wondering when you’d find me.” His smile lingered as his eyes moved to the half-naked femboy beside me, and the boy’s giant limp dick that was beginning to twitch between his legs. “Oh, you had to get a taste of the little boy’s beefy slab before you found me, I see.”

I flushed, thinking back on the bedroom scene of Aiden dominating Kitt. “No,” I said, then remembered the bathroom episode that sparked this whole shebang, when Aiden had doggy-style fucked me while I watched us in the mirror. “Uh, well, yes . . .”

Seeing as that I was clearly confused, Brock squinted at Angela, hiding in mine and Aiden’s shadows behind us. “And who is that shy girl behind you two?”

Entering the room, I stepped aside. “You don’t remember Angela Friedman? You should—she was one of the top grades in your class . . .”

The girl twiddled her thumbs in front of her, staring down with her face as ripe as a tomato. Brock was having this easy conversation while in the middle of bouncing a girl on his lap, and he seemed unlabored and full of energy. It was a testament to his endurance, but it was also probably embarrassing for Angie to see her professor in this compromised position.

Poor girl.

“Right, right,” he said. He grunted and slammed the girl on his lap as hard as he could, releasing his hold on her ponytail so her head snapped back up. She moaned as her big butt smacked loudly on top of Brock’s thighs. Trembling, she reached out and rested her hands on Brock’s shoulders.

“D-Daddy . . . why’d you stop?” she asked innocently.

The professor scowled at her. “Didn’t you just hear me, my little hussy? My favorite student has arrived.”

“So . . . ?”

Brock’s frown grew on his face. “So it means get the fuck off my cock. Go find another cock to tease—believe me, there are plenty.”

The young woman gasped, shocked at his outburst. He slapped her ass and then lifted her with his powerful arms, flexing. His hard cock drew out of her and leaned over against his hairy thigh.

The girl folded her arms on her chest. She hadn’t even bothered to turn to look at the three of us standing in the doorway. “But I want your
 dick, daddy! You promised me.”

“And you’ve had it. I hope it was everything you remembered—”

“I only came twice!”

Brock abruptly jumped to his feet, towering over the poor girl. His cock bounced, swaying in the air like a doorstopper. His ripped body clenched, the muscles and tendons and veins standing on edge.

The girl shrank back, afraid that he might slap her. I put a hand to my mouth, worried for the same reason. I couldn’t imagine the professor ever doing something like that, but he did seem unreasonably angry at her talking back.

Brock was dominant and rough, but he wasn’t a woman beater, as far as I knew . . .

Sure enough, Brock relaxed within seconds, his knotted fists opening and relaxing at his sides. “And you should be happy with the orgasms I gave you, girl.”

The woman pouted, then spun around. Her face was a mask of anger and sorrow as she passed me, roughly elbowing me out of the way, and scowled at Aiden. Then her eyes fell to his hung dick and widened at the sight. Choking on her own spit, she hurried out of the door, still naked. 

“Get up, come on,” Brock said, motioning with his hands to the other two. The girl who had been crouched between his legs started to stand, and Brock put his hand on her head, patting her. “No, no, my sweet. Crawl out of here on all fours. Find your next mate and let them fuck you like a mare, yes?”

The girl nodded. “Y-Yes, sir.”

I felt bad at her being debased and patronized like this, but I knew the power of Brock’s words . . . he could convince me to do anything, too. And sure enough, she crawled between Aiden and I and disappeared into the hallway, her face full of shame.

The third girl, Brock had to physically lift from her back on the bed. She was still dazed and seemed drunk. She wobbled to her feet, unbalanced, and a spurt of cum burped out of her pussy as she stood. “S-Sorry, daddy.”

Brock ran a soft, tender finger down her cheek. Apparently, she had been the first one that the professor had taken care of. “Don’t be sorry, my sweet. We’ve had our fun, but I have to fulfill the others, you see?”

She nodded solemnly.

“I’ll see you soon, Jessica.” His voice was soft and purring with her, and I desperately wanted that for myself. It turned me on, making me wet as a rolling sensation went through my body. I remembered Jessica as being the girl from the dinner table who had responded to Brock’s retirement announcement with, “But you’re our favorite!”

Clearly, Brock enjoyed her, too.

But within seconds, she was through the door, and then it was just us three—me, Aiden, Angela.

Brock plopped back down on the edge of the bed, stroked his girthy cock until it was at full-mast, and smiled at us. “Now, where were we?” he asked with a smile.

I took a step forward—

He put a hand out to stop me, and like a magic trick I was frozen in place.

Frowning, I furrowed my eyebrows. “B-But, you just said—”

“That you’re my favorite? I know what I said. And you will all get a chance, Cari, but first . . .”

He trailed off, his steely eyes leveling at my sides, to the two smaller people surrounding me. Then his lips curled.

“Aiden, boy, your big cock looks oversexed. Can you get it up?”

Aiden crossed his skinny arms over his chest, scoffing. “I can always get it up, Professor.”

“I thought so,” Brock said, enjoying the boy’s confidence. “Then step forward and show me . . .”

The indifferent attitude that Aiden had showed was washed away in an instant. His arms fell to his sides, his indignant face falling slack, and he simply nodded. “O-Okay . . .”

Like a zombie—just how I would have done it—he slowly meandered toward the professor and his large shaft.
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Chapter Two


P
rofessor C slapped the tops of his thighs with both hands, and I eagerly watched the muscles clench and the flesh jiggle. “Come on, brat,” he said to Aiden, “come sit on daddy’s lap.”

Aiden was in a trance. He simply nodded, eyes wide, and said, “Yes, master.”

The femboy walked between Brock’s muscled legs and was about to lift himself up to straddle the professor when Brock clicked his tongue. “Nuh-uh,” he said, waving a finger. “Reverse. Don’t you want to let your friends see your huge cock flopping wildly in the air?”

Aiden gulped and nodded. “Of course, daddy.”

“Of course,” Brock echoed. He licked his lips as Aiden turned around, facing me and Angie with a helpless look on his cute face. The femboy’s eyebrows were angled on his forehead, almost like he was sad that he was succumbing to the professor’s needs so easily.

Brock put his large man-hands on Aiden’s slender sides and then pulled his T-shirt over the boy’s head, so Aiden was completely naked. Sending his pale, nude body made his incredible size even more alarming, especially contrasted next to the beefy, toned body of the masculine professor and his more reasonable cock. And the professor had a big dick, too—nice and thick and juicy—but Aiden was just a ridiculously large boy.

Despite having an enormous bitch-breaker that he could use to dominate anyone he wished, Aiden wasn’t immune to domination himself. Actually, I knew firsthand that he enjoyed being controlled and topped, because I’d done it to him . . .

The femme backed up into Brock’s nutsack and then he was being lifted in the air. He spread his legs so he could straddle Brock’s larger thighs, and he had to stretch to even get around those bulky, muscled legs.

Professor C lowered him onto his thick, erect dick and Aiden let out a coo, his face reddening as the thick penis tickled his asshole and then plunged into his anus.

As it breached the boy’s tight hole, I saw all the fight go out of Aiden. Where he had been tense before, now he let himself deflate, relaxing on that large cock and letting the professor do his worst. He slid down the length of Brock’s shaft, and before long the shadow of the professor’s cock had disappeared completely inside Aiden’s bum.

He had a small butt—despite his giant package—so it amazed me that he could stuff so much cock inside there. I found myself sinking my teeth into my bottom lip, and I couldn’t help but reach down and tear my dress aside so I could start fingering myself.

I slid two fingers inside my wet pussy and rubbed my clit with the heel of my palm. My moans matched Aiden’s as the professor started moving the femboy on top of his cock, up and down.

“God, you little brat, are you trying to rip my dick off?!?” Brock growled.

Aiden’s breath caught in his throat. His voice lilted from the motion of sliding up and down Brock’s cock. “W-What, daddy?”

“The walls of your ass are clutching so tightly to my shaft! It’s such a crammed space!”

As the professor grunted, his hands placed on Aiden’s slender waist, I watched the pleasure overtake the femboy’s features. He melted back into Brock and let his mouth drop open, so his tongue could freely taste the air and savor the scent of the masculine man underneath him.

The professor started moving Aiden faster on his lap, until the boy’s limp cock was bouncing up and down. His nuts weightily jumped in the air, bouncing around with his penis.

“Y-Your crushing my prostate so hard, daddy! Oww, it feels so good!”

Brock grunted like an animal. He rested his chin on Aiden’s shoulder, letting the boy’s curly black hair fall over his forehead. Then he hugged the boy with both arms, tightly bringing him back, and started pumping his hips from below. The bed creaked as the man’s hairy thighs lifted off the bed to sink his cock deep into Aiden’s asshole.

The entire time, Angie and I simply stood in the doorway and watched. Angela had had the presence of mind to close the door, but neither of us made a move. I glanced over and saw that she was fingerblasting herself, too, taking after me. She had waiting until I sunk my fingers knuckles-deep in my cunt before joining me, because she didn’t have the kind of depraved relationship with the professor that I did.

“Pleasure your little friend, slut!” Brock called out. He was grinding his teeth together as he kicked up into Aiden’s ass tunnel and hilted his wide cock on the boy’s puffy anus.

No one was sure who he was talking to, so I took the initiative. I walked over to Angie and abruptly pulled the top of her dress down, revealing her small tits. She yelped, but didn’t resist.

With one hand, I massaged her breast, squeezing and molding it to my fingers. With the other, I continued fingering myself, while I stood over the girl, peering above her shoulder directly into the professor’s eyes. We locked stares and I smirked.

It was clear who the two dominant ones in this room were, and I could  tell that Aiden was just an appetizer for him.

I would be the main course.

But watching the femboy’s huge cock flop around like an errant helicopter sent me in a lustful frenzy. The harder that Brock pounded his ass, the harder the boy was getting. His cock was beginning to rise from his body, lifting from between his legs as his sphincter was smashed.

The big meatloaf grew thicker and longer, until it curved upward and bobbed in the air, veiny and stiff. Aiden’s hands were pinned to his arms by Brock’s dominant hold on him. He could only watch helplessly as his dick levered up and down in front of him, until it was nearly smacking him in the stomach.

“Oh, master, d-daddy, you’re turning me into a girl! Your cock feels so good controlling my asshole!” he yelled.

Brock snorted. His hands reached down and cupped the bottoms of Aiden’s thighs, giving the twink a bit more mobility on his lap. He scoffed, “I’m guessing you’ve met Kitt? Then you’ll know that turning cute boys into cute girls is a particular hobby of mine, you subby little bitch!”

With that, he abruptly flew back toward the top of the bed, reclining onto his back and pulling Aiden with him. He growled as Aiden yipped like a dog that had just had its tail stepped on.

I gasped.

The new angle was even more obscene—Professor C completely on his back, with Aiden on top of him facing the ceiling. The trap’s legs were yanked up until his feet were nearly touching his ears. Thank God the boy was so flexible, or else he would have been in a ton of pain.

But Aiden took the abrupt position switch with aplomb, and his yelp of surprise turned into a moan of ecstatic delight. His feet were kicking near his head. His giant cockslab was literally waving in the air in a 180-degree arc like a windshield wiper, smacking him on the belly and then swinging out toward his thighs as he was juggled on top of Brock’s girthy shaft.

The professor had Aiden in a prone, reverse cowgirl full-nelson, if it had to have a name. From my angle, when they both flew backwards, I could now see the deep penetration of Brock’s broad cock inside Aiden’s tiny butthole, and the incredible stretching that he was subjecting the boy to.

My fingers slowed on Angie’s chest. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the bed, and it was taking up my entire sense of concentration. I felt like a dumb slut, just watching with a gaping jaw and bulging eyes.

The tiptoes of Brock’s feet were still on the ground, since he was tall, and he was using the balls of his feet to push up and down, driving his dick deep into Aiden’s asshole before sliding it out halfway.

I could see the jumping of the professor’s nuts, as they collided with Aiden’s low-hangers, smacking off each other with loud, fleshy claps.

Precum was spurting from Aiden’s cockhead and I knew it wouldn’t be long—

“Graaagh!” Brock yelled wildly, squeezing hard on Aiden’s thighs with his arm-bar. The boy made a lolling sound with his flapping tongue, a staccato uh-uh-uh-uh
 in rapid succession. 

Then his gargantuan cock, which swung in the air like the centerpiece of a human statue built for erotic needs, it seemed to grow bigger. It throbbed and pulsed, the veins protruding. His heavy ballsack tightened up against the curve of his little buttocks.

Still waving wildly, his cock expunged ropes of cum, sending the thick, lumpy spunk flying into the air like a Doppler machine reading. The white milk surged into the air, and due to his swinging dick, it rained down like a Jackson Pollock splatter. Except Aiden was the canvas here, and the fountain of jizz simply showered his own body, landing on his legs and neck and face, even in the back of his throat as a wad dipped into his opened mouth. Some of it even landed on me, the creamy ejaculation being flung into the air forward. Some of it landed on the ceiling, it shot so high and mightily.

He choked on his own spunk as he came, and Brock was still blasting into him just as harshly as before. The bed was shaking and trembling, creaking like nothing else. The professor let out another howl, this time as I saw his own thick shaft broaden and pulse as it ruined Aiden’s insides.

He came inside the boy’s butthole in a furious snarl, hilting his cock one last time to the base of his shaft before exploding deep inside him. He smooshed his dick upwards against Aiden’s buttcheeks, their heavy balls rubbing together.

I was shocked that Aiden could take the whole big thing, but he didn’t complain—he only seemed to give another small orgasmic spurt. 

Moments later, after the intense orgasm, Brock pushed Aiden off of him. They were both panting and heaving as Aiden rolled onto his side and let the cum trickle from his gaping anus.

I came with a twitch. The sight of the femboy and the macho man spewing their juicy nectar all over the place drove me wild. From my fondling of her breasts, Angie also climaxed.

It all happened in about twenty seconds, like a domino effect that started with Aiden’s dripping, spewing dicktip, forcing that jizz into the air to rain down on us like boy-bombs.

I sat down on a nearby chair, collecting myself.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Brock growled at me.

My heart raced. “N-Nowhere!”

“Get up. You’re going to help us.”

I jumped up, despite my aching chest and damp pussy. My legs wobbled as I stood. “Yes, sir. How so?”

Brock reached blindly to his side, staring up at the ceiling, until he had a firm hand on Aiden’s buttcheek. He spanked the boy, then flipped him over to his stomach.

With Aiden facedown and ass up, and almost comatose from the rough anal sex he’d just endured, the boy groaned but gave no resistance against the much stronger man.

Brock went on his hands and knees for a moment, hopping on the bed like a rabid animal, until he was positioned behind Aiden’s butt. He rested both palms on those tiny cheeks, then spread them apart and smiled at his handiwork—at the river of cum still leaking out of his tender anus.

“Get on the bed,” Brock demanded, his harsh words directed at me. “In the same position I was just in.”

I gulped, hesitating.

“Don’t worry, we’re going to have a little fun . . .”


[image: ]


Chapter Three


M
y eyes widened as the huge shadow descended over my face. This was just absurd, but Professor Carlson had a way of making people do whatever he wanted. He had an absolutely commanding presence.

Currently, he had his thick cock shoved back into Aiden’s asshole. The boy was groaning, his eyes half-lidded as he crawled forward on his hands and knees, while speared through the bum.

I was laying flat on my back, legs off the edge of the bed. As Brock guided Aiden forward, the femboy slowly scurried over me, straddling the top of my body with the top of his, in a sixty-nine position. He drooled on my face, his mouth agape. His large floppy cock dragged over my hair, then my forehead, then my nose and mouth. It smelled like man-sweat and cum. I wrinkled my nose as it glided over my face, then it started to get hard and lift away once more.

How these fuck buddies managed to stay hard so long, so often, was something I’d never understand. With their big tools, they should have been in porn.

Once Aiden was positioned over me, his skinny arms shaking and framing my shoulders, Brock put a hand on his back and pushed down . . . 

And the shadow of Aiden’s enormous alpha nuts descended toward my face, hurtling toward me like a comet. I could do nothing to stop it, positioned under him, and I didn’t want to do anything but feel those heavy boulders smothering me.

I stuck my tongue out at the last second, right before the satisfying plop of his ballsack. It drooped over the ridge of my nose, covered my eyes, and as he was pushed further down on top of me, it covered the entire circumference of my face. I could feel the individual testicles, oversized and gigantic on my cheeks, as they rolled around and pillowed my head.

I gagged as his scrotum dropped into my mouth, filling my facehole and making it hard to breathe. All I could see was the darkness of his smooth orbs smearing all over my face, the leathery texture of his nutsack gliding over my tongue. Behind my lids, red and yellow dots flashed as he rolled around on top of my eyes. It was stinky and sweaty and asphyxiating, but I loved every second of it. I was addicted to Aiden’s giant balls, and Brock knew it. He had put me here on purpose.

I felt something hard press against the top of my cleavage. A moment later, Aiden’s big fat dick was skewering my breasts, splitting them apart as he hotdogged my boob window.

He moved his body forward and lunged, fucking my tits in a reverse sixty-nine, while Brock commandeered the whole thing and fucked him doggy-style, leading him around like a puppet with a hand up his ass—except in this case it was the man’s thick fuckrod up his tight asshole.

The three of us were conjoined. Brock hovering over Aiden, leaning on top of him; Aiden hovering over me, screwing my tits while he smudged his nuts on my face, rolling them back and forth on my tongue, cheeks, nose, and forehead.

I was so goddamn wet, I thought I’d explode. But I needed . . . something down there . . .

As if reading my thoughts, I felt a breath of cold wind as my red dress was lifted from my legs.

Something warm and wet plopped onto my pussy lips. It was immensely satisfying, and I heard the high-pitched moaning a moment later.

Angie had come to play.

At the foot of the bed, she had crouched down between my legs, hands squeezing my flabby thighs, and now she tongued my pussy while Aiden fucked my tits, smothered my face, and was in turn getting his guts rearranged.

I started flailing my legs around Angie’s face, and it probably seemed as though I was suffocating. I was, partly, but the erotic asphyxiation was pleasant and I wasn’t in any danger of actually going under.

We repeated the back and forth motions. My body twitched as I came all over Angela’s face—who knew the girl could eat a pussy so well?

The little nerd licked her lips and rearranged her glasses, then continued dining on my cunt like it was a homemade meal. Her nose pressed against my clit, making it throb and jut out from its hood. Her tongue penetrated my vagina and prodded my walls.

I squeezed my legs around her head and brought her closer, trying my best to suffocate her.
 I hoped she was getting something out of this, besides an amazing show full of weird, odd positions and oversized dicks.

The door to the room opened. I heard Steph’s voice speaking before she stepped into the room.

“Cari are you in—”

She gasped.

“. . . here.”

The moaning and smell of spent jizz and sweaty bodies probably short-circuited her brain. I could only imagine what she thought she was looking at: four people lost in an incredible orgy, pleasuring each other in the strangest ways.

A small young lady perched between my legs, my calves wrapped around the back of her little pinhead as she gave me cunnilingus that Steph would have been proud of; A small young man doing pushups on my face, squishing his giant nutsack on me while he impaled my tits with his monstercock; an older man slapping his nuts against that boy’s ass, grunting as he anally reamed the moaning sap.

It was probably hard for Steph to tell where one body started and one body began. We were upside down, turned around, feasting on each other like we were trying our best on a Twister map.

“N-Never mind,” she croaked from the doorway. “Tracy, let’s go back to my place. I have a special dildo with your name on it.”

“C-Can we try . . . that?”
 the mystery woman asked, clearly astounded at the sight of our fornicating.

“I don’t think we have enough limbs.”

“Hmph.”

The two disappeared, but not before Steph ended with, “I’ll see you . . . back at the house, Cari? M-Maybe.” Then she closed the door behind her and was gone, leaving us to our lewd, ridiculous ways.

Aiden was the first to cum—he’d been doing so damn much of that, but he still had a lot stored up in his monstrous cum-tanks. I felt his heavy kegs constrict on my face, then deflate as he let out a loud, abrupt Gah!
 like he’d just blown a gasket.

Thick cum shot out from the bottom of my cleavage, plastering my flat tummy. Angela was caught in the crossfire, catching a spitfire load on her forehead as she munched on my pussy. The boy then collapsed on top of me.

I heard Brock’s cock slide out of him with a grotesque, wet squelch. He pushed Aiden aside, then went on his knees and leaned over me.

Grabbing the bottoms of my thighs, I found myself doing a somersault backwards. Angie’s tongue was forcefully extricated from my pussy as my legs lifted into the air, and I let my leg-lock loosen on her head.

She stared up as my backside rose into the air.

I was rolled roughly onto my shoulders and neck, and it was incredibly painful. I let out a ragged scream, then felt my legs being spread apart in the air.

I couldn’t see shit. My heavy tits fell around my face, bumping into my chin. I was looking up at the dark side of Brock’s moon—up at his taint and balls.

He hugged my pussy to his cock, standing and crouching, then penetrated my and dripped into my pussy upside down.

My eyes bulge with shock as I felt the bell-shaped ridge of his cockhead kiss the bottom of my tunnel and dive deep inside me. He straddled my shoulders and started fucking me like a primal animal, letting out inarticulate grunts and growls. His big balls slapped against my stomach.

The bed started shaking again, the frame creaking. The headboard thudded against the wall behind us.

He had me in a reverse piledriver—instead of fucking down into me from above, he was doing it but facing the opposite direction. Usually, someone piledriving a woman would be looking down into her face to gleefully see the helplessness there. As it stood, Professor C was either staring down at Angie at the foot of the bed, or the door behind her. 

His hands roughly clutched my bouncing asscheeks to get a good purchase, while his feet were surrounding my shoulders.

I came for a second or third time, the feeling overwhelming my senses and sending my body into a panicked overdrive. My shoulders and neck ached, but still Brock dicked me down senselessly, ruthlessly. My legs were in a T shape, up in the air. My back was totally scrunched and I was folded like a lawn chair.

The next time I came, after a few more hard pumps that sent his cock careening down my tunnel toward my cervix, I squirted up into the air, all over Brock’s face. Milliseconds later, the shower of lady-cum and juices rained down on top of me.

I yelled, my voice strangely high and strangled sounding. My eyes were still blurry from the massive nuts that had been hanging out on top of them. My wobbling boobs hit my face.

I felt so goddamn full, my vaginal walls clenching down on the thick shaft going into me upside down.

The professor roared, embedded his fingers deep into my buttcheeks, then unloaded inside me without a care in the world.

My slick wetness mixed with his greedy cum as he filled my tunnel and womb. At the last moment, as I felt the semen brimming me, he pulled out and shook his hard cock. Cum splattered down on my chest and tummy.

He let go of my long legs, and they took a long way to right themselves and fall backward—back over the edge of the bed.

And then it was over, and I was on my back, much like the original girl I’d spotted when first coming into this room. My stomach was rising and falling. Everyone was groaning and moaning all around me, our voices a mixture of disbelief and satisfaction.

We had all climaxed so fucking hard, so fucking often. I could barely feel my lower limbs, and my spine felt slightly out of place from being forced into that backwards piledriver position. 

We were all thrown onto the bed in a tangle of limbs and body parts. Aiden’s arm was stretched over my belly, his cock flaccid dick dangerously close to my mouth. Brock was facedown on the bed, panting and sweating. Angie hopped on and hugged me, our warm bodies mingling together. Her little arms and legs wrapped around me and she felt amazing cuddling me like a sex doll.

Our breaths came out ragged. We tried to exhale deeply, but were still too caught up in the absurdity of what we’d just done.

I don’t know if it was the best sex of my life, but it was certainly the strangest. It all started with Aiden reverse cowgirling the professor. The prone full-nelson, the reverse tittyfucking, the facesitting, the leg-lock cunnilingus, the doggy-style anal, the reverse piledriver . . . I wondered if Brock had studied the Kama Sutra
 as a young professor or student of his own. Maybe I hadn’t given the dom enough credit in the bedroom—he was amazing, to be able to orchestrate all of this.

I felt so damn tired.

“T-That was . . . intense,” I croaked, then chuckled dryly.

“. . . like camping,” Angie finished, her head buried between my slimy tits, lapping up the cum between them like a puppy.

Stupid ass puns. I made no response, but her giggling, vibrating voice felt nice against my breasts.

“I need . . . nap,” Aiden said with a raspy voice. “And some water.”

“I need some booze,” Brock said, his voice deep and gravelly. He sounded like he’d been sleeping for days, and a little rough around the edges. “And another warm hole to stuff.”

“Haven’t you done enough?” I asked, trying to look around, but finding him nowhere. The stucco ceiling was the only thing in my vision, besides the lingering chicken arm of Aiden’s. But I could hear his voice around me, permeating through my brain.

“No, my little pet slut, my succubus,” the professor drawled. “This is my last hoorah. You might be spent, but I have to service the rest of my students—it’s what they all came here for.”

“I think they’re busy enjoying each other,” I said.

“But we all know what they really want,” Brock replied.

“A big cock to impale them and bring them to oblivion,” Aiden said, sighing.

“Yes, just like you, my sissy bitch.”

“You . . . got that right.”

The sweat on my body was getting cold. As the heat of our intermingling copulation started to subside, my body began to shiver. I couldn’t stop it. Angie tightened herself around me, clinging on like a baby kangaroo, but her thin frame and bony extremities didn’t provide much warmth.

Aiden hugged me as well, and I heard the professor stand up on shaky legs.

“I’ll bring you guys some water,” he said, his voice faraway. “If I get the chance.”

“I have a feeling your night is only just beginning,” I said, not bothering to look toward the door. “Your students need you, Professor C. They want you—they all came for your benefit.”

“And now they’ll cum for my benefit again.”

“Give them a nice sendoff,” I said, and then he left the room to leave the three of us in a puddle of jizz and body parts.
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Chapter Four


W
hat a goddamn debacle.

I had known this party was going to get lewd, but I’d underestimated to what extent. It was like stepping into this house sent up a barrier that barricaded all things sweet and peaceful. Here, there was only nastiness and perversion.

After Brock Carlson finally left us in peace, alone, lying on his bed while we soaked his sheets in our sweat and cum, I quickly fell asleep.

I couldn’t believe how tired I’d been. Once I closed my eye and the red and yellow dots returned, I was out before Angie could snap her fingers. I fell asleep with the girl’s face resting on my boobs. If it wasn’t for the depravity we had all displayed, it would have been cute.

I slept like the dead. No dreams, no nightmares, just utter darkness. It was a restful sleep, and by morning time I could feel the sun’s warmth on my face. It made me smile. At some point, I had repositioned myself to the top of the bed, like a proper human being, and my head was sinking into a fluffy pillow when I woke up. 

Planning my day before I even opened my eyes, I decided I would go back to Steph’s house, then sleep even longer. Maybe hit the beach later. Steph would probably be pleased that I hadn’t returned in the middle of the night, since she would’ve been fist deep in that girl Tracy’s pussy.

But my plan was ruined before it even began.

With my eyes still closed, I heard a disconcerting sound next to me. It started as a sniff, then a gag, and then a snort. The snorting continued, like a pig rutting in shit.

Furrowing my brow, I opened one eye and glanced over to my right, where the sound was coming from. Both of my eyes quickly jolted open in surprise.

Less than two feet away, the twink from the night before, Kitt, was crouched on top of someone, hugging their face with both hands like an alien trying to suck the person’s soul out of their facehole. The diminutive femboy was ranting, naked as the day he was born.

It was such a startling way to start the day, it almost made me pass out from dizziness and shock.

It was Aiden doing the snorting—Aiden being the one trapped under the femme’s embracing body. It looked like Kitt was humping a pillow, and he was moving so fast I wasn’t sure what I was seeing.

But as the blurriness left my eyes, I saw it as clear as day: Kitt was facefucking Aiden with all the speed and ferocity he could muster. His tiny two-inch dick was as hard as a little red rocket. It probed and jutted into Aiden’s mouth, parting his lips and jabbing into the roof of his mouth.

He was humping Aiden’s face so fast, his big wobbly ass was a blur, shaking and rippling wildly on top of Aiden’s chest. The crouched little trap looked like a crazy person, and the incessant, eager, pitiful sounds coming from his throat wasn’t helping.

At first, I thought Aiden might’ve still been asleep, in which case I would have helped him by smacking Kitt over the head. But then I saw my big-dicked femboy’s hands flailing at his sides, then slowly succumbing to the skullfucking. He cupped his dainty hands into Kitt’s puffy asscheeks and let the boy go to town.

If this was the way that Kitt dealt with his morning wood, I truly never wanted to be around him when he woke up. The bed started creaking and it brought a strange acid flashback from the night before, when we’d been tangled like a bunch of perverted trapeze artists.

I slowly sat up, propping my elbows on the pillow. I couldn’t turn away, despite how pathetic and obsessed this seemed.

Angela was nowhere to be found, which I thought was a good thing—she had already seen her “boyfriend” engage in way too much extracurricular activities for one lifetime.

But somehow, Aiden seemed to be . . . enjoying it. He was snorting like a hog, but down below, I saw the bedsheets rising as his massive cock sprang to life and lifted the covers into a giant tent almost a foot high.

Slowly, the covers pulled back at the sheer size of his towering penis, exposing him to the morning sun. His dick came swinging back toward his body, then smacked into Kitt’s grinding asscrack with a loud slap.

Unbeknownst to Kitt, his shaking ass was giving Aiden an excellent assjob, hotdogging up and down the length of the monolithic shaft.

I simply watched with a bemused expression. From my side angle, I could see Kitt’s tiny nuts bouncing off Aiden’s chin like so many marbles. His babydick move in a flurry of motion—

Jab-jab-jab-jab—

And Aiden snorted and snuffed the entire time as he held on for dear life, clutching Kitty’s asscheeks. He was moving the boys buttocks up and down now, gliding them over his huge boner and forcing the flesh to envelop his meatpole.

Before Kitt could cum, he slid away and down, letting that giant dick pull back as it dragged against his balls, taint, and asshole. When he was on the other side of it, the fat slab snapped back like a slingshot or a catapult, smacking hard into Aiden and jolting his entire body.

Kitt took the weapon of ass destruction in both hands and jerked it off, then kissed it and slobbered on it, rolling his tongue over the smooth edges, the cylindrical shaft, and over the protruding veins.

The tiny femboy then went lower, grabbing either of Aiden’s nuts in his palms, squeezing and pulling on them. Aiden just groaned and closed his eyes, not sure what else to do.

Kitt took that monstrous sack and put it in his lap, using the sheer size of Aiden’s satchel to his advantage, pulling on it like a drawstring.

He surrounded his wimpy dick with the huge orbs—which dwarfed his mini pecker—and started humping them, too. He laughed giddily as he fucked Aiden’s balls, greedily pumping his hips with mad abandon while he kneaded the monstersack like clay. His little wiener was basically engulfed by the alpha nuts—each testicle nearly as big as his palm. He smooshed the leathery sack around his tool and just fucked away, screwing his beloved, big-dicked femboy’s bloated sack until there wasn’t any feeling left in his cock.

“Oh my God, baby, your giant nuts are so swollen!”

“Hnngh,” Aiden croaked.

“Can I please nuzzle your sack while your big ol’ floppy cock rests on my head?”

“M-Maybe later, Kitty.”

Kitt nodded and moved up from Aiden’s balls. He took both hands and wrapped them around his shaft and Aiden’s, together. The size difference was even more striking when they were rubbing their shafts together, because his penis didn’t even come up a quarter of the length or width of Aiden’s. And considering their similar build and height, it was an alarming sight, like a monkey trying to fuck an elephant’s trunk.

But Aiden was game. I don’t know why he was letting himself just be used like a fuckdoll, but he clearly enjoyed it. When Kitt put both hands around his cock and the base of Aiden’s, touching fingertips around the two shafts, Aiden wrapped his hands around the middle and top of his own cunt-stretcher. With all four hands working in tandem, they jerked each other off, Kitt sitting on the hung femboy’s legs.

Their moans rang out next to me, ragged and sleepy.

It was already crazy enough to watch as babydick Kitty got a balljob from his boytoy, but now it seemed they were both on the verge of cumming from the mutual frottage.

“Want in on this, Cari?” Aiden asked, turning to me and winking with a grin.

My slack face just shook, my jowls jiggling. “N-No thank you, Aidy. You seem to have it covered.”

“Fair enough.” He faced Kitt again. “Get back in my mouth, boy, before you cum all over my dick.”

Kitt pouted. “B-But, I want to unload all over your nuts, hun. Can’t I watch my jizz pool in the crease between your—”

“In my mouth! Now!”

Kitt actually meowed like a cat, then jumped forward and started fucking Aiden’s face again. This time, when the massive femboy’s dick slid up to part Kitt’s asscrack apart, he pried the buttocks open with his hands.

A moment later, Kitt moaned as Aiden forced his bulbous cockhead inside the boy’s anus.

Keeping a firm grip on Kitt’s bouncing buttocks, Aiden started to power-bottom the poor femme until he was a drooling mess. While Aiden gave him excellent morning anal, he returned the favor by plunging his tiny prick in Aiden’s mouth—his cheeks hollowed out while he slobbered and sucked on the pindick.

From my profile angle, I could see that enormous penis ripping up into Kitt’s guts, and I wondered how the boy could survive such a vicious pounding with such a tight asshole. Granted, his butt was huge, but that didn’t mean his sphincter was . . . unless it had been stretched out beyond repair the night before, which was highly likely since Aiden had fucked him then, too.

The door to the room opened and my head jerked over. I felt like a slimy voyeur for the umpteenth time, but there was nothing I could do!

Angela stood in the doorway. She quickly gawked, then hid her expression as a look of content fell over her. “Wow, going at it so early, Aidy?”

“I don’t think it was his idea,” I said, peering strangely at the girl. Why did she seem so happy?

“I finally got to feel a footballer inside me, Cari. I let one of the boys from last night dick me down.” She smiled shyly.

I scratched the back of my head. “Oh, right. That was your goal all along, right? You wanted to be flung around like a ragdoll while some stud pinned you to the wall.”

She nodded profusely, then hurried into the room. While we held this normal conversation, there was lewd buttfucking and facehumping going on right next to us.

She sat on the edge of the bed.

“How was it?” I asked.

Angie’s chin jutted over to Aiden, who was currently trying to fit at least eight inches of cock inside Kitt’s stretched butthole, and he had plenty more to go. “I liked his better.”

“He’s rougher, isn’t he?”

“He can be,” she answered. “Like right now.”

I coughed lightly. “Yes, he can also be sweet.” Clearing my throat, I added, “Though I’m not sure if all that sweetness is gone by now. I haven’t seen it since I’ve been in town . . .”

Angie sighed. “I think he was just eager to bone you again, Cari. You’ll have to forgive him.”

“Will I?”

She blushed. “Er, you’re right. I won’t tell you how to think. But don’t you still . . . like him?”

I glanced over at the buttfuckers. Aiden grunted, stuffed as much of Kitt’s hole as he could, and unloaded with a fire hose of jizz up the boy’s rectum. At the same time as he got creampied, Kitt let loose inside Aiden’s screaming mouth. The screaming, coupled with the throatpie, forced watery jizz out of Aiden’s nostrils and he sputtered up the cum, coughing and hacking wildly.

“Of course I do,” I said, sighing. “As I’ve said before . . . everyone forgives a huge cock.”

She nodded. Just like that, we were talking again, and the two panting, raving femboys were tangled in each other’s arms, hugging and finishing their spunk-spurts.

“That gangbang last night was amazing,” she said in a low voice, biting her bottom lip.

I nodded. “It really was something. I wouldn’t mind doing it again . . .”

She looked at me hesitantly, her eyes big and round in her skull. Pushing her glasses up the bridge of her nose, she said, “Me too.”

I tilted my head to the side. “Oh? Did you like eating my pussy?”

She giggled, then nodded. “It was sweet. And the way you tried to strangle me with your legs . . . that was insane. I came so hard!”

I smiled. “Glad to hear it. But just know, I wouldn’t have let you pass out with your tongue jammed up my cunt. I’m not like Aiden.”

“Hey, I heard that,” the femboy said beside me, his voice somewhat muffled from all the cum coating his lips.

“Good,” I said, a bit angrily. “You shouldn’t be screwing Angela’s unconscious body, jerk.”

“N-No, no, it’s okay. I want Aidy to feel good, too. I can’t handle his size all that well yet, so sometimes I black out for a minute and let him keep going. It’s no big deal.”

I sighed. I wasn’t going to argue with her, if that’s what she really wanted, but I had the sudden urge to leave this place and never return.

Like I’d thought earlier, there was a magic force field at Professor C’s house, where the only thing you could talk about or do was hardcore sex. I needed to get out into the sun, take a shower, have some breakfast . . . do all the things normal people did. I couldn’t just be locked away for the entire winter break in a state of constant arousal, could I?

The door opened and Brock stepped inside wearing nothing but long-johns, his hanging cock pronounced between his legs, half-hard.

I sighed as he closed the door behind him, his arms falling over his chest.

Maybe I could . . .
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Chapter Five


M
y God, it was too much.

I needed salvation—freedom from these oversized cocks pounding me senseless. Yes, this coming from Cari Morrison, the size queen extraordinaire.

When I had come back into town for winter break, it was because I yearned for these salacious penises. I longed for the manly touch of my professor, the caressing hands of Aiden . . .

But this was overboard.

I had been filled and stretched to maximum capacity, screwed beyond imagining, and they weren’t done with me yet. I needed a damn break, but there was no quarter given in the house of Brock Carlson.

Of course, it felt amazing, but I was cumming like Niagara Falls! My poor pussy needed a rest!

Brock had come in hot, saying, “You know I can’t let you leave until I plug you one last time, right, Cari?”

My eyebrows jumped, my eyes bulging. Was he not seeing the crumpled mess of naked boy-limbs next to me—the femboy sandwich that was Aiden and Kitt? Had he no response to that?

No, his eyes were centered on me, those piercing buds making goose bumps crawl on my skin.

“I don’t want you to ever forget that I control all of your holes,” he said with a smirk.

How could I, when he was blasting so mercilessly into me? These people had no concept of gentle, vanilla sex. Everything was rough and tumble, with legs flying and tits jiggling, my ass swinging around and getting spanked until it was red and raw.

My stupid crow brain had long since given up. I couldn’t think about anything decent—everything was cocks, cocks, cocks. I guess this is what I deserved for seeking out my hometown doms . . .

Like most men, Professor C came to take care of his morning wood. Of course, I would be the recipient of his hard erection, which strained against the front of his long-johns as he waltzed in.

His skintight underwear left nothing to the imagination, and within seconds the undergarment was ringed around his ankles and he was stepping out of them, big dick swinging.

“For some extra sauce, I want you joining me, Aiden,” he said, creeping closer to me.

I backed up until my head thumped the headboard. “Ow.” I rubbed it.

Then Brock pounced, and I let out a short yelp before his hands were tearing my dress apart and exposing my fat tits. The jumbled out in front of me, hanging like two fat melons. His callused fingers squished and caressed my breasts, pinching my nipples and making them hard as diamonds.

I moaned. My voice was raspy and dry—it still hadn’t recovered from the night before. I could still feel the sticky jizz coating the front of my stomach where Aiden had launched his cum-blaster down the bottom of my tit window.

I put my hands on Brock’s bulging forearms, just to give them something to do, and rubbed his hairy arms up and down. My eyes sank to his cock, which was swaying in the breeze as he fondled and molested me.

He could see the helpless, pathetic expression on my face, but it only seemed to drive his hunger—his need for young flesh and warm, tight holes to expand.

With a quickness, he lifted me from the bed. I loved that he was strong enough to do that, since he was so much bigger than anyone else in the room. Most boys had trouble lifting my big ass, because I was tall and thick.

But he clutched my asscheeks like he owned them, then pressed my heavy breasts against his hard chest. Without ceremony, he dropped me on his erect cock, the thick member spearing up into me. My eyes bulged at the same time as my stomach did.

My mouth dropped open but no sound came out.

I heard Aiden spitting, and I looked over to see him lubing up his cock. He gave Kitt a pat on the head, then jumped out of bed.

Like the boy wonder that he was, the femboy was hard as a rock again. He massaged his shaft with both hands as he approached us, rounding the bed until he was behind me.

More goose bumps broke out on my skin. I was scared.

“W-Wait, Aiden,” I croaked. “Where are you gonna . . . stick that thing?”

“You know where, honey,” he said darkly. “There’s only one hole I can reach.”

“No!” I cried. “Please, it’s too big for my ass! You’ll break me in half!”

“It’ll hurt for a moment, babe, but then you’ll love it. I guarantee it.”

I was shaking my head, but his words soothed my dumb brain. Like I said, I had no control over my thoughts, and they were all deep, deep in the gutter.

Maybe he was right? Maybe I would love it. I’d never had something so huge in my asshole before, but I’d definitely stuck some fat stuff up there . . .

I felt his huge cockhead prodding, poking around down there. I couldn’t see anything, but I could feel its sheer size as it slipped around my asshole, my tight rosebud flexing against his girth.

Brock lowered me slightly, and the pang of cock jutting up into my canal sent a shiver down my spine. He was lowering me for Aiden’s benefit, because the boy was too short to reach me otherwise.

Going on his tiptoes, I heard Aiden grunt.

My eyes screwed up as he licked his palm, shined his knob one last time, and then gently eased it into my butthole. One eye went wide, one squinted, so I looked like a fucked-silly mess.

I came when he stuck it in my ass, and that was only the first two inches or so. But it felt like I was giving birth out the wrong hole, and I screamed.

“Oh my God, stop!” Angie yelled from behind us, her fingers fidgeting wildly in front of her stomach. “You’re going to break her, Aidy, she just said that!”

“Just a little . . . more . . .” he groaned, gritting his teeth together.

My asshole made a tearing sound, and I was sure I was bleeding—but it could have just been the wetness of my pussy soaking me down there. The pain was immense as he slogged on, rising up into me.

As he went deeper and deeper, I thought he was impaling me. Would it poke through my stomach, up my esophagus, and come out my goddamn mouth? Because it felt like it.

The feeling of fullness was too much for me—they really did have control of my holes, and there was nothing I could do to stop them.

Secretly, I didn’t want them to. But I wailed anyway, because my brain couldn’t think of anything else to do.

“Ugh, she still has one more hole we need to fill up, to get her to shut up,” Brock said, rolling his eyes. He bounced me on his cock a few times, and it made my voice echo and lilt like it was bouncing over a hill.

“Uhhahhh—
uhhahhh
!”

I could feel their thick tubes rubbing against each other, the shafts from my lovers separated only by the thin flesh that kept my pussy and asshole separated.

Aiden’s cock absolutely demolished my rectum. It pushed my walls to their brink, and I could only imagine how wide my asshole would be gaping once this was all done. I just hoped I wouldn’t have a prolapsed anus, because I didn’t want to be shitting pancakes for a week.

At least his sweaty, wet cock was partly lubed up, or else it truly wouldn’t have even gone in more than an inch.

“Let loose!” Aiden grunted. “Your butt’s too tight, Cari! Stop clenching!”

“I caaaan’t!”

I tried my hardest to forget that there was a baseball bat impaling my bum. A sense of numbness took over, rising up from my insides and spanning outward to my extremities.

When I finally couldn’t feel my ass, I let out a loud breath and loosened my bowels so Aiden could dig in deeper. My eyes rolled to the back of my head, and I thought I’d pass out.

I went dizzy on their cocks.

But Aiden was deep enough for some serious anal destruction, and now that they had be skewered in both holes, they could move me up and down.

My tits rubbed against Brock’s chest. I felt the seesaw pattern of their movements, and as they fell into a rhythm, feeling started to blossom back into me . . .

And it felt amazing!

Somehow, they were both digging in so damn deep that my clit was like a skittle of orgasms. My body was twitching as they bounced me on their oversized wieners, the hardness stretching and filling me out.

The separation between my butthole and pussy was nonexistent.

“G-God, they’re crammed so deep inside her!” Angela cried, a worried timbre to her voice.

Kitt was watching with wide-eyed disbelief also, and I could see that his tiny pecker was hard. He was stroking his cock in his fist, hard again—it probably didn’t take too much bloodflow to get that thing raring to go.

After I came my brains out for around ten minutes straight, they gently lowered me to the ground. Not the bed, but on all fours. Their cocks slid out with a schlorp,
 and twin rivers of jizz dribbled out of both holes.

The double penetration had been intense,
 but I had a feeling it wasn’t over.

“Look at her butthole, Professor,” Aiden said with a chuckle. “Have you ever seen something so gaped?”

Brock chuckled, and it pissed me off that they were so chummy with each other, examining my ruined, decimated anus. It felt like a black hole.

And Aiden proved that it was, because I felt something hard and knuckly going inside there. My eyes widened again and I groaned like a tired animal. I fell forward on the carpet, eyes closing, as I realized it wasn’t his wet cock sliding back into me, but rather his fingers.

All of them. In a fist.

My pussy spurt liquids all over the floor. He fisted me and laughed, saying, “Wow, I can’t believe my hole hand can fit inside there!”

“You guys are so cruel!” Angela squeaked. It was nice to have a cheerleader on my side, but she wasn’t doing much help. If anything, I was worried that they’d take their expansive dongs out on her, next, and I knew
 she wouldn’t be able to take it.

At least I could put up the façade.

Aiden’s fist went in and out my asshole, up to his wrist. It made a lewd slopping, squelching sound as it penetrated me, then fluttered as air escaped my body.

I blushed dramatically, realizing that it was sounding like I was letting out a long string of farts.

Kitt ran over, hiding his wiener in his hand. “C-Can I join?”

I groaned, and seconds later everyone was laughing again—except me and Angela.

Kitt lifted my head with both hands, clutching my cheeks like I was a prized artifact. “C-Can I use your mouth, Cari?”

I spoke out of spite, which probably wasn’t in my best interest because I had no leg to stand on—literally. “I only let hung boys use my throat as a cocksleeve, Kitty.”

He harrumphed, scowling at me.

“J-Just kidding,” I said a moment later. “Just stick your little meat in my face and I’ll drain you dry.” 

His face lit up and he jabbed his cock in my mouth. I only had to part my lips a meager amount to let him facefuck me. He was power-fucking me within seconds, just like he’d done against Aiden’s mouth.

Aiden slid under me, then reached up to suck on my hanging udders. He nibbled on my nipples and played around with my tits, which made me hotter than ever. “F-Fuck, yes, molest my huge tits, Aidy! Grope them and make them your property! They’re all yours!”

He grinned, then disappeared further beneath me. I felt his wet cockhead flicking my clit, then rubbing against my tender lips. “Go ahead, Professor, have one last crack at her asshole. I think I’ve opened it up wide enough for you.”

Brock chuckled. “You certainly have, brat. I didn’t think I’d ever have the hotdog-down-a-hallway problem.”

They all laughed. Oh, what funny fucking chums they were.

Kitt could see the disgusted look on my face, even as he rammed his cock into my mouth. He smiled down at me, patted my head, and said, “Oh, come now, Cari, you know you love it when a stud shoves a hung dick up your fat ass. I know I do!”

“Mmmph! Gawk!”

“I’ll never forget your beautiful fuckhole, Cari,” Aiden whispered to me from below. It made me blush, even as he stabbed up into me and lit my belly on fire.

Almost simultaneously, Brock shoved his cock in my ass, and then I was rocking back and forth again. At least I had a little more mobility and control, situated on my own knees and hands. But it was a cajoling—a brutal foursome where all the boys had me plugged up. I could hardly breathe, my pussy came nearly constantly, and my asshole was making that lewd gassy sound.

Angela just watched in disbelief as the boys took their time dominating me.

My brain was a dizzy wreck. Heavy balls slapped into my bum and pussy and collided together and the whole thing jumpstarted my system every time they touched my sweaty flesh.

I hadn’t even had my morning coffee yet, and here I was taking it in every orifice. I wept involuntarily, but they became happy tears.

The guys were right—eventually, I settled into their rhythm and felt nothing but the utmost pleasure. I came to realize that Professor C was telling the truth: I would miss this.

Returning back to Texas, away from my hung boys—even from tiny-dicked Kitt—it wouldn’t be the same. I would return to my classes recharged and reenergized.

I don’t know if I would take my next sabbatical in San Diego, but for now, I just needed to enjoy the abuse that my pussy, asshole, and mouth were taking.

It was an overwhelming amount of cum that eventually shot into me from every side. Kitt’s watery spurts were the weakest and cutest, and his face was adorable as he jizzed down my esophagus. He held my head hard, knocking me on the back of the skull to make sure all his cum slid down my throat, into my belly.

On the other end, the two tremendous cocks ruined me and came at the same time. The amount of thick cum roiling into my system and screwing up my insides mingled with my own powerful orgasm. Jizz shot out everywhere, spraying like a heavy downpour. The boys laughed as the fluids fountained.

Then we all watched as my belly inflated from the jizz-load. It looked like I was a couple months pregnant, and once they pulled out of me, my flabby, gaping holes unleashed their spunk like tidal waves.

He fell onto my tits, on the floor, and left them staring down at me—their used up cum-dump. Their pretty little cock-sock.

It was flattering that they all wanted me, that they kept coming back to me, out of all the girls who had slept over at Professor C’s house.

But I played dead. I couldn’t take anymore, and I needed to fall back asleep.

My morning was ruined—hell, my whole day was ruined. I probably wouldn’t walk right for a week. I was sore and aching, and my body was still twitching from the aftershocks.

I’d never known an orgy so raunchy and unrelenting. Brock Carlson certainly knew how to throw a party. But I wanted to see Steph again—she was my one saving grace from this whole place, surprisingly.

Everyone else just treated me like a cum-puppet, though there wasn’t anything wrong with that.

In the end, I knew I would return to Texas a changed woman. I think I’d had enough dick for a lifetime, so I could truly settle down and focus on my studies.

And if not . . . San Diego was a short plane ride away, and I could always return to my big-dicked loverboys, knowing that they’d welcome me with open arms and gigantic cocks.
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The End

. . . for now
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