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INTRODUCTION BIG MEN ON CAMPUS

The best thing about living in a college town is the smoking-hot college boys that descend upon it every semester. Some return to continue their studies while cruising for the next lay, while the fresh meat touch, feel and suck their way around their new world of higher education. I think of fraternity houses filled to the brim with boys. I refuse to believe that there isn’t something  going on in secret behind those bedroom doors. It’s been nine years since my own exit from university. I admit that I’ve secretly lusted after more than a few of my professors, thinking of their lips pressed against my own, among other things. I picture Clark as I write this, the adorable football jock who sat in front of me in Modern Poetry, whose dirty blond spiked hair I wanted to feel on my bare chest, or Ryan, the bookish brunet whose kisses I wanted to taste, as well as a whole plethora of boys who teased with their lithe, sweaty brawn and million-dollar smiles.

What is it about college guys that set our loins so feverishly on fire?

In this volume I have gathered some of the best writers of erotica to share their stories of hot college high jinks. Aaron Travis kicks it off in “Confessions of a College Sex Slave,” with an eager-to-please bottom boy antagonist who lusts after his sexy, demanding roommate.

The tables are turned when a professor is schooled on the ins and outs of autofellatio by a student most willing to teach in Rob Rosen’s “Self-Taught.” Neil Plakcy heats up the pages with his tale of a twinkish crew member on a rowing team who fawns over another in “Coxed.” A frat boy wannabe gets in over his head in Logan Zachary’s “Frat-napped.” If you’re as avid a fan of the collegiate kind as I am, you’re going to love the stories woven by these salacious, raunchy bards of gay erotica, so sit or lie back and enjoy. I know I did.

 

Shane Allison






CONFESSIONS OF A COLLEGE SEX SLAVE

Aaron Travis

 

 

 

 

I want to tell you about the master/slave relationship I had with my college roommate for two years.

Doug and I started rooming together off-campus during my sophomore year. Doug was a junior. This was at an East Coast Ivy League college. We had grown up in the same city, gone to the same high school and known each other as acquaintances for years. I had always admired Doug and I guess I had something of a crush on him from a distance. He was very competitive and athletic, very bright and popular. He was one of the best-looking guys I’ve ever known, tall and muscular with wavy brown hair and a superb natural physique. He also had the biggest cock I’ve ever sucked.

We ended up sharing an apartment with separate bedrooms out of mutual convenience, not friendship. Like I said, we were really just acquaintances. Friends who knew we were both looking for a roommate matched us up.

I was pretty intimidated about living with him. Doug was  way out of my league in every way. Whenever we were alone together I’d get nervous and act stupid. I knew he had me pegged as a real weenie, and he didn’t hide it. He snubbed me in lots of little ways, never inviting me along when he’d go out drinking with friends, never making any real effort to put me at ease.

Meanwhile I just kept getting more and more of a crush on him, fueled by the torture of seeing him practically naked around the apartment every day. He liked to relax wearing just a pair of tight nylon gym shorts. I could see he had a big cock. He also had the kind of perfect body you see in underwear ads—broad chest and shoulders, narrow hips, a washboard stomach. At night when he’d go out I’d lie in bed, thinking about him and masturbating.

The first time we did anything was one night when he came in pretty drunk after a date with his then-girlfriend, Dee. Dee was something of a bitch—even Doug said so. The only reason he dated her was because she looked like a fashion model and came from a rich family. Doug was always very conscious of his own high social standing, and it was important that he be seen with the “right kind” of woman.

But Dee absolutely would not put out. Apparently she wouldn’t even give him a hand-job. That night he came in tight and horny. I remember he was wearing a jacket and a tie he’d loosened around his collar. I’d been up late, reading in the living room. He sat by me on the sofa, flipped on the TV, drank a beer and made small talk. He’d never done anything even that sociable with me before. I was flattered, flustered, and very horny for him. I guess he could tell. After a while, completely out of the blue, he said: “Tom’s been telling all the guys that you suck cock. Is that right?”

Tom was another mutual acquaintance. How he could have known that I had dropped in at the tearooms on campus a few  times beginning that semester, I don’t know; maybe Doug just made it up to flush me out. I don’t remember answering, but the next thing I knew Doug had his pants unzipped and was holding his cock straight up in his fist, hard as a rock.

I was absolutely blown away. It was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen, like a true work of art. Not every cock is attractive, even big ones. But Doug’s cock was the most beautiful piece of meat I’ve ever seen, before or since. It was easily eight inches long and thick as a baseball bat, with a smooth, polished crown. By the glow of the TV set it had a marblelike shine, very sleek and smooth.

I leaned over and started sucking it. Pretty soon I was on my knees between his legs, feasting on his cock in a kind of ecstasy. He leaned back on the sofa and let me suck to my heart’s content. He came twice in my mouth, without me pulling off and without his cock getting soft.

Afterward, he said something about “good job” and went into his bedroom and closed the door.

After that, nothing really changed between us except the sex. Doug stayed just as distant as before, and there was no indication that he liked me any better than he ever had. But he was quite willing to let me suck his cock when it pleased him. We fell into a regular schedule, mainly around his dates with Dee. I guess it was less frustrating if he was already satisfied when he went out with her, because he would always have me suck him off right before he’d pick her up. Then when he’d come in later he’d have me suck him off again. The second time was usually better, for me at least, because he’d be a little tight, and he’d let loose more, getting into it and really throwing a good, hard fuck into my face. I think maybe he’d feel a little hostile about Dee not letting him get into her pants, and take it out on me. By degrees he got rougher and rougher. I never complained, and I’m  sure he could tell that I liked it. He’d intentionally make me gag, pull out his cock and slap me with it, sometimes call me names like cocksucker and bitch.

I was usually naked when I sucked him off. I could see it coming, and I’d arrange to be wearing just my robe or underwear when we’d start, and then slip them off. He’d be fully dressed before going out on a date, and I liked sucking his big cock through the fly of his dress slacks, with him standing over me in a jacket and tie while I groveled naked on the floor between his legs. When he’d come in later he’d usually strip down some, though he usually left at least his undershirt on. There was something that really excited me about being naked and subservient while he stayed dressed or casually stripped-down and fed me his cock.

If it sounds like I didn’t have much of a social life of my own, that was the case. I became more and more obsessed with Doug, and as long as he was willing to let me suck his big cock on a regular basis I had no real desire to go out looking for anything else. I never resented staying in and waiting up for him on weekend nights, knowing that he would be in later to give me what I was craving. Between Doug and a heavy academic load, I was completely busy and completely satisfied.

This situation went on all through the fall term. Things didn’t really change until after Christmas break. Holidays can always be depressing, and they’re especially confusing when you’re in college and find yourself back in a home situation away from your normal routine. I guess I was even more obsessed with Doug than I’d realized, and got very nervous and upset after not seeing him for almost a month. He’d made big plans for the holidays, going skiing with his family, and taking Dee along, while I spent a miserable time with my mother and father, bored and frustrated. (It occurs to me that Doug may have gotten horny and frustrated over the holidays, too, which would explain why things were so  volatile on both sides when we returned to school after break.)

I was dying to suck Doug off from the minute he walked into the apartment. I didn’t have the confidence to make the first move, and instead acted sullen and hurt. He ignored me, until that weekend when he had a date with Dee. Then he expected me to get down on my knees on cue. Instead, something clicked inside me and I started threatening him, saying I was going to tell Dee and all his other friends about us.

Doug got very cold. He claimed that he’d already told them, including Dee, that he suspected I was some kind of faggot, that I was a little unhinged and probably had a crush on him and the only reason he stayed with me was because he felt sorry for me. In other words, I could go ahead and tell them anything and I’d just be making a fool of myself. He also made it very clear that he didn’t give a damn about me and just considered me a convenient hole to unload in, and since I was pulling such a stunt I could forget about giving him blow jobs from then on.

He left for his date with Dee. I was miserable all night. When he came in I was waiting on the sofa, wearing my underwear. He went straight into his room and shut the door.

This went on for about a month. I was a wreck. Doug showed absolutely no signs of strain. I started believing that I meant nothing to him, or next to nothing, and he could take me or leave me. I think now that he was just manipulating me into doing what he wanted.

One night when he came in late I was in such a state that I started pleading with him, really letting it out, telling him I was in love with him. He became very surly and abusive, shoving me around (physically he was a lot stronger and heavier than me), calling me names. It was an ugly, humiliating situation. It was also charged with sex. It ended with him pushing me down on the floor and telling me to take off my underwear. He sat in  a chair across the room and told me to crawl across the carpet on my hands and knees. When I got there he made me kiss his shoes. He pulled off his belt and started slapping it against my ass. I was amazed at how much it hurt and more amazed at how much it turned me on. I remember burying my face in his crotch, only to have him pull my hair and slap my face away, telling me to beg for it. That was the first time (but far from the last) that I begged out loud to suck Doug’s cock.

He was much rougher with me that night than he’d ever been before. From then on the sex stayed just as rough. He got a kick out of making me beg. He especially seemed to like slapping me with his cock and using his belt on me.

After that night we pretty much had sex whenever he wanted it. We still did it on the nights he’d go out, but he’d also make me suck him off on a whim, when he was stepping out of the shower or just getting in from classes. Whenever Doug wanted his big, beautiful cock serviced, all he had to do was snap his fingers and I’d come crawling on my hands and knees.

We never actually slept together in the same bed. His bedroom was off-limits. Our sex was always in the living room, and afterward I’d end up alone in my own bed for the night.

When he’d have friends over it was the same as always, with me hovering uninvited in the background—just a roommate, not a friend. I began to have a recurrent fantasy, part dread and part wishfulness, that he would make me suck him off in front of his buddies.

At the end of the semester we both signed a rental agreement to share the apartment again the next fall. The afternoon he was supposed to leave for home I made special plans to be there, and I had fantasies about giving him a farewell blow job for the summer. But when I got in from my last final exam, he’d already packed and left early. He didn’t even leave me a note.

I spent a long, hot summer with my parents, working part-time. The only thing that made it bearable was knowing I’d be seeing Doug again in the fall. I managed to have some sex by hanging out at a seedy porn peep show and at some local gay bars, but nothing came along that was even remotely interesting enough to distract me from my obsession with Doug. I had his parents’ address and wrote him a couple of letters, not saying much for fear that someone else might read them. Even so, I agonized over every word, trying to let him know how much I missed him without sounding too servile. I even called a couple of times, but hung up before anyone could answer.

Doug spent the summer traveling, with one long trip to Europe with his older brother and another trip camping with his family in Utah and Arizona. The rest of the time he spent swimming and pumping weights in the gym at his folks’ country club. He never even sent me a postcard.

But urges must have been building up inside him all summer, because the day we both got back to the apartment for fall semester, something exploded. My parents dropped me off and helped carry in luggage while Doug sat leafing through a magazine on the sofa. As soon as they left, he got up, walked over and slapped me hard across the face. He told me to get out of my clothes and get on the floor where I belonged.

I remember I went hard as a rock the instant he slapped me. After that I did everything he told me to. For the first time he started working over my nipples, being extremely rough with them. I’d never had my tits played with before, and the pain was almost more than I could take. He used his belt on me, making me bend over and grab my ankles. He’d grab a fistful of my hair and pull me upright and punch me in the belly, then make me bend over while he whipped my ass some more.

That was the first time he ever fucked me. He was all ready  for it, with a jar of lubricant and some rubbers. Before he did it he put some clothespins on my nipples and a black dog collar around my neck. I was excited out of my mind. He did it first with me bent over the sofa. I’d only been fucked a couple of times before and didn’t really know how to relax, and Doug had a very big cock. It hurt like hell. Afterward he made me suck him off some more and fucked me again, using the belt on me while he did it. We had sex off and on all through the afternoon and evening. I was completely exhausted and slept until after two the next day.

Obviously, Doug had learned a few things over the summer. He eventually told me he had had an ongoing affair with a bartender at his parents’ country club, an older guy in his late twenties who had more or less become Doug’s sex slave for the summer. I remember feeling jealous and hurt about his having had something that serious with another guy, but at the same time I was on fire with excitement at the new things that Doug was doing to me.

That semester I was absolutely Doug’s slave. The sex was relentless. It was also very rough, bordering sometimes on brutal. The meaner he got, the more submissive I became. The more servile I behaved, the more encouraged he was to keep pushing me. The humiliation was not just physical. He would say embarrassing things about me to his friends while I was in the room. He treated me like his personal servant around the apartment. He never showed the least sign of weakness or vulnerability with me. He was always very cold and very demanding.

His demands became more extreme and bizarre. Unless he was expecting company, around the apartment I was allowed to wear nothing but a dog collar. Some days he would make me put a plug up my ass before I left for classes. He began to keep me in bondage at night, not only to have sex but simply for his amusement.  I remember him relaxing and watching TV or talking on the phone while I stood nude in the corner, with my hands cuffed behind me and my ankles strapped together. Occasionally he would get up for something and punch me in the belly as he walked by, or slap me across the face, or push me down and yell at me to get back up again. I lived for the nights he would fuck me or let me suck his big cock. Sometimes I would suck it for hours while he sprawled on the sofa watching bisex porn DVDs on his new flat-screen TV and I squatted on my knees between his legs with my hands cuffed behind me.

Needless to say, my grades turned to shit. And the shit hit the fan when I went home for the holidays that Christmas. My parents thought I must be doing drugs. My mother innocently suggested it might be “girl problems,” and I said, “Sure, that’s it.”

Things started changing again that spring. I was a junior. It was Doug’s senior year, and of course I was already wondering what would happen when he graduated. I had no way of knowing that it would all be over before then.

I’d had fantasies before of being made to sexually service him while some of his buddies looked on. One night something like that finally happened. One of Doug’s closest buddies, or at least the one he seemed to be spending the most time with that year, was a guy named Gene. Gene was very much in Doug’s class, the same caliber, a star athlete with a terrific body as well as good grades and money. He had black hair and looked like he’d just stepped out of an Abercrombie and Fitch ad.

One night Gene dropped over by himself. He and Doug drank beer and talked for a while in the living room. I was in my room, naked, wearing my dog collar. Doug told me to come out. I thought he was kidding, but he’d seen me only a few minutes earlier. He yelled at me again, and this time he said something like, “Get your naked butt out here, cocksucker!”

When I stepped into the room, Gene’s eyes were like saucers. Doug pulled out his cock and made me go down on him. From the way Gene talked (“You weren’t kidding, he really does it!”) I could tell Doug had told him about me and wanted to show me off. After I’d sucked him for a while, he made me suck off Gene. Gene came in my mouth after about two minutes, which was too bad because he had a very nice cock, though nowhere near as nice as Doug’s. Then Gene left in a hurry.

But Gene kept coming back. And though the two of them always used me as a bottom, fucking my face and screwing my ass, pretty soon Gene was going down on Doug, and then getting fucked by him. I remember one night, while Doug fucked Gene over the sofa, I groveled behind him and used my mouth on both of them, rimming Doug’s ass and rimming Gene’s ass as Doug plowed in and out of him, then getting underneath to suck Gene’s cock.

Doug started losing interest in me almost immediately. I wasn’t really surprised when he started fucking around with Gene, but I was shocked at how quickly he could abandon me. By the end of the term Gene was coming over almost every night, usually sleeping in the bed with Doug, and Doug wasn’t even touching me. He hardly even talked to me. It was almost as if the two years had never happened, and we were back to being bare acquaintances who just happened to share an apartment.

At the end of term Doug was very busy finishing up academic requirements and going to graduation parties, usually with Gene, who was also a senior. Once again I was left out. I tried several times to confront him, but we had never really worked out a way of talking and I got nowhere. He no longer had any interest in me sexually or physically, and that was the only way we had ever communicated. I became very quiet and depressed.

Doug had found a position with a company in New York  before he graduated. He was planning on subletting an apartment from a relative, and it seemed like Gene was going to be living with him. I kept asking Doug for the address, and he kept putting me off, until I got the idea he didn’t want me to have it. I figured I was only being paranoid, but I was tired of asking so I finally looked through his papers and found it. He packed and left with hardly a good-bye.

I was still obsessed with him. I would lie in bed for hours at night, wearing the collar, masturbating while I remembered all the things he had done to me, all the times he had put his cock in me. I wrote him a few times—not holding back but pouring my heart out—long, pleading, masochistic letters, begging him to use me again. He never answered. I tried to call, but his number was unlisted.

It took me a very long time to get over Doug, at least enough to go out and function on my own. I pulled myself together over the summer and threw myself into studying the next fall, making up for my zombielike performance my junior year. I went out and met other guys, and even found a few boyfriends. Now I’m out of school, and having about as active a sexual and social life as most gay guys my age.

I still dream about finding an experience like the one I had with Doug, but I’m not counting on it, because I don’t think I could ever again be so vulnerable and open to such an intense experience, or give myself so unreservedly to another man with no strings attached.

I still beat off thinking about him.






SELF-TAUGHT

Rob Rosen

 

 

 

 

 

I was majoring in pre-law at a Midwestern liberal arts college. My classes ran the educational gamut: political science, philosophy, English, nothing I couldn’t handle. Still, I had to take at least one science or math class in order to get my degree. Math was out; my GPA couldn’t tolerate what was sure to be a less than stellar grade. I opted, instead, for biology. I knew my ass from my elbow, so I thought I had a fair shot at it. It had been easy enough in high school, anyway.

Then again, college wasn’t high school. And asses and elbows weren’t listed on the syllabus.

Meaning, I was royally fucked, and no lube for miles.

Still, there was one saving grace: Professor Marks may have been a hard grader, but he was easy on the eyes. Tall, thin, scruffy, wearing tweed jackets, bow ties, loose-fitting slacks, horn-rimmed glasses, he was a sexy brainiac. Not that any of that helped me with my grades, which were lackluster at best, but at least I had reason to show up for class every day.

Then came midterms and I was fucked again. Hell, I was fisted, still with no lube, not even a gob of spit. My hopes for law school were in danger, my parents way pissed. But there was a saving grace, a glimmer of hope—a fickle finger of fate to loosen me up, two fingers, in fact.

One showed up in the unlikeliest of places: library stacks, archeology section, quiet bathroom. There, a guy could whack his willie in private, in between studying. A guy like me, that is. With one foot on the toilet paper dispenser, legs wide, neck arched down, the tip of my longish cock just making it into my mouth, practice made perfect. See, by my junior year, I could suck myself off, sending a stream of cum down my throat, and making it back to my books in no time flat. A nifty trick, to say the least.

That’s how I spotted it, sitting there with my jeans down to the linoleum, my dickhead throbbing in my mouth, close, so fucking close. It was in black ink: Mister Marks trades blow jobs. I shot a hefty load just thinking about it, a trickle of spunk gliding down my chin.

“Huh,” I whispered. “What’s he trade ’em for?”

And that second fated finger? Well, turned out, Mister Marks kept after-hours, tutoring. You just had to sign up and show up, twenty minutes per student. By then, I needed the help, desperately. But how does a student broach the subject of trading blow jobs without getting expelled—or having his butt kicked? Or both?

I guessed I’d have to play that one by ear.

I signed up, showing up in his office at seven, the last after-hours slot. The walls were covered in diplomas, no family snapshots. That was a good sign. Marks showed up. He was dressed casually in jeans, a button-down, short sleeves revealing hairy forearms and sinew. He smiled, got right down to business. We sat with books open, no small talk, him across from me barely  catching my eye, try as I might. The guy had stellar eyes, too, strikingly blue, dazzling under the fluorescent lighting. In truth, the one-on-one studying was helpful, though it did little for my throbbing cock.

Still, I’d get my chance.

It was two weeks until my finals. I’d had two months of tutoring. My grades had climbed. I just needed a little boost now. Time for a trade?

“You’re doing much better, Mr. Peters,” he commented at the end of our last session. He smiled, his teeth white, even. The dude obviously had a good orthodontist as a kid.

“Thanks to you,” I replied.

He shrugged, reached for his jacket. “I like my students to succeed.”

The way he said succeed, emphasis on the suck, sent my mind spinning. Yeah, I was grasping at straws. Still, it was worth it to go for broke. We’d become, if not friends, then at least friendly. “Um, I thought you should know, I saw, well, some derogatory comments about you in a bathroom in the library.” I paused, swallowed hard. “I, um, scratched them out.”

Then he paused, turning my way, jacket in hand. “Students can be cruel,” he replied, his eyes suddenly on mine, drilling down deep. “What, um, what did it say?”

I coughed, my nerves suddenly leaving me, legs trembling a bit. “Oh, nothing really. Never mind. I just, just wanted to repay you for, well, you know.” Still, I wasn’t dumb. If he could emphasize the suck, I could emphasize the repay.

We stood there like that, his small office seemingly growing smaller, the air suddenly hot, the sound of our breathing getting louder. “Thank you, Mr. Peters.”

He nodded, slightly, his eyes remaining on mine. “Still, I’m curious what my students have to say about me.”

Was he baiting me, or, as he said, just curious? In any case, my answering him now wouldn’t end up with that kicked ass. I looked down, focusing on his brown penny loafers. “It, um, said, Mister Marks trades blow jobs.” The last word came out sotto voce.

He chuckled. “What do I trade them for?”

I looked back up, echoing his laughter with my own. “I asked myself the exact same thing.”

He paused again, the stare continuing, scrutinizing me while a lemon-sized pit formed in my stomach. “And what did you come up with?”

Emphasis on the come. Not imagined this time. His voice was tinged with something now, a nervousness, an edge. “Better grades, I’d imagine, sir,” I replied. This time, I stared back at him, eye to eye, muddy brown on dazzling blue.

He laughed again shortly. “That would have to be one hell of a blow job, Mr. Peters.”

My head began to swim, the sound of his wall clock nearly deafening. “Guess so,” I replied, a spasm to my smile, a lone bead of sweat forming on my brow. “Too bad.”

Then, quick as a wink, “Too bad, what? That I don’t, or you don’t?”

I sat back down, the terror forming in my chest almost unbearable. “Oh, I, um, I’ve never, well, given one.” And then, strangely, I relaxed, regrouped. “I mean, to anyone other than myself.”

He returned his jacket to the rack. Bing-fucking-o. “To yourself?”

I blushed, a flash of crimson spreading across my cheeks. “Sure. Not too difficult.”

“Trust me, Mr. Peters, if such was the case, every man would be doing it. And bragging about it.”

Again I looked up at him, my knees bouncing in place, my voice catching in my throat. “You’ve never tried to, well…you know?”

He scratched his head, clearly thinking of his next move. This was difficult ground; he had to tread lightly. “Maybe in my younger days. Just to see if I could.”

“And?”

His smile returned, big and bright and glorious. “Not even close.”

I laughed. “Just takes some practice.” Hesitating, holding my knees still, I added, “I could, um, show you how. I mean, look at all you’ve taught me; it’s the least I can do.”

He shook his head, curly hair, shoulder length, moving from side to side. “That wouldn’t be appropriate, Mr. Peters.”

I stood, now an inch in front of him. “Yeah, you’re right, sir. Sorry.” I moved to the door, my hand reaching out, not inadvertently brushing the front of his jeans, the bulge obvious. I glanced back up. “You could just watch, though. No trading. Nothing wrong with that. A teaching thing.”

His breathing became erratic. He blinked, once, twice. Then came a short raspy, “Okay.”

“Okay?”

“Something new.” He nodded. “Fine, let’s see this talent of yours, Mr. Peters.”

Again I reached for the doorknob, but only to lock it. Then I moved away, a space of about two feet forming between us, enough for him to watch and for me to undress. I kicked off my sneakers, placing them neatly by the door, joining them with my socks. He watched, in silence. I continued, also without a word, yanking my T-shirt out of my jeans and then off, folding it and placing it atop my shoes and socks. I moved methodically, clinically, my heart pounding. The belt was unbuckled, the jeans slid  down, off, folded as well. Then it was just me and my boxers, the tenting noticeable. He stood there, arms akimbo, waiting for the crescendo. I nodded, gulped, and slid down my underwear, my cock springing out, swaying as I set the final article on the floor.

I sat in the chair staring up at him, naked, rigid. I started to speak, the words getting stuck, then began again. “I, um, need to put a foot up on your desk, sir.”

“Oh, sure,” he managed.

I raised my foot, my legs splaying far apart, and craned my neck down, the leaking helmeted head just a fraction of an inch away. “See, I can get the tip in, sir. Gotta strain my back, but…” And then I was sucking the head, a jolt of adrenalin shooting down my spine and up through my still-thickening cock. I stared at him while sucking away. He stared down in rapt attention.

“That as far you can go, Mr. Peters?”

I popped it out. “Like I said, just the head, sir.” I laughed. “Still, it seems to do the trick.”

He moved to my side, his hand suddenly on my upper back. “Mind if I, um, help? Push you down a bit?”

A novel approach. I liked the sound of it. “Please. That would be, um, awesome.”

And, like he said, it helped. A great deal. His pushing was all I needed, my one inch of downed flesh quickly becoming two, three, my mouth bobbing up and down on my granite-hard prick, sucking the length of it, my eyes fluttering in newfound ecstasy.

He eased up, my cock popping out. “Thanks,” I said. “See, that’s why you’re the teacher, sir.”

He grinned, moving back to a couple of feet in front of me. “You’re welcome. And you’re a good student.”

I sat back up, my dick pointing at him. I clenched, made it  bob. “But I could, I could, um, show you how, though. The student becomes the teacher.” Now it was my turn to emphasize the word come.

He sighed, scratched his chin, smiled wider. I supposed since I was already naked and hard in his office, he had little left to lose. He kicked off his shoes with a nod. “Okay, Mr. Peters.” I sat and watched, my throat suddenly dry, my own breathing now irregular, my cock coursing with blood. He rolled down his socks, unhooked his tie, and placed them both next to my stuff. Slowly, he unbuttoned his shirt, a matting of chest hair suddenly revealed, trailing down to a flat belly, rife with dense muscle, two hard pink nipples. He looked up, still smiling, noticed my ogling and leering. “Yoga. Keeps me in shape.” He patted his stomach as he set his shirt down.

“Should make our, um, session easier. You being bendy, and all,” I commented.

He snickered, reaching for his belt, unbuckling it before flipping open his jeans and sliding down his zipper. Then he was standing before me in nothing but a pair of tenting boxers. And then not even those. My eyes roamed up and down his lean body, hairy jogger’s legs, heavy balls swaying as he set his boxers down, a thick prick, seven hard inches, curved to the side, veined, a wiry bush, jet black.

“Um, ready,” he announced, pointing down to his raging boner.

“Um, yeah, I can see that,” I replied, standing up to offer him my seat. He walked by, his hand brushing my cock. I jumped, groaned. “Sorry.”

He ignored the remark and sat down, staring up at me. “Now what, Mr. Peters?”

“Um, try doing what I did, sir. Put a foot on your desk. Let’s see how close you can get your mouth to your, um, your dick.”  We were two naked hard men, alone, and, yes, I found it difficult to speak that way in front of him. Still, I persevered. And, of course, I gently stroked my cock all the while. He did as I asked, his legs suddenly far apart, his pink crinkled hole in view, a whirl of hair surrounding it, balls hanging low, cock pointing up. Dude was a sight to see—best biology lesson I ever had.

Still, his mouth was a good several inches away from where it needed to be, try as he might to get it there. I walked over, placing my hand on his back, as he had done for me. At the touch of flesh on flesh a spark traveled from him to me before eddying joyously around my stomach. I pushed down. He grunted, his tongue darting out. Close, but no cigar.

“This way isn’t going to work,” I eventually told him.

“Any other ideas, Mr. Peters?” He looked up, still smiling. Guy was enjoying this, no doubt about it.

I moved back in front of him, squinting my eyes in thought. “Try putting your feet back on the floor and grabbing the bottom of the seat. That should give you some leverage while you’re craning your neck.” This got him closer to his goal, but with his hard cock against his belly and his hands now busy, he wasn’t in the right sucking position.

I crouched in front of him, placing my hand on the back of his neck as I shoved downward. Again he grunted. Closer than before. Almost there. “Um, mind if I hold it for you, sir?” I asked, timidly, excitedly, eager to grab hold of his fat cock.

We were now eye to eye, him in the chair, me in front, one hand still on his neck, the other finally gripping his prick, holding it just beneath his mouth, feeling it pulse, widen in my hand. He moaned upon contact, still trying to get his mouth around it.

A final push and we were there, his lips sucking the tip, licking the precum off. It was beautiful to witness so up close and personal like; too beautiful, in fact, to not participate. I moved  his prick away from his mouth and leaned in. He watched me, silently, as I mirrored his actions, licking the tip, sucking the head, then handing it back to him to do the same. Back and forth it went, soon slick with spit, the room filling with the sound of his moans each time I’d suck and lick and gulp down on his rod. And then, at last, we met in the middle, both of us sucking the head, our lips colliding, soft as down.

“Um, Mr. Peters,” he eventually said.

“Yes, Mr. Marks?” I replied, his cock now between us, my hand slowly jerking it.

He chuckled. “I think my neck and back are about to give out. Mind if we try a new position?”

I moved away, standing back up. “What do you have in mind, sir?” I asked, my voice gravelly, enthusiastic for anything he now had in store for us, the teacher, apparently, back to his teaching ways.

He grabbed his coat and placed it against a wall. Soon enough, his neck and shoulders were on top of it, his back flush against the wall, his legs hanging over, apart, dick dangling down. I knew my role in this. I walked in, my body pressing down on his feet, pushing his cock low, lower still, near his opened mouth. I had a super view of his ass now. I ran my hands across each alabaster cheek, down the hair-lined crack, my fingers swirling around his twitching hole.

When I could hear him sucking the tip of his dick, I leaned in for a whiff, the smell of musk and sweat invading my sinus cavity. I took a cursory lick around the ring, zooming in to the winking center, diving my tongue inside. He grounded loudly while I reamed him out, parting him for better access, filling his chute with my slithering appendage.

He popped his prick out of his mouth. “That feels good, Mr. Peters.”

But I had one more trick up my sleeve—or up his ass, as was the case. I got on my knees, again taking his cock from him for a suck, my free hand roaming his butt until it found the sweet spot, a lone index finger gliding in and up and back, soon joined by its shorter neighbor, nothing fickle or fated about them. I placed his dick back in his mouth for him, jerking my own cock while he sucked himself off and I fucked his ass silly with my digits, his moans now loud if not muffled, mine gaining momentum as we both coaxed the cum from our balls.

With my fingers now entrenched up his ass, ramming up against his stone-solid prostate, I knew we didn’t have long. I sped up the pace on my cock and his hole. Seconds later, he groaned, long and low and deep, his back and legs quaking as he shot his load down his throat, much of it spilling out and over, dripping across his face. My cock exploded a split second later, dousing the floor with ounce after sticky ounce of molten-hot cum, my body spasming, my head jerked back, mouth open, a raspy exhale released.

He tumbled over, panting, flat on the floor. I stared down at him, all hair and muscle, his face sticky and white, his cock still hard, dribbling. “That is a useful talent, Mr. Peters,” he managed, gulping to catch his breath.

“Yes, sir,” I replied. “Comes in, um, handy.”

He laughed and rolled over, watching me as I got dressed. “Good luck on your final,” he eventually said as I reached for the knob, opening the door. “But you’ll have to earn whatever grade you get; I don’t trade blow jobs for that.”

I echoed his laugh as I stared down at him. “What do you trade them for, sir?”

He sat back up, Indian-style. “Why, for other blow jobs, of course, Mr. Peters. Looks like I owe you one.”

I smiled, nodded, and exited his office, closing the door behind  me, though not for the last time. Not by a long shot. Thankfully, I aced the test and the class, the exam counting for a whopping 60 percent of my final grade. But, like he said, he owed me one. And I eagerly cashed in on that promise, repeatedly, teacher becoming student, student becoming teacher. Emphasis on the  come—ample, throat-soaking quantities of it.
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