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My cock slams deep and hard into another nineteen-year-old cunt and despite the sweet throb in my lady meat and the delightful tingle in my pussy, I find myself a little bored as my latest college conquest moans loudly with pleasure as I plow her tight hole.

Her face is buried in a pillow, her fine, round ass is high in the air, red with the handprints of my recent slaps which made her scream with pleasure, and the whole of my nine-inch cock is inside her dripping pussy.

This should be heaven but I get a lot of pussy pretty much thrown at me on a daily basis and after a while, the fun starts to wear thin. I still come and that’s always great but all the lead-up and the fallout of college sex really bores me fucking stiff. 

My name is Candace and I am a sophomore at a prestigious East Coast university. 

I am meant to be studying English, but as I always do, I am just looking for the most friction-free way to sail through life with the minimum of effort.

My lover moans my name and I slap her ass again and grind my hips against her.

She tries to look up at me but I push her head back into the pillow.

Jesus, when did I become such a bitch?

I know it is a defense mechanism. Like my cruel humor or unwillingness to maintain a lover for more than a month.

No one gets inside. No one sees me. I keep my dreams and my damage to myself.

I watch my lover’s ass rise and fall to my thrusts. I can feel the hard clench in her cunt and know that she will come soon.

I slam harder. I lean in and kiss and bite her neck and tell her to come for me and wind my hand into her long, blonde hair and pull her head back to the beat of my futa girl cock in her pretty little cunt.

She bucks her ass up, lets out a muffled, sobbing groan and comes. I feel the flood of her release against my cock which I continue to pound into her.

As her whole body starts to twist and shake as she is taken by the waves of pleasure I find my own peak and spunk into her. Huge gobs of cum drill into her as I dig my nails into the soft flesh of her magnificent ass and for a moment I let myself be owned by the pleasure. 

When I first started fucking, I loved being lost in a messy, emotional orgasm. All the crap of the world was left behind and I was stripped down to my base elements of animal need.

But with that openness came vulnerability and the desire to be loved and wanted. That was how I got my heart broken and realized that futa girls were fuck toys to most of the women I pined for back then. So I hardened my shell, and now I fuck come and then close down.
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