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GOING TO THE
BATHROOM

 


‘Oh my god! This is too embarrassing,’ is what I am thinking
as I stumble through the bathroom door of the 2nd floor men’s
toilet of Wilderling House just down from the lecture theater I was
sitting in around 15 seconds ago.

I can still see her in my head as I
push into the furthest stall of the three.

“Damn it,” I groan under my breath when I see the mess on
the front of my shorts.

Pulling
forward the fabric in two fingers, I inspect the glimmering stain
in the harsh light of the LED lamp above. The patch is about the
size of my middle finger and runs in a long line from about
mid-crotch to a little down my thigh. The light plaid cargo pants I
decided to wear today are the worst color for this. If people were
to see this stain then they would either think that I pissed myself
or realize exactly what happened. I’m pretty sure that either
option is as bad as the other.

I put
the seat down and sit on it with my head in my hands. Her name is
Martha Williams and she is my professor of gender studies. I took
the course thinking I’d finally meet a girl that would consider
dating me. Unfortunately, everyone in my class is either attached,
lesbian or not interested in men right now for various reasons. The
only one who is even remotely sexy among them is my professor and
today she committed the ultimate sin.

In my
mind’s eye I can see it. The memory is very fresh.

I’m
sitting at the back of the large lecture theater used for my gender
studies classes. Wilderling House is predominantly for humanities
students and it is quite old compared to Jackson Village (the
science hub) and M. Martin-Wilkerson (the huge business building
that dominates the middle of the campus at my university). A young
group of women a few rows in front of me are chatting about
something in the textbook from last week that I haven’t bothered to
cover because I’m coasting through and no one fails gender studies
anyway.

There is a loud bang as the two main
doors to the lecture theater are thrown open. No one flinches as
this is normal behavior for our teacher.

In strides Professor Martha Williams
and in sucks my breath.

I should
have been used to it by now. I should have been ready. Today I
wasn’t. Not by a long shot.

Martha Williams is what black guys
call thick. Her ass is the stuff of legends around campus and
people discuss how trim she is and how well rounded she is below
that lean stomach of hers all the time.

Today she is wearing a tube top - blue
with gold lining on the bottom - that shows off her trim waist and
moderate breasts. What accompanies that, to my instant arousal, is
THOSE FUCKING SHORTS.

I groan in the bathroom stall and
clench my fists to avoid another accident.

Martha strides to the podium and takes
out a USB drive from the rear pocket of those unbelievably tiny
shorts. The computer is fixed into the wooden podium side on. She
comes around and bends over, revealing her long, gorgeous thighs
and the slightest hint of ass.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” is what I am muttering.

My cock
is painfully hard right now. She can’t get the USB in the port and
wiggles about. I hear laughter from my side and realize that the
two girls sitting on my row are pointing. I grab my bag and throw
it over my lap, but this stimulation makes it worse.

Professor Williams finally gets the
USB in the slot and then grabs up her pointer.

“Who knows what we are studying today?” she asks.

Her
voice is husky and does not need a microphone to carry all the way
to the back. My eyes are getting a bit blurry. I’m not sure if I am
crying or the sweat that has started to pucker my brow under my
moderate length brown hair is running into my eyes. Those girls are
talking behind their hands and I want to leave. The way my cock is
clamping up against the crotch of my cargos is killing me. I’m not
some massive cocked sex fiend or anything. I’m just really, really
aroused.

She
turns and puts a hand up high to point with her laser pointer to
the top of the slide projected on the big projection screen that
dominates the front of the room. She is circling something that my
blurry eyes can’t read.

I grit
my teeth and push my thighs together in the hope of cutting off the
blood flow to my dick. Martha Williams is known for bucking trends
and going against university dress code policy. Because she’s
brilliant and because her uncle is the dean, she can pretty much
wear what she wants. However, this makes me want to file a
complaint. I can see the moon cup of both of her buttocks. The
woman works out and her thighs are thick and strong. Every time she
wiggles left and right as she continues to circle and circle and
circle that section of the projection screen, her gorgeous ass
wiggles too. I can see so much of what she has to offer and it
makes me think of myself daring for once to be brave and slide up
behind her to...

“Shit...”

At that
moment I cum in my shorts. It’s not a small shot either. I moan
into the clenched fist I have pushed to my lips and my eyes turn to
the two women to my side who are smiling at me with a very
unpleasant look in their eyes.

They
start pointing and I hear one of them say way too loudly for
comfort, “He actually came.” Martha stops pointing and turns with
her hands on her hips. Fortunately, I’m out the door at this point
and sprinting down the hallway. The thought of meeting her eyes
with cum all over the inside of my shorts was too much for
me.

I grind my palms into my eye sockets.
I am such a fucking idiot.

“Yo, man. You got paper?”

I nearly jump out of my skin when I
hear the voice, even though I know exactly who it is because who
else would ask something like that in the way he has?

“You don’t have any in your stall, Chad?”

The big
blond lug has his head pushed over the side of the partition. I
don’t think he can see the stain and I cover it with my
hand.

“Nah, some dick used it all.”

I grab a roll from the stack on the
shelf behind the toilet and hand it up to him. Chad sees my shorts
when I raise my hand and a big fat smile comes onto his
face.

“What the fuck, dude? Did you really cum?”

A half minute later he is at the door.
I open it and he steps in to stare at the stain.

“I saw you bolt, but I didn’t think what those girls said
was true.”

Chad -
as crazy as this might seem considering the massive differences
between us - is a friend and a member of the gender studies class I
just ran out of. He’s six foot five, perfect in every way and keeps
me up at night with him fucking the living daylights out of
whatever girl he’s screwing that day. The big guy took me under his
wing when he learned that I am the dorm virgin. We haven’t had much
luck fixing that yet, but he’s at least given me some tips that
have helped.

“I can’t believe you came over her, man. When I saw those
girls bust out laughing and saying that shit, I thought you they
were bullshitting and you spilled some shit on yourself. Never
thought you’d really cum over old Ms. Martha.”

“She’s not that old,” I point out.

“35 is too old to be that single,” he states with a firm
shake of his head.

I don’t
have anything to say to that so I just sit there.

Chad sighs.

“Come on, buddy, don’t look that sad.”

I wasn’t
looking sad. I was looking down at the stain and cursing my
luck.

“Listen. I’ll help you out okay. It’s going to be
alright.”

The big blond hunk of man love yanks
down his red sports shorts.

“Um... what are you doing?”

“Giving you this.”

I stare
at his cock. This is not the first time that me and Chad’s rather
massive dick have met. The first time we met was just after that
nasty bitch Cathy Mills told him about me making a pass and failing
miserably while revealing something I shouldn’t have. She’d been
sucking him off moments before and he’d barged in with nothing on
below the waist. His loud cry of “You are still a virgin?” could be
heard down the hallway. People awoke from their sleep to the
knowledge that I have never had sex before - even though I REALLY
tried.

“I hope you don’t mean your dick.”

Chad rolls his eyes.

“You know I don’t go for that gay shit.”

He hands me his shorts.

“I still gotta shit a little. You go get tidied
up.”

Shyly, I remove my cargos. Chad sits
down on the toilet and starts shitting as I strip off my
underwear.

“Make sure you wipe that before you put it in my shorts,
man.”

I swear that if someone was listening
then they would have all kinds of ideas about what is
happening.

He hands
me a perfectly folded piece of toilet paper and I wipe off my dick.
The man shifts up and drops it in the toilet before flushing. I’m
out the door before he gets to wiping. That man has absolutely no
shame.

In
Chad’s gym shorts, which are far too big for me, I start scrubbing.
He comes out and stands next to me as I scrub.

“You are a real funny guy,” he states. “No homo and shit,
but you are good looking enough to have banged a few bitches by
now.”

I shrug.
We’ve had this conversation.

“I always fuck it up in the last quarter.”

My success has been somewhat hampered
by the fact that I make some kind of grievous error almost every
time I get a girl into my room.

“Yeah, but this is crazy. I know that the professor is
smokin’, but people saw that shit. You gotta get some to set the
record straight. Would you consider...?”

“NO,” I state firmly. “I will not sleep with
Samantha.”

“Come on. She said if I raw her then she will at least blow
you. Maybe you can convert that to pussy.”

“She’s huge.”

“I like ‘em thick.”

“And her face...”

“That’s why god invented doggy.”

I stare
at him. He’s being pretty pushy. Chad is probably pretty worried.
There’s no way he is being mean because he doesn’t have a mean bone
in his body.

I brace
myself for a lengthy argument, but the door opens before I can
reply. A student I don’t know steps in and sees me standing by the
sink with my cum stained cargos under the running water and
lathered up liquid soap dripping down my hands.

“Um... what?” the guy says.

He takes
a moment to stare at Chad’s huge cock and then slowly backs out the
door.

Chad rolls his eyes and fluffs his big
dick.

“My friend, you have to get with a girl this month. There’s
30 days until spring break. People are going to forget you blew
your load, but you aren’t going to forget that you didn’t blow it
in the right place.” He leans in and I can smell he’s being
drinking a little. “The right place is a vagina, man.”

I shake
my head and keep scrubbing. It’s easy for him to say that when he
lost his virginity to the head cheerleader of his high school very
early on. I’m 21 years old and have kissed a grand total of 7
girls. Not one blow job. Not one pussy fingered. I am about as much
as a virgin at my age as is humanly possible.

“I’ll try,” I state when he doesn’t stop staring at
me.

“Good,” he states very firmly.

I keep cleaning my cum off my cargo
shorts. Fun times...
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