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Hello, my name is Austin, and I’m a freshman at the University of Denver. I’m double-majoring in engineering and finance, and am the youngest member of the varsity wrestling team. While I spend most of my time with athletics, I also have a talent for storytelling and am minoring in creative writing. Naturally, all of this wear on my time leaves me quite stressed, and to relieve that stress, I defer to my favorite activity—having sex. 

I mean, what can I say? I’m 19 years old, and it’s not necessarily hard to get attention on campus. Plus, with the number of guys on both my wrestling team and the visiting ones, there’s never a shortage. 

Of course, being 19, I’ve gotten myself into quite a few jams, and this is the story of my greatest one yet!

Now, to repeat, I loved having sex. Before wrestling practice, after wrestling practice, during studying sessions, after piano lessons and homework, and always right before a big class test. My favorite were the sessions after winning the wrestling match, for I was pumped from both the workout session of the match and the high of winning. The icing on the cake was the other person, who always made me happy.

This particular match victory one day in late October was particularly satisfying, for I managed to break the event’s time record and won a special recognition award. Everything was so unexpected, and everyone was so happy that I managed to snag my opponent for a quickie in the showers. 

I wasn’t too particular about men and didn’t have a specific type, but I did favor those whose muscles were bigger than mine. My opponent, Victor, was the same height as I was but almost 50% bigger, and it was quite the upset that I won the match, let alone in record time. 

But that was because the two of us had an attraction for each other and needed to end the match as soon as possible so we could get to this moment!

The warm water created a veil of steam that shrouded our naked bodies, and we both yearned for nothing but each other. 

As soon as the two of us were alone, we were at each other, trying to swallow the other in one gulp. Victor tasted amazing, and I tried to touch as much of him as I could. The man’s huge body was almost too wide for me to wrap my arms around, which only aroused me more. 

Our two bodies’ temperatures were so hot and rising that they created more steam, and soon we could barely see each other, even though we were practically glued together!

I moved my hands down his massive, muscular back, searching through every nook and crevice his large and developed muscles created. With each dimple I passed, I gripped Victor harder and harder. I could almost feel pain in the pulsing manhood between his legs. I was gripping Victor hard.

When I reached Victor’s mountainous bubble butt, I audibly whimpered. Victor bit lightly on my tongue and kissed more vigorously. I was clearly excited, and so was he! I gripped his bouncy bubble butt, and he thrust his hips into me. Within seconds, the two of us were bouncing off each other, with each hit getting more intense and passionate. 

I pulled away from Victor to catch a breath, as I was getting very lightheaded from the heat and vigorous activity. In my entire 19 years, I had never felt this aroused and passionate before. This was the best feeling in the world on the best day of my life. 

Soon, I returned to kissing Victor’s neck and shoulders, leaving suck marks every few inches. When I got to Victor’s pecs, he again whimpered, but I only increased my kissing and sucking. Victor’s pecs were the biggest and most developed I had ever seen, and the man’s nipples were erect and begging for attention. I lightly bit them and received an audible whimper from Victor, who squeezed my butt even harder.

The two were having the time of our lives, and our respective appendages were as erect as they’d ever been, pulsing and desperately driving into our well-muscled bodies. 

Gently, Victor grasped my shoulders and turned me around. I tried to protest and turn Victor around, but the match’s loser was not about to repeat his performance.

Victor then took his large hands and spread my mountainous cheeks and inserted himself into me. Both of us cooed with glee as Victor’s massiveness took a full 10 seconds to be fully inserted. We then started slowly at first, but then quickly sped up, our passion driving them untoward. The two of us were totally enveloped in our being and only focused on enjoying ourselves. 

To me, this felt better than winning, even better than getting high. I felt the large volcano inside me rage and build with an intensity that I’d never felt before. I felt like I was about to spontaneously combust, and needed Victor to help me. Today, I felt like I made everyone I topped feel—totally noticed and completely safe. This was living to me, and this was my first true day of it!

When Victor came, I climaxed as well. This was not the first time I had bottomed, but this was the first time that I truly enjoyed it. Something about having sex with Victor was different, and I never wanted it to stop. 

In some way, I was sad about the coming, because that meant this little soiree was concluded. There was never a follow-up with a rival school, unless we happened to run into each other again at some random party. But I wanted to continue with Victor. It just… felt right.

After we finished, we showered separately, despite my pleadings. Only partly because we were no longer alone in the place. I felt lonely, which was the first time for him after sex. Maybe it was just because I was finally off the high from the victory and my body was plumb tuckered out. 

The two of us got dressed and gave a final handshake hug as we went our own ways. I hoped to see Victor again, but I knew that wasn’t going to happen—at least in the time I wanted it to.

That night, my school hosted a victory party, and the fun times were flowing just as fast as the alcohol. The high that was previously missing had returned, with the generous help of the team’s signature jungle juice blend, and I was the center of attention—or at least drunk enough to feel like it. 

All eyes were on me, and it didn’t take long for me to be in my jock strap and giving everyone the same treatment that Victor gave me. Though even with the aid of alcohol and people who were into me, there just wasn’t the same verve as there was with Victor, and it was sad considering I gave Chris, Dillon, Chad, Marty, Ricky, and Lalo several chances to convince me. 

The next day, I suffered from a raging headache and a very upset stomach. No amount of fried food could cure my munchies, and as the day wore on, my stomach started to feel only more bloated, and I was never not hungry, but after every meal, I got sick.

As the days passed, I improved, but only intermittently. My headache was gone, and I no longer felt drunk, but my tummy was always upset. It didn’t help that this was the end of the semester and I was studying for several different finals in widely varying subjects—the life of a double major was difficult, yet the one I chose. 

Because of my busy schedule, I was forced to eat my meals in only a few minutes, which meant I was relegated to only bags of chips and bottles of Mountain Dew. But as the weeks progressed and my tests got closer, my cravings became wilder. Soon, I was eating the weirdest combinations and at the weirdest hours, all the while my stomach wasn’t getting any better, and because of my terrible diet, I was gaining weight. But his workout and sports schedule never ceased, so the weight wasn’t that noticeable.

The night before my final test in finance, I was studying with Eli and Paolo in our dormitory’s common room. After studying until four in the morning, it was too late to get enough sleep before morning practice at five-thirty, followed immediately by the test at eight. 

With no more studying left in us, the boys relieved our stress in the only way we knew how!

After having several rounds of stress relief, the boys and I retired to wrestling practice. My stomach was still as upset as ever, and I was constantly nauseous. After hurling a few times in the showers, I realized that my state was due to a lack of rest and my constant working and studying over the last few days. And being awake for 48 hours straight didn’t help me at all.

The test went as well as I expected. I estimated I would get at least a high B, which was more than adequate to maintain my grade point average. To celebrate the end of the semester, I went to a massive party and had as much fun as I could!

Until I got really sick after drinking only half of my usual amount. Rather than spending the rest of the night giving my classmates and friends a proper send-off for the holidays, I spent the night bonding with the toilet bowl.

The weeks passed, and the holidays arrived. I was not usually one for a sweet tooth, but I had the interesting and intense cravings for all of the usual holiday sweets. I could not get enough of the pastries and cookies, and candied everything. My favorite were the frosted cookies my grandmother would make, and this year she had to make three extra batches just for me.

When I returned to wrestling practice, I had gained some noticeable weight around my belly, and my friends were quick to notice. At first, they didn’t think anything of it—after all, everyone gains weight during the holidays—but when I started having odd emotional outbursts, they started to get thinking. I would randomly start crying for no reason or break out into intense laughter at the most inappropriate times.

My best friend, Channing, was always hanging out with me, and one day noticed that, on top of everything else, I was becoming prone to belly rubs. It didn’t matter what time of the day it was or who it was; I was always ready to get my belly rubbed.

Finally, Channing convinced me to go to the school nurse’s office for a checkup. There was something not quite right with me, he said, and he wanted to get to the bottom of it. Channing had an inkling of what the issue could be, but wanted absolute confirmation.

The doctor told me I was eight weeks along.

I was absolutely floored, and didn’t know how to react. Never in my wildest dreams did I even think about having children, let alone at the young age of 19. I still had my entire life ahead of me, and a future…I planned to keep wrestling for at least another 10 years, or until my joints couldn’t take it anymore. I wanted to travel during the summer, and had lined up a spot at some piano competition in Canada…there just wasn’t any room in my life for children.

What was even more shocking and quite embarrassing was that I didn’t know who the father was. I loved having sex and
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