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Chapter One

For what must have been the twentieth time
in the last half hour, Sarah Mitchell picked up her cell phone and checked for messages.

Once again, there was nothing new to see.

With a disappointed sigh, Sarah set the
phone back on the table and told herself that now – and this time she meant it for
real – she absolutely needed to concentrate on her Political Sciences class.

Today’s topic was the socioeconomic
motivations behind civil uprisings, as presented through a series of rather tedious
video documentaries. The ceiling lights in the large lecture hall were switched
off, with the wizened professor standing beside a large projection screen up
front and providing a running commentary. Although the subject matter would
normally have been of some interest to the petite eighteen-year-old redhead, for
today she was having great difficulty focusing on the professor’s plodding
monotone.

Sarah simply couldn’t stop thinking about
her boyfriend, Justin. She was desperate to hear something from him – anything at
all – and so far he’d remained conspicuously silent all morning.

As was typical for a Monday after a long holiday
weekend, the stadium-style lecture hall was only about one-quarter filled with
students. Sarah was sitting in the back row with the entire dark corner to
herself, a place where no one would be able to tell she was more interested in checking
her phone than paying attention to the lesson.

Ten other rows of seating stretched out in
front of her, complete with long, narrow tables dotted by the bright rectangles
of glowing laptop screens; their owners tapping busily on keyboards as they
took careful notes. Sarah had a laptop of her own and really should’ve been
using it in the same way, but currently it lay idle, with the screen a solid field
of white punctuated only by a little black cursor blinking impatiently for her
input.

She was just so damn horny today... it was practically
unbearable!

Fidgeting in the hard plastic chair, Sarah’s
mind kept flashing back to the video sex she’d had with Justin last night – or
at least, tried to have. The two of them were already physically intimate, but
this was first time either of them had attempted something “virtual” over the
internet.

Stark naked and ready for a new and
hopefully exciting experience, Sarah arranged herself spread-eagle on her dorm
room bed with a laptop and webcam centered between her legs. She and Justin
connected, and for the first few minutes the two behaved like a couple having sex
for the very first time – both partners shy and hesitant, neither completely sure
of what to expect from the other.

But Sarah was raring to go, and finally broke
the ice by tilting the webcam downwards and spreading open the soft folds of her
pussy to show Justin just how wet and ready she was.

After that, the rest came instinctively to
the randy pair of teens.

Watching utterly captivated as Justin jerked
his big cock right in front of her – in reality halfway across campus in
another dorm – Sarah’s hand was but a blur between her pale white thighs as she
rubbed and fingered herself with complete abandon. Within minutes, her efforts were
producing a steady flow of creamy juices that tricked from her lusty sex, ran down
the hollow between her buttocks, and dripped onto the light yellow bedspread...
where, much to Justin’s obvious delight, a small puddle began to form in the
depression around her ass.

As Sarah’s pleasure grew stronger, she
matched the rhythm and pace of her boyfriend’s practiced stroking – imagining that
the sloppy fingers slamming in and out of her aching wet pussy were really his
thick cock taking possession of her flesh; that it was the smothering weight of
his body forcing her legs wide apart; and his powerful heaving thrusts causing
her breasts to roll back and forth in hypnotic waves on her chest.

Just when Sarah was beginning to feel the first
signs of an impending orgasm, the unexpected early return of her cheerful and
overly talkative roommate shifted her mindset from blissful pleasure to abject panic.

Too embarrassed to admit she’d been
masturbating with someone over the internet – even if it was her boyfriend – the
moment Sarah heard Kristen’s key rattling in the door, she hastily disconnected
from Justin, threw a comforter over her naked body, and pretended to be checking
her email – all while trying very hard to ignore the cold, wet puddle of juices
under her butt.

Kristen was supposed to have been at some big
frat party until the early hours of the morning, but according to her unsolicited
report it had been a total bust – and now she wanted to vent to a normally
sympathetic ear. Sarah feigned interest and compassion in her roommate’s inconsequential
social plight, silently wishing she had the bravado to finish getting off with
Kristen in the same room. That would certainly shut her up!

But Sarah had always been a modest and shy girl
in front of others, and did nothing at all. A half-hour after sneaking into her
pajamas under the covers, she fell asleep feeling irritated and sexually frustrated.

The next morning, Sarah awoke in the exact
same state – with her unsatisfied pussy all red and puffy and demanding immediate
attention. But she’d overslept after failing to set her alarm last night, so she
didn’t have the time to do anything to ease her condition before class – and Sarah
never cut class.

The long walk from her dorm room to the
lecture hall had been pure agony, with her tight panties pulling on her long
labia and chafing against the protruding head of her swollen clitoris – each
and every step teasing her into greater arousal, and making the growing wetness
between her legs that much more noticeable. Sarah barely ended up making it the
entire distance with her modesty intact.

Several hours later, the situation hadn’t
improved one iota. Sarah continued to feel the incessant tingle of sexual arousal
in her pussy, but knew there wasn’t anything she could do about it in such a public
setting  Even worse, the more she thought about her session with Justin the
night before, the more she worried she’d been too abrupt in disconnecting. She
hadn’t heard from him during breakfast like she usually did, and Sarah wondered
if he might be angry with her. Boys could be peculiar like that!

Resting her elbows dejectedly on the table,
Sarah jumped in surprise when her phone suddenly buzzed and the screen lit up bright.
Grabbing it excitedly, she saw she had a new text message – and it was from
Justin!

It read, ‘chk ur email l8r when ur alone’.

Later? She couldn’t wait another second!

Pulling her laptop close, Sarah clicked on
the email icon and waited impatiently as a very large message downloaded at a literal
snail's pace over the college’s overloaded wireless network.

When it finished, she had a new message from
Justin with no subject line and no text, just a single nondescript video
attachment.

How mysterious!

Glancing around to make sure no one had
snuck into one of the nearby chairs, she double-clicked on the video and waited
for it to load.

When Justin’s beaming face filled the
screen, Sarah couldn’t help but smile warmly. This was her man! That thick
shock of curly brown hair, those baby blue puppy-dog eyes, and that chiseled,
masculine jaw line... and this morning he had a lock of hair sticking up at an
odd angle – it looked so cute!

She could hardly believe the two of them
were dating. Throughout grade school Sarah had been something of a nerd – a
wallflower, mousy and ignored by all the popular boys. But she’d really
blossomed in the year she took off between graduating high school and beginning
college, both inside and out.

Justin was speaking into the camera, however
Sarah had the laptop’s sound muted and couldn’t hear what he was saying. Then,
the image swung around and Sarah instantly recognized one of the college’s many
other classrooms. If the video had been taken today, then this would have to be
his English Literature class. Unlike the dark, mostly-empty lecture hall Sarah
was in right now, the one in the video was brightly lit and had a much larger
percentage of filled seats – including several people immediately in front of
Justin. But, as he made a specific point of showing, there was no one else seated
next to him in the back row.

Sarah chuckled softly. She found it both comforting
and curious that they would both choose to sit by themselves in a corner on
this particular morning.

After slowly panning around the room, Justin
swung the camera back to his face and continued speaking for a good minute. Sarah
wished she’d thought to bring a pair of headphones to class, but she wasn’t
much of a music listener. Justin appeared more animated than usual, even a
little excited, and Sarah found his obvious emotion infectious.

Once Justin finished speaking, the picture wobbled
and changed to a view from high up on his chest, aiming downwards towards his
crotch. Justin was wearing some random printed T-shirt and a faded pair of blue
jeans... like always. The guy was nothing if not predictable in his wardrobe
choices!

For a few moments, Sarah couldn’t figure
out why he was showing her this particular view. But then, a hand appeared from
the side and gently messaged the bulge in the front of his pants.

That wasn’t just an empty wad of denim –
there was something big and solid under there!

Realizing this video was becoming rather
private, Sarah sat up straight and glanced nervously around the darkened lecture
hall, making sure that no one was looking in her direction. The unrelenting tingle
in her pussy increased dramatically from the idea that Justin was daring to do
something sexual in one of his classes – a droll English Lit class at that!

Justin’s fingers stopped rubbing and moved
a little higher, gripping the small brass tag of his zipper and making a show
of slowly pulling it all the way down. The fly of his jeans parted open, and
Sarah caught glimpses of bright blue underwear on the inside. Then, as Justin
wiggled his hips and slouched lower in his chair, the hard bulge of his cock
pushed upwards through the opening.

Sarah gasped in surprise when she saw the
large wet spot on the front of his underwear. ‘Oh shit! Justin’s just as
horny as I am!’ she thought to herself. They really were a matched pair of sex-crazy
lovebirds!

Becoming more aroused by the second, Sarah moaned
softly and unconsciously mimicked Justin’s position by sliding lower in her seat
and letting her legs fall open. This video certainly wasn’t going to help her
forget about how badly she needed to get off!

Sarah watched keenly as Justin began rubbing
the firm bulge through his underwear, the dark wet spot growing larger as he
went. Having dated Justin for some time now, Sarah knew he wasn’t exactly the exhibitionistic
type, and figured this would be as far as he’d dare take things in a public
setting.

But then, he did something completely unexpected.

Fishing around on the inside of his jeans,
Justin grabbed the elastic waistband of his underwear and yanked it downwards.

Sarah’s breath caught in her throat as her
boyfriend’s eight-inch long, circumcised, purple-headed monster of a cock sprang
up from its forced confinement, towering fully erect before the camera and
projecting well above the top of the table holding his laptop.

Justin wrapped his fingers around the
thick, veiny shaft and gave it a couple of quick pumps, working the loose pinkish-brown
skin up and
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