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“That feels funny.” It felt like reverse shitting. But describing it that way to Asher would’ve spoiled the moment.  “Funny but good. Really good.” 

Inside Owen’s butt, Asher’s dick wasn’t too hard or veiny. It only felt a little firm, and very, very comfortable. This Asher guy was somehow, despite all his athletic good looks, very very comfortable. He was very comfortable the way he’d held Owen’s hand when he rescued him from alpha bullies, and even very comfortable when he’d just shoved his dick into Owen’s butthole.

And then there was the view Owen got: Asher kneeled naked in front of him on the bed. Asher was absolutely, stunningly perfect. His face, his blond hair, and his sharp eyes were all billboard model quality. And then there were his muscles, the muscles only a champion swimmer could have. His legs and ass especially were all muscle, and he used it well when putting himself inside Owen.

Owen had never even dreamed of knowing a guy with Asher’s looks. Much less having him naked in his bed. Every tiny freckle on Asher’s muscular chest was open for Owen’s inspection. Asher’s nipples were right there, undisguised. After having stared at those shirt-covered nipples in wonder whenever he saw Asher in public, Owen no longer had to guess what they looked like without a shirt covering them.

Then there were the muscles, the abs. Counting the ripples of Asher’s six-pack was like counting sheep, but with the opposite effect. It could only wake Owen, not put him to sleep. 

Asher’s pubes, short and sharp and clean, looked like he’d just come back from the fanciest pube salon in Springville. Could anyone naturally have pubic hair that beautiful?

“Feels funny? I’m not even all the way in you.” Asher smiled and pinned Owen’s legs farther back, almost his feet to his ears. He managed to angle his crotch so his stiffy wouldn’t fall out of Owen’s butt. “Put your legs farther over your head. How does that feel?”

“Are we doing yoga now?”

“I’m teaching you to be a man, right? This—” Asher held up Owen’s legs and pushed them even farther back. He looked at Owen’s eyes and nodded, like congratulating himself on how wide-open he’d made Owen’s butt crack. “This is how you get deeper penetration. Especially if you want to get pregnant. I mean, if you want to get pregnant in the future sometime.” 

Asher’s hand was warm when he cupped Owen’s balls. Owen’s whole being felt cradled and loved, even if it was only his balls in Asher’s palm. It felt like it was his entire emotional and romantic self cradled in Asher’s fingertips. He’d never felt this kind of intimacy before. He’d never felt any kind of intimacy before, with anybody.

It was their first time naked together. It was supposed to be a “lesson,” part of Asher’s “training” Owen in becoming a man. It was Asher’s soft, warm touch, the same touch Owen felt on his balls now, that made Owen crave these “lessons” in the first place.

Asher had touched Owen’s hand so sweetly, had run his hand along Owen’s face so warmly, when he’d pulled him aside that terrifying Saturday night and told him everything was going to be ok. In an AO bar just off-campus, a pack of alphas was bullying Owen, calling him all kinds of omega slurs. Asher, like an angel, just showed up and saved Owen from them. He told off the alphas and softly held Owen’s hand to reassure him. Now that same sweet, soft, warm touch of Asher’s cradled Owen’s balls.

Still cupping Owen’s balls with one hand, Asher wrapped his other hand around Owen’s dick. He caressed it up and down, then moved his palm to the cockhead. 

That cockhead was so sensitive. Even when he jerked off, Owen was scared of touching it if his hands weren’t lotioned up. But Asher’s hand was soft and loving on Owen’s dickhead. Asher wrapped his palm around Owen’s cockhead and slid his palm around it, like he was polishing a doorknob. It didn’t hurt at all. It felt amazing.

Asher was better at handling Owen’s dickhead than Owen could have ever been. This was much better than regular jerking off. When he jerked off he didn’t have that hot alpha dick in his ass plus the bonus view of Asher’s naked body. It wasn’t at all a bad combination, especially when he got to deeply inhale Asher’s alpha pheromones like a drug. That pheromone smell would still be in the room even after Asher snuck off in the middle of the night.

“Asher. I’m horny as all fuck.”

“Good. That’s the lesson plan.”

“Slow down with the hand a bit please.” A student could make requests.

“Want me to slow down? I’m too good at this and you’re about to splooge, right?” Asher grinned proudly. Just that grin could make Owen splooge.

“You always know everything. You even know everything about what’s happening in my nads.” Owen smiled at Asher. Asher did indeed know everything, at least everything Owen cared to know. Including the science of nads.

Not only had Owen never met anyone else remotely like Asher, but there was no one else like Asher at Springville State. Asher knew all the ins and outs of easy classes, unmarked library entrances, and secret wifi passwords. He even how to always get fresh-made food at the dining halls: “I have a peanut allergy” for the win. He was a star swimmer and captain of the swim team. His grades weren’t half-bad. And he was genuinely a nice guy. Asher was rare as a unicorn as alphas went, or as any guys went.

Asher had introduced starstruck Owen to professors and administrators he knew personally, taken him to a football team party, and gotten him a secret midnight trip all the way up the bell tower in the middle of campus. 

Being with Asher felt like being a VIP, or at least tagging along with a VIP. The College Dean might one day pull up to Asher in a golf cart and give him a ride to class. 

Asher presided over what seemed like a throng of admirers, horny omegas but even awed alphas and friendly women and heteros. Even crotchety old professors swooned at Asher’s savoir-faire. Asher was a VIP on campus, and Asher treated Owen as his own VIP.

Asher offered to teach him “to fuck like a real man.” Only if Owen wanted to learn to fuck like a real man.

Did Owen want to? Duh. He strained to contain his excitement. He mentally counted to three before accepting. Can’t seem too eager. He’d originally planned to count to five, but he couldn’t hold out that long. 

Asher didn’t have time that night, but on Monday night he could come by Owen’s dorm room and teach him some stuff. Stuff.

Monday was here now, and Asher’s dick was halfway in Owen’s ass. Kneeling at the foot of the bed, Asher caressed Owen’s thighs and ass. Owen alternated between light feather touches with his fingertips and eager, lecherous grabs at Owen’s body.

Those bits of tenderness and intimacy were just like what a real boyfriend would do. It made the whole thing less clinical and more romantic. Small, lonely oases of affection gave Owen some solace when Asher seemed to take pains to make sure Owen didn’t think of him as his boyfriend. Asher didn’t even let Owen turn off the lights when they were in bed. “Hey man, this is a training session, not some kind of candlelight romance.”

Asher’s chest and abs presented themselves at the edge of Owen’s bed like solid cliffs of muscle. Asher gave up on trying to pin back Owen’s legs to head. He laughed and swung Owen’s legs over his own shoulders. His laugh was pure sex. Asher’s shoulder muscles were at Owen’s heels, or Owen’s heels were at Asher’s shoulder muscles. It felt amazing, and Owen was learning sex from the sex master.

Springville State’s Omegas whispered a rumor that Asher had fucked every one of the omegas on the football team one winter break, in ascending order of their jersey numbers, starting with the quarterback, #3. In another version of the legend, Asher had followed that feat by fucking all the basketball team’s omegas the following summer break. If Asher hadn’t actually done it, he definitely could have if he’d wanted to. Nobody would turn down Asher. Ever.

Omegas were in love with Asher, the same way they were in love with a pop star or an athlete. They loved him in the abstract, from afar. He wasn’t expected to reciprocate their affection. They didn’t consider it even remotely possible to have an actual interactive relationship with him. Their admiration of him was just like boy band fandom: it had nothing to do with their real lives and their real-life search for alpha mates.

Those other omegas stared at Owen with envy and maybe even rage when they saw him with Asher at dining halls or the libraries or just on the campus quads. Asher must’ve noticed too, even if he never said anything. Their stares were blatant. They were all mistaken, because Owen and Asher weren’t boyfriends. There was nothing there for them to envy. But now Asher’s long, veiny dick was an arrow pointed at Owen’s heart, its arrowhead already inside Owen’s ass.

“Damn you nineteen year olds.” Asher laughed. At twenty-two, he considered himself eons more mature than nineteen-year-old Owen.

“Yeah, what? Am I acting immature again?” Not only did Asher consider himself eons more mature, but he liked to remind Owen of it. His seniority was something he only brought up in a warm, older-brotherly tone, but still, it was something he just wouldn’t let go.

“No. You’re not acting immature again. But inside your ass, it’s obviously a nineteen-year-old ass—” Asher gently ran his finger across Owen’s ass cheek. He reached the rim and traced his finger up and down, right alongside his dick that was entering that ass. Then, somehow, he made room, and he slipped his finger right into Owen’s butthole, right alongside his own cock that was already making a home for itself there. 

Too much pressure. The cock plus the finger were just too much.  Owen grimaced. Asher quickly pulled out the finger. The ass feeling was back to normal, just a nice fat hard dick resting in there.

His finger was glistening, gleaming wet, almost dripping lube. “Only a nineteen-year-old lubricates like that,” Asher explained. “You’re lubricating like there’s a big red fire hydrant in your ass.”

“Do only nineteen-year olds do that?” Owen pushed his ass toward Asher’s crotch to impale himself deeper on the dick. “Don’t all omegas self-lubricate their asses when they’re turned on? Like football team omegas, for example? By jersey number, for example?”

“Why are you asking me like I’m an expert on omega asses?” Asher smiled knowingly. He must’ve known the rumors about his sexual exploits with the football team, even if they weren’t true. 

Owen had never asked Asher about other guys. It wasn’t his place. According to 101 Tips For Dating an Older Alpha on ao.com, asking your boyfriend about previous relationships was impolite. Of course, Asher wasn’t Owen’s boyfriend.

Asher looked around uncomfortably. He must not have wanted to be known as the campus’s main expert on hot fresh omega ass. “Um. Anyway. I guess all omegas lubricate a bit. But you’re like a fucking downpour down there. I mean I’ve never seen —” Asher stopped himself from saying whatever he was about to say. “You’re lubricating a lot in your butt, ok. A lot. Makes it easy to go inside.”

“Maybe I’m just that highly turned on by you.” Owen was admitting it. But how could he not? His lube told the tale. Let Asher enjoy that bit of pride in his appeal and allure to a freshman omega.

“Do I make you horny?” Was Asher fishing for compliments? What kind of a rigged question was that? Asher’s manly chest and pink nipples stared at Owen, framed at the sides by Owen’s legs still pinned back. Asher’s perfect six-pack abs and his gorgeous straight blonde hair framed the top and bottom of the picture. The hottest alpha on campus, maybe the hottest alpha ever, kneeled naked in Owen’s bed, dickhead-deep in him, soon to be balls-deep in him. Owen was a virgin. How could he possibly not be made horny?

“I’ll interpret your silence as a yes.” Asher smiled and nudged his dick deeper into Owen. The ass canal opened up willingly and the big alpha dick went in willingly. “I’m not sure if making my student aroused is against my professional ethics as an onsite sex instructor.” Asher grinned.  “I hope my schlong isn’t hurting you.” He moved his shaft deeper into Owen again. 

It didn’t hurt at all. It didn’t even have much resistance sliding in. It was a huge dick, but Owen was also hugely lubed up. His Hershey Highway was open to dick traffic, and Owen wanted Asher in him. Now. Badly.

“If you hurt my butt, I’m gonna bitch-slap you,” Owen grinned mischievously. He’d put his hands behind his head, lying back and enjoying the whole situation. It was like lying on a beach lounger somewhere like Tahiti or Bermuda that he’d never been, except he was in a dorm room in Springville. To make up for it, there was the hottest alpha of his life on top of him, and he knew he was about to get his well-lubed ass seriously pounded.

“If you haven’t bitch-slapped me, that means that I can fuck your ass for real?” Asher ran his finger in circles around the crown of Owen’s dickhead. He brought it all the way down to Owen’s nuts. Then he grabbed at Owen’s butt cheeks with the whole of his hand. One, two.

“You’d better fuck my ass for real before I cum.” Owen exhaled from the extreme arousal, and reminded himself that Asher was not, absolutely was not, his boyfriend. “Or before I bitch-slap you for wasting my time instead of fucking my hungry butthole.” Owen giggled at
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