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I arrived at Conner's house just in time for dinner. We had been friends throughout college and had lost touch since he got married, but I was excited to see him again after all these years.

Walking up to his house, I couldn't shake how strange it was for him to already be so deeply ingrained in the suburban lifestyle at just twenty-six. His suburban home was surrounded by perfectly manicured hedges, a new Range Rover in the driveway, and a white picket fence… It was certainly not the direction I went after graduation.

We had been roomies all through college, sharing a coed dorm in the vast yet compact halls of UCLA. It was a little strange at first, with me being trans, but he assured me he was straight despite his androgynous looks and quite effeminate complexion.

I spent my days sleeping and my nights partying, hooking up with any girl or guy who liked my big tits and even bigger cock. Conner on the other hand was a bit of a nerd, keeping his nose in a book near constantly.

Needless to say, I thought he was adorable. Sadly though, he never made a move, even when I tossed myself at him. So friends we stayed much to my chagrin.

"Come in, come in!" His wife Britney called out as soon as she opened the door. "I'm so glad you're here. It's been ages."

She hugged me tight, which I didn't mind given her healthy B cups. They were cute, but no match for my double F’s.

Britney came into the picture in our graduating year, having found little Conner and instantly becoming infatuated. I liked her, despite being jealous. She was beautiful, bubbly, and sweet, with a bit of an edge. One might see her sitting front row in class during the day, and then dancing on the bar at the club that very night.

"Hey you!" I replied with open arms. "You look great, girl!"

And she did. If anything she was even more fit than the last time I saw her. Long blonde hair, perky, a tiny waist with an inexplicably large ass, and perfect pearly white teeth. She was basically the porn star next door. A little cookie-cutter for my taste, but undeniably gorgeous and downright sexy. I'd be lying if I said I hadn't fantasized about her… well, mostly about her and Conner.

But I digress...

"Hey, there he is!” I said as Conner rounded the corner. “Come here man!"

I pulled him in for a big bear hug and his head squeezed in between my tits. He was the perfect height, and hadn’t grown an inch.

Ironically, he was exactly what I looked for in a man. At just over 5'3, thin, androgynous, and carrying around the biggest ass I could ever recall on a boy. He was scrawny but curvy, with an hourglass shape and beautiful mily-white skin, and striking green eyes. He always dressed like had just gotten off a preppy golf course and today was no exception, with a form fitting polo and skin-tight slacks that really made his shelf-like booty pop.

As previously mentioned I found him extremely attractive all throughout college… and still did. But for some reason we just never hooked up. I was probably considered way out of his league, and I was definitely taller and more ripped. Lines of muscles cut all down my arms and legs, and my rock-solid pecks topped an impressively defined six-pack I'd been blessed with after living at the gym for years. I was a tall, smokey she-adonis compared to little Conner, with a significantly larger frame and standing at well over six foot. For this occasion I had chosen a modest tank top and small jacket, and my jeans, while loose fitting, still sculpted to my thighs, ass, and bulge.

The three of us caught up over dinner (and a LOT of wine) and retired to the den in their basement for a nightcap. The two of them were so cute together, with Britney playfully sitting on Conner's lap while we chatted. He was so much smaller than her. One couldn't help but imagine what it was like to watch them have sex…

After finishing their glasses of whiskey, Britney whispered something into Conner's ear and he chuckled.

"Um hey Jess, we're beat.” Conner said with some blush to his cheeks. “Going to hit the sack. You're probably pretty tired from traveling anyway."

"I actually think I'll have one more if that's cool," I replied, reaching for the bottle. "But you guys go ahead. We have plenty more time to hang tomorrow."

“Goooooodniiiiiight, Jessica!” Britney tittered as she stood, giving me a little wave.

They disappeared up the stairs as I poured another drink, browsing the various social media outlets on my phone that I had been ignoring all evening.

Severely jet-lagged and now quite drunk, it didn’t take long before my eyes grew heavy. So, after finishing my glass, I decided to head to bed.

Shedding my jacket and tossing it over the chair, I looked about. It was only then when I realized that Conner nor Britney had actually shown me to the guest room. Surely they didn’t expect me to sleep down here on the couch, right?

Even if they did, the tiny loveseat I had currently found myself in would in no way hold me, nor would the pillowy leather chair opposite.

A little miffed, I wobbled upstairs and made my way down the first hallway I saw. I could see a sliver of lamplight through a cracked door at the end.

As I got closer though, I could hear some ‘not-so-quiet’ moaning.

"Yes, yes, yes, right there," I heard Britney plead. “Mmm, fuck yes!”

Not able to help myself, I peered through the crack in the door and had to cover my mouth to keep from blurting an obscenity!

Their bed was positioned directly across the room, and I had a perfect view of Conner's big, pale butt sticking up in the air while he was face deep in Britney’s pussy. His cheeks were spread wide, revealing a tight, pink asshole with a tiny set of balls hanging taut just below. His head was positively buried between Britney's legs, devouring her sex like it was his last meal on Earth. Meanwhile she was reaching down, gripping a handful of his lush hair, shoving and pulling his head into her crotch, all while her body spasmed.

"AHHH! Yes, I'm cumming, baby!” She was basically screaming at this point, arching her back and gripping the headboard with her free hand. “Yes, don't stop, oh my god, YES!"

A surreal climax wracked her body, sending her legs into a violent shudder.

She howled in ecstasy, bellowing out into the ceiling without a care in the world.

As her orgasm subsided, Conner sat back on his heels and leaned forward to slide his dick into what I'm sure was a very wet pussy. But Britney pushed him away.

"Nuh uh, sweetie. I'm tired. I owe you one but I'm going to shower and then go to sleep."

I couldn’t see his face, but I could hear Conner grimace.

"Uh, what the fuck, Britney?" He groaned. "You always do this."

"I'm sorry, I'm just not into it right now,” she replied with a stern tone. “I want to go to sleep."

Conner's head fell. He looked so defeated. Not mad, but sad… and maybe a bit ashamed.

Even though I was extremely horny at this point and I was dying to get a look at Conner's cock, I suddenly felt like I was violating a very personal and private moment. Still not knowing where the guest room was and afraid of calling attention to myself, I swiftly retreated back to the den.

An assortment of footsteps emanated from above, and I could hear the two of them moving about, to and from. A shower kicked on, and moments later, Conner came shuffling down the stairs.

"Hey! You’re awake!” He said, his cute, high-pitched voice a little gruff. “I was hoping you were still up. Want to have another drink with me?"

I said sure and he poured us each another stiff whiskey.

"Couldn't sleep?" I asked.

He looked down at his glass and mumbled something like, "nah," then took a swig.

"Honestly…” he reluctantly continued, “I thought I was going to get laid tonight but it didn't happen."

I swallowed hard, trying not to blush or laugh, and waited for him to elaborate.

But timid little Conner was quiet for a moment, just staring at the floor or off into space.

When he finally summoned the courage, he went off on a rant about how he and Britney were great together but they never had sex anymore. Not penetration at least. He went down on her all the time and she would occasionally return the favor, but she never wanted to actually fuck. She was, according to him, entirely uninterested in having him inside her.

"I just don't get it..." he trailed off. "Nevermind."

He looked back down at his glass, dejected.

"Conner…” I said in as reassuring a tone as I could muster. “We’ve been friends for years. You can tell me."

"Nah, you'll laugh and I can't really handle that tonight."

He looked so sad, misty eyed and pouting with his full, pink lips.

God damnit he was so cute when he was vulnerable.

"I promise I won't.” I reassured him again. “What's going on?"

He took a deep breath and looked down, "Okay, fine. I think my dick is too small for her. She's made comments in the past that make me think it's just not enough to satisfy her so she doesn't want to even bother. I don't think I've ever gotten her off without going down on her."

This is certainly not what I expected him to say so it was hard not to laugh. So again, I fought the urge.

"Whaaat?” I said, inadvertently showing my inebriation. “That doesn't make any sense. You’re super hot, Conner. Any girl would be lucky to have you."

"You don’t know, Jessica.” He admitted, awkwardly. “I’ve seen some guys at the gym and mine is… nothing compared to theirs."

"I still don't think it can be all that underwhelming." I chuffed, my gears turning. "You should let me see it. I'll give you my opinion."

He let out a nervous chuckle. "Ohmygod, no way! I don't know. That… would be weird."

"It'll only be weird if we make it weird," I said, slapping him on the shoulder and giving it a squeeze. "C’mon. I’ll give you an honest female opinion. It's not a big deal. We're drunk anyway. We'll laugh about it when we're hungover tomorrow."

He was silent for a bit, playing with the ice cubes in his glass.

"Fine," he blurted. "But I'm not, like, getting hard jerking off in front of you. I'll go to the bathroom, get hard, and come out for a quick look, okay? Then you can tell me what you think."

With a wicked smile I looked at him and said, "deal."

He gulped down the rest of his whiskey and disappeared into the bathroom.

Meanwhile I was finally able let go of the breath I'd been holding the entire conversation.

I can't believe this is happening, I thought. I’m finally going to see Conner naked!

Well... from the front anyway.

It took everything I could do to wipe the huge smile off my face before he came back out.

"Okay, I'm ready." He shouted from the other side of the bathroom door. "I'm gonna come out, but you better not laugh or get awkward or anything, okay?"

I sat up straight and cleared my throat, trying to play it cool.

A moment later he opened the door and stepped out. He had taken his pants and boxers completely off, now standing there in a tight white undershirt but naked from the waist down, with a rock hard erection!

It wasn't small, but it certainly wasn't big. He was probably just under four inches and not very thick. But it was a -very- pretty cock. It stuck out straight as an arrow with a cute, pink mushroom head. His balls were small and smooth, completely devoid of any hair.

While many ‘normal’ women may have been dismissive, I for one loved the look. In fact it was impossible to look away. I had wanted to see him naked for so long, and now here he was in all his beautiful, androgynous glory.

"Wow, Conner," I hummed. “You’re so smooth!”

"What? Oh yeah," he said sheepishly. "I shaved down there to make it look bigger. But that's not really what we're doing here, Jess…."

He frowned.

"Right, sorry," I apologized. "Look, you're not that small.”

He looked up, almost excited.

“Buuut, you're not exactly big and I understand why you might be a little self-conscious,” I quickly continued, watching his smile fade. “But you're not small and there's plenty down there to satisfy a woman. I'm not sure what Britney's problem is… maybe she's only been with extremely well endowed men… but that’s no excuse to never fuck her husband."

That didn't seem to make him feel much better, so I blurted, "And you actually have a pretty beautiful dick, Conner. It's nice. It really is. I think it’s adorable."

He blushed at this, clearly flattered but embarrassed.

Shit. Maybe I shouldn't have called it adorable…

"Alright, now you're making it a little weird."

Blushing hard, I laughed. "Yeah, yeah sorry!"

He spun on his heels and moved to return to the bathroom, but what I saw next made me blurt out the first thing I could to make him stop.

It was his butt. Big and beautiful, round and perfect, smooth and robust… A mouth watering treat to anyone.

“WAIT!” I nearly shouted, causing him to jump and spin back around.

There was no way his big, delicious ass was getting away now.

“Don’t uh… get dressed just yet!” I said without thinking.

He cocked his head to one side and peered at me.

“Why?”

“I… uh…” My eyes darted around the room, trying to assist with any explanation.

But Conner sighed.

“It’s fine…” He huffed, trudging back to the chair across from me and plopping his big butt down, covering his dick. “Feels better to be naked than the panties she makes me wear.”

“Panties?!” I blurted once again.

Conner huffed, slamming his face down into his palms.

“Yeah… Britney says she likes me to wear them…”

Holy fucking shit. Was this real or had I died and gone to heaven? Not only was he totally bottomless and hard, but my college crush apparently wore panties on the regular, at the behest of his beautiful wife!

But what he said next surprised me even more.

"Ummm...do you think..." He mumbled quietly, looking up from his hands. "Do you think I could see yours? Just to… um compare?"

He turned beat red, clearly not believing he had actually said that out loud.

“Conner…” I started, trying to faintly suggest that it was a bad idea.

Good ol’ reverse psychology.

“C’mon Jess. Let me see,” he all but pleaded. “Besides, if a girls’ dick is bigger than mine, I may as well just give up, ya know?”

"Okay." I responded, a little too quickly. "But if I'm being honest, I don't think it's going to make you feel any better."

"Psh. Yeah, I figured. You're probably bigger soft than I am hard. I just think it's fair."

"Alright, but don't say I didn't warn you." I said as I stood, starting to unbuckle my belt.

"You can go into the bathroom too..." He began to say, but I dropped my pants to the ground before he could finish.

Given the events of the night, the examination of his tiny genitals, and the glimpse of Conner’s big apple bottom, I was already pretty hard, and my dick popped free, swung straight up, tapping my belly button.

In case you weren’t aware, it was NOT small. I sat around ten healthy inches that possessed a slight curve upwards like a fleshy banana.

Conner’s jaw nearly hit the floor.

"Dude, what the fuck. You're huge!" He belted out, quickly closing his knees together. "You were right, I definitely don't feel any better."

I'm not sure how, but I knew this was my chance.

"Well, I think I know something that would lift your spirits." I said hesitantly. "How about a kiss?"

The boy perked up again, cheeks flushed.

“Wha-what?”

"Sure," I replied, nervous but determined. "Unsatisfied lil Britney never has to know."

He looked at me confused, still not quite understanding what I was offering.

"Listen, you were just blue-balled hardcore and you're super sad," I went on. "I just wanna make you feel better."

I could see the realization finally dawn on him. "Um, what, no! I can’t cheat on Britney."

He looked away, biting his lip.

I stayed silent, not really knowing what to say, terrified that I had just tossed away a great friendship because of drunken horniness.

But then, without looking back at me, he said quietly, "I dunno Jess. I just think it would be weird."

"You said that about showing me your dick and here we are," I pointed out. “C’mon, don’t you think I’m pretty?”

He looked at me and I smiled, doing my best to look cute.

“Wh-what?! Of course I do! You’re beautiful, Jess. You know that!”

“Well then…” I mused. “What’s the problem?”

Another moment of silence passed.

"Okay," he said, spreading his knees back apart, revealing his half-hard cock resting on top of his cute little nutsack.

Without saying a word, I slipped my pants the rest of the way off, walked over to him, and leaned down so that we were face-to-face.

Strutting over to him, I bent at the waist, leaning over so we were face-to-face.

“C’mere…” I said, posturing forward slowly.

He leaned in too, and a second later our lips connected.

Warm electricity sparked between us as the kiss I had dreamt about for years unfolded. Conner too swooned, melting against me as if he was back in high school.

Things turned sexual quickly (as if they weren’t already depending on who you asked) and our faces pushed into one another as if we were star crossed lovers.

I wondered, just then, as I opened my mouth to slip my tongue into Conner’s delicious mouth, if he too had wanted this for as long as I had…

When finally we broke apart, he and I just sat there, looking deep into each other’s eyes.

“Wow,” I said.

He blushed harder. “Wow, indeed…”

Seizing the moment, I placed both hands on either of his knees and spread them slightly, making room so I could kneel down before him.

He gasped as I moved, watching as I nudged closer and closer to his rock hard, upstarted little dicklet.

Still just inches apart, Conner and I both took deep, nervous breaths. I couldn't quite believe where I was, on my knees in front of my best friend, staring at his beautiful little cock. But there was no turning back now.

“It may be a little small, Conner…” I whispered, “but I think it's beautiful.”

He blushed even harder but let me get closer.

“I love it…” I continued, slowly reaching out and lifting it with a couple of fingers, giving his boyhood the gentlest of squeezes. “I've wanted to see it for so, so long...”

Conner gasped when I caressed him, and shuddered as if he hadn’t been touched in years.

“... and see what it tasted like...”

Wasting no more time, I leaned forward and popped his plump little pink mushroom head in my mouth and immediately swirled my tongue around the rim, sucking softly.

“Ahhh… oooOOOooohhhh!” He let out a sigh as I peered up at his face enraptured in ecstasy.

My sweet little Conner closed his eyes, leaning his head back, and I felt his dick begin to grow in my mouth. It twitched and throbbed, quickly turning to fleshy steel within my wet vacuum.

I took it out and looked up at him, waiting until he finally opened his eyes and peered down at me. His cheeks were flushed, and he was already panting, but when our eyes locked on to one another’s I licked from the base to the tip, then swooped over, taking it all the way in, swallowing his few, juicy inches into my mouth with ease.

His whole body stiffened, his cock now at full mast.

I began bobbing up and down, slow at first but quickly building steam faster and faster, one hand braced against his thigh while the other gently caressed his balls.

"Holy shit Jess," he moaned. "You're really good at this."

I deep throated him easily, wrapping my tongue around his perfect little dick until he began to rock his hips back and forth, gently face fucking me and whispering, "yesss…"

One of his timid hands eventually found the back of my head, stroking my hair, and we synced into a hot, pumping rhythm.

Eventually I reached up and forcibly shoved a finger into his sopping mouth, playing with his nubile little tongue and swabbing my digit with saliva. I could tell he was surprised but he didn't fight me. I then threw a leg over my shoulder, took his dick as deep as it would go, and slowly slipped my wet finger into his tight butthole.

He let out a little squeak of pain and squirmed while trying to scoot away, but I held onto his leg and sucked even harder..

“Gah-hah!” He groaned. “J-Jess! I… uuuhhh!”

Looking up at him, I pulled my mouth off his cock and said, "It's okay. It feels good, right?"

He hesitated, panting like mad, but eventually nodded with a look of anticipation and fear on his reddened face.

When he relaxed I went back to work, engulfing his leaking boyhood back into my mouth and pushing my finger deeper into his succulent asshole. His prostate was easy to find and, while staring at him I rubbed it, and his eyes widened.

“OH FUCK!” He mewled, trembling and spurting a jet of precum onto my tongue.

I broke away and giggled, wiping my chin in jest.

“Heehee. Found your sweet spot”

Conner just huffed and nodded, still molesting the back of my head with his palm. When he pulled me back in, it surprisingly wasn’t towards his dripping dick, but instead his quivering hole.

He leaned back as I got closer, lifting both legs into the air to expose himself. I spat on his ass before shoving my tongue into his divide like a hot knife into butter.

As I started to fuck him with my tongue, I stroked his menial shaft with my thumb and forefingers.

Effeminate little Conner squirmed and panted in place, gripping my head harder in an attempt to get more tongue into his hungry butthole.

"Fuuuck Jess,” he whispered with a needy breath. “I think I'm gonna cum!"

When I felt his body tense up, I pulled my tongue out of his ass and gripped the base of his penis, stopping his orgasm at the cusp.

He whined and looked at me desperately, like a puppy after stepping on its tail.

"Not yet," I commanded

"Oh c'mon!” He pleaded. “I'm so close."

I stood up, my enormous rod still sticking out at a ninety degree angle, harder than it's ever been. With my new toy still sitting it was the perfect height, zeroed in right in front of his face and so close it nearly tapped his cute little button nose.

"Your turn," I said with a grin.

"W-what?” He whimpered. “N-no way! I don't think I can."

"Just for a second, just to try it out," I urged. "It's only fair."

Conner paused for a moment, his rock hard dick pulsing up and down.

I could tell there was an internal battle raging within. He may not have been totally comfortable going this far, but he was also incredibly horny - and a bit curious - perhaps even surprised by how much he was enjoying himself.

He glanced down at my seething, titanic erection bobbing in front of him, nearly going cross-eyed, then back up at me. Without saying anything, he slowly slid off the chair, dropped to his knees and stared up at my enormous womanhood overhead.

I flexed my cock and it bobbed again, softly tapping him across the cheek, and he let out a faint, nervous laugh.

God damnit he looked so fucking sexy beside my cock, with the innocent, cherubic face mere inches from a pillar of sin incarnate.

Slowly, he wrapped his hand around the thick center of my veiny hole destroyer and squeezed.

I purred in response, feeling his soft and dainty little hand try and grip my entirety.

Without further instruction he leaned in, licking the pearly bead of precum that his squeeze had coaxed from my tip. He must have liked the taste, because he began licking all around my pulsating head more and more vigorously. The sight was surreal, and I had no idea how he would even fit my bulbous crown into his mouth, let alone the rest of my cock.

But, when my head was wet, he opened wide and swept over the big, purple bulb. Like some sort of pro, he slid the first couple of inches into his mouth and began slowly pumping my shaft while he sucked. Simultaneously, Conner reached around with his other hand and grabbed my ass, pulling me towards him until my cock popped into his throat. He gagged but held himself there, esophagus convulsing, tormenting himself for my pleasure.

“Mmm… good boy…” I purred.

With that he pulled back out, gasping and heaving, sending saliva gushing down his front. The hot mess drenched his shirt, but then he dove in again, trying his best to deep throat me as much as I did him. I was very surprised by how quickly he took to it.

"Ohmygod, Conner, that's amazing," I moaned, as he bobbed his head faster and faster, getting at least the first five or six inches with each movement. “Are you sure you haven’t done this before?”

He pulled off again, panting with his tongue out while he jacked me off.

“Britney… she… sometimes she makes me suck her dildos…”

I smiled down at my naughty little boytoy. He just kept surprising me!

“Well now you get the real thing, slut,” I said, gripping his hair and pulling him back towards me.

When his lips met my spear he kissed the tip, then opened wide once more.

Unable to control myself, I thrusted, lodging nearly my entire muscle down his windpipe. Whether it was too much force or if he was just a natural, I popped into his throat with ease and shoved my full length down his throat.

He gagged and squirmed, but then grabbed both of my butt cheeks and pulled me into him as I face fucked him hard, my entire ten plus inches pounding down his slick, velvety throat.

I was on the brink of cumming when I had an idea.

"Hey," I whispered innocently, holding my length in his mouth. "I wanna try something. Do you trust me?"

Looking up at me, Conner nodded silently, throat still full of cock and his eyes full of desire.

I could tell he was mine now. He wanted me desperately. He hadn't been lusted over like this in years, and now he couldn't get enough…

My cock was throbbing as I dropped to my knees in front of Conner, meeting him face-to-face.

He was all but stunned when I put both hands on his waist and gazed into his eyes.

For a moment, he looked down at my lips like we were about to kiss, an air of tension lingering between us. He leaned towards me like a desperate child, but instead of meeting his mouth with mine, I forcibly spun his hips around and pushed him to all fours!

“Aiye!” He meeked, letting out a yelp of surprise, but didn't protest.

I absolutely loved the power I wielded over him, putting the ‘man’ of the house under my thumb.

He was now in such a vulnerable position… face down and ass up, and I wasted no time in spreading his cheeks and peering down at his virgin butthole, so tight and pink and hairless, with his smooth and puffy taint sticking out like a pussy. I buried my face into his ass, ferociously licking his hole while my fingers went back to work tugging on his erection.

I could hear him breathing deep as I feasted, humming and mewling, even wiggling his butt every so often trying to fuck himself on my spear-like tongue.

He huffed desperate grumblings under his breath all the while, "Oh god. Oh fuck. So good. Mmm…"

I licked and slobbered until his little asshole was nice and wet before pulling away to admire my handiwork. Splayed out before me was a slippery and winking ring, fluxing before my very eyes like an imploding star.

He looked back at me, "Hey why'd you stop?"

"That was just an appetizer, baby. Ready for the main course?"

The look of fear returned to his eyes as Conner realized what I meant.

His eyes quivered, quickly summoning tears. But his flushed cheeks gave his true emotions away, and with a bite to his lip he gave a barely discernible nod.

I spat on my hand and rubbed the tip of my dick, adding to the still dripping wetness from all of Conner's sloppy fellatio. I looked him straight in the eyes as I positioned my cock at his tiny, quivering starfish, adding just a touch of pressure.

My hot bulb pressed against him and he gasped. I could feel his butthole flex and flux, trying to open… trying to yield to the thick invader.

"Relax, Conner baby…” I said softly, using my free hand to spread his big, beautiful butt even more. “Now take a deep breath."

I slowly inched the tip of my dick into his succulent opening, watching the pink ring stretch beyond its natural limits.

Conner’s body seized and he gasped aloud as he was breached.

Then he took in a deep breath, and held it.

"I said relax, slut.” I growled, trying to push more of my beefy cock inside.

Only the head was in, and I had already hit his first wall.

Fuck, how was the rest of it going to fit?

“Huff out all the air slowly,” I commanded. “Then breathe and let me in."

He obeyed, and magically, I looked down to see more of my hot, veiny length slide in.

"Thaaat's it.” I said calmly as more of his ass enveloped my rock hard shaft. “You can do it. I'll go slow."

He grunted and moaned, shivering as more cock vanished inside him.

I spread his ass by either big, fluffy cheek, groaning as more insane tightness sleeved itself around my womanhood.

“Ahhh…” Conner whimpered when I hit his second wall, leaving half my cock unwrapped. "I don't know, Jess. You're too big. I don't think I can take it. This… this hurts!"

There was no fucking way I was stopping now…

"You can do it," I reassured him. "It's just like a hard workout. You get out what you put in….”

I squeezed his big pale butt as I spoke. “Now put in the work."

He squealed and squirmed.

"Oookay, but just… do it. Shove it all in…"

"You sure?" I asked with a giggle.

"Yeah,” he chuffed. “Do it! Please. I want it!"

I let him take one more breath, spread his ass, then reared back and plunged my cock in with a forceful, spearing thrust!

Conner shrieked! But it was music to my ears.

I jammed my hot, wet muscle in as far in as I could get it, stuffing at least two-thirds into the shapely bottom.

“OHMYFUCK!” He bellowed, and I thought for sure the whole house could hear.

I retreated a bit and then pushed back in, shoving my cock deep inside him and holding it there. Another inch crammed inside with a SQUELCH and he wailed again, his tiny body trembling around my pole.

Nearly hilted entirely, I leaned over his back, pressing my tits to his shoulders, and whispered, "How's that?"

He was breathing heavily and at first I thought he couldn't speak.

Long, hot, pregnant, panting seconds passed before he spat out, "So good… I love it."

Panting hard, he continued, “I've been wondering what you'd feel like for years...”

With a smirk, I slowly pulled nearly all the way out, watching my shaft re-emerge, glistening with wetness, and then pushed back in - HARD.

“AIYE!” Conner yelped again, sending another rattling, effeminate cry through the house.

As I began my fucking, pumping in and out of that juicy asshole of my little puppet, all while his grunting turned into moans of pleasure.

"Yes, oh my god…” he chuffed, “that's so fucking good, please don't stop."

Not wanting to disappoint, I drove my cock in the deepest in and out of that juicy boyhole over and over. As the pliable little orifice yielded my hips swiftly became a blur, repeatedly hilting with a slick, new ease.

Conner bellowed as I fucked him, holding onto the chair for dear life.

Slamming my cock as far as it would go, I once more leaned down over his back, pausing just briefly enough to give a low whisper in his ear…

"Say you're mine,” I commanded. “Say you want me. Say you can't live without my cock in your slutty pussy."

Without hesitation he breathed out, and I could tell he meant it.

"I'm fucking yours, Jess. I love your huge cock in my ass. Please, don't stop fucking me... Cum in my ass and make me your bitch. I want you inside me always."

Who’s to refuse the boy what he wanted?

I gripped his hips tight and fucked him into oblivion.

He was moaning so loud now, nearly screaming.

A series of high-pitched and effeminate musings that totally did not sound like they were coming from a twenty-something year old man.

He rocked back into me with every in-stroke, meeting my thrusts like a hungry whore.

I was pounding so deep, pummeling his prostate over and over again. He arched his back and looked over his shoulder, giving me the sexiest cock-drunk smile I had ever seen.

"I fucking love you, Jess.” Conner huffed. “This is the best I've ever felt in my life. Punish me. Destroy my asshole."

His slutty words turned me on more than anything I had ever heard. I wrapped my arms around his slender, tapered waist and bounced him along on my cock, using his tiny body for my gratification.

"Yes. Yes!” He choked out with each high-pitch wail. “Yes. Please. Harder!"

I could tell he was close to cumming, and I wasn’t far behind. His now-slick hole was still ripe and tender, squeezing me beyond belief.

"I'm gonna cum, baby!” I snarled. “Mmm! You want this cum, slut?

I quickened my pace, manhandling his little body, assaulting his prostate in rapid, long-dicking thrusts.

“Oh god, YES!” Conner howled. “Fuck! I'm gonna explode!"

His body stiffened and he let out a scream of pleasure, spasming uncontrollably.

"Yes, fucking take it bitch!” I growled. “Take my fucking cock!"

Streams of hot spew shot from his tiny dick as he panted and moaned. His whole body shook as his womanly orgasm took over.

I threw him forwards and pounded him into the floor as he came, my full, fat balls slamming hard into his tiny inferior ones.

"OHHH FUUUUUUCK!" He bellowed as strings of clear, useless semen spilled onto the carpet.

I shoved into him hard, putting my full body weight into my jackhammerings, flattening him to the floor, forcing him prone.

My hand pressed down on the side of his face, mashing it into the chair to muffle his girly screams.

I pulled out and flipped him to his back, sending his little wet dicklet flailing, still spurting uncontrollably. I fell between his legs, gripped a handful of his useless genitals, and impaled his ass once again, sinking in with a moan.

He grabbed his legs behind the knees and pulled them towards his chest, allowing me to get as deep as possible.

My free hand shot forward and clamped down over his neck, choking him while I hammered his upturned asshole over… and over… and OVER.

There was pure ecstasy in his wide eyes as I squeezed his throat harder. His face turned red as I pummeled him to climax. My entire body tensed and I let out a roar, cumming inside him load after load as he fought for air, his own cock seizing and spilling even more cum all over his stomach.

When I let go of his throat he gasped, inhaling deeply.

Panting and dripping with sweat and cum, I leaned down and kissed him long and hard.

Conner moaned into me, and I him, before I collapsed onto his chest.

"Holy fucking shit that was unbelievable," he sighed, still breathing heavily before kissing me on the top of my head.

“You have….” I said between sharp breaths, “you have no idea how long I’ve wanted to do that…”

He giggled, still holding me, and before I knew it I fell asleep.

So glad we decided to compare!

THE END (for now)
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