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Extra Juicy

When my roommate Dave first supplied me with this bottle of gender-changing pills his initial plan was for me to take them, transform into a woman, and basically start making porn videos. I was hesitant about the idea. First, because it sounded crazy and I had a hard time believing some pill could do that. Hell, I didn’t even know where or from whom he got them. And second, even if they did work, I wasn’t so sure that was something I could go through with, even if the effects only lasted eight hours, could I really transform myself and put my body out there for the consumption of a bunch of horny perverts. The main reason behind all this was because we were terribly behind on rent and needed money and fast.

Curiosity got the best of me eventually and I did end up taking one of the pills while Dave was at work. And that experience, it was not only transformative in the physical sense but mentally or maybe spiritually… as I if had finally felt like I belonged in my body for the very first time. As a man, I wasn’t much to look at and never garnered much attention from the opposite sex. But as a woman, I was beautiful, and not just beautiful but sexy, a goddess, the type of woman that would never in a million years notice me. As a woman I was curvy with gorgeous hair that fell past my shoulders. My eyes sparkled and my lips were a pretty pink.

Obviously, my exploration of that body did not stop there. My hips were wide, the kind that just makes you want to breed with their owner. My breasts were large and full, nipples perky and round. And my ass… Mmm, my ass… thick and juicy, the type of booty nobody could say no to.

Exploring further I came to know just how sensitive and pleasurable a woman’s body is. How tugging and teasing on my nipples excited me. How my little clit pulsed and ached at the slightest touch. Needless to say, I was hooked.

That day Dave returned from work early. Actually, he got fired. And whether it was all those new hormones or something else… a latent desire only now awakened by the pills, when Dave, uninvited, interrupted my personal self-exploration… well one thing led to another and… let’s just say I’ve never felt more fulfilled in life than having him fill me.

However, regardless of all that, we’re still in quite the predicament. Still on the verge of getting evicted, still without jobs, and with how new and crazy the whole situation was we didn’t even think to make a video.

I’m still not entirely sure how I feel about what happened between the two of us. I mean, it was definitely fun, the pleasure immense. But how do I know for certain that this is who I really am? And even if it was, would I want all this out on the internet for everyone to see?

Anyway, since we are desperate for money, I did agree to make a solo video, this way limiting Dave’s involvement while I take the time to figure out what the hell is going on between us. When I was a woman, he treated me differently, saw me differently. Yet when I transformed back, it was the same old Dave and me, like nothing had ever happened. It was very confusing.

I did run into a small problem when I underwent that transformation. None of my clothes fit my right. And if I was going to do a whole video, getting sexy, stripping down, showing off, I would need some sexy lingerie. Nobody wants to see a woman stripping off a pair of some guys' old boxers, no matter how hot she is. So at the very least, I needed some bras and panties and that sort of thing. I wouldn’t necessarily need everyday wear, at least not yet, but if the time comes from that too, well, I suppose I can be open to it.

“Are you ready yet?” Dave wrapped his knuckles on my door. Which was kind of annoying since he just asked like two minutes ago, but I guess it’s better than what he usually does, which is just barge in.

The reason I told him, very sternly, not to barge in under any circumstances was that I had taken another one of the pills. If I was going to buy lingerie for Sophia then I needed to be her to get a better approximation of what might fit and what won’t. I know it’s probably weird to refer to this alternate version of myself as a separate person but really, right now, it does feel like I’m two different people.

Transforming this time was far easier than the first. I almost vomited the first time, I got so dizzy, the world spinning, my limbs in some weird state of flux. This time it was a bit more pleasant, probably because I was a little more prepared. I popped the pill, laid on my bed, and waited. An easing numbness came over me, my body stretching and folding in on itself, my mind did spin as if it was tossed into the wash, but I handled it well enough.

When I opened my eyes and looked in the mirror I was once again Sophia, with all the beauty and curves that come with her. Last time I felt a bit like a foreigner in someone else's body at the start, but not this time. This time I felt I was where I belonged.

Truthfully, when Dave knocked I wasn’t actually getting ready. I was just staring at my naked body in the mirror admiring myself. I made sure to undergo the transformation naked this time. No need to have to struggle out of another pair of jeans that won’t go past these hips and lose another button.

“Come on, let’s go already,” Dave knocked again. Unfortunately, I needed Dave to come along with me. He was the only one of us who had a car. Besides, it’s probably a good idea to get a second opinion from a man, especially one who spends enough time drooling over half-naked women. I’m sure Dave knows what would turn on an audience.

I let out a defeated sigh. I suppose I wasn’t going to enjoy touching and feeling these plump breasts with Dave harping at me like that. I really wanted to just touch and feel and enjoy this again. Sure, it feels nice, but I also think it helps get my mind situated inside here. Sophia isn’t the same size and shape as I am, touching helps give a better mind-body connection. I suppose I could have gotten the same outcome from rubbing knees or wiggling my fingers but that’s not as fun as teasing my cute nipples to do it.

“Alright, I’ll be right out, I just need to find some clothes,” I finally answered. As much as Dave frustrated me at that moment, upon hearing my voice I smiled. It was a soft, delicate voice. Like wind chimes in the breeze.

“Oh, okay. I’m sorry, take your time,” said Dave.

His attitude sure changed quickly. And then it hit me, he could tell by my voice I was Sophia. I’m not exactly sure how I should feel about that. But hey, I was getting the pretty girl treatment now and it did feel nice.

I had no choice but to put on a pair of sweats. They were the only thing I had that I could fit over this ass, thank god for elastic. I threw on a plain t-shirt as well. Not the most flattering outfit. It surely does nothing to help accentuate the beauty that I now possess. There was also the little problem of not owning a bra, which would be obvious to anyone who looks at me. Especially with my nipples poking against my shirt like this. But, it’s kind of hot, in a naughty sort of way. I combed my fingers through my hair, I loved these curls, and decided this was the best I could do with what I had.

“Okay, I’m ready,” I said, walking into the common area, Dave sitting on the couch. He turned staring blankly at me. “What?”

“Oh… uh… nothing,” Dave wiped that dumb look off his face, stood up, and twirled his keys in his hand, still sort of staring at me.

No, he wasn’t staring at me, not exactly. He was staring at my tits. “Uggh, let’s go.” I opened the door and followed Dave out. I didn’t need him following behind me, he’d probably just take the opportunity to stare at my ass.

Before leaving Dave remarked on how hot it was outside, though I didn’t think it was all that hot. He removed his button up shirt. Undoing the buttons one by one, easing it off his broad shoulders and then laying it over the back of the couch. Underneath he had a tight white t-shirt that hugged his torso. Was he trying to impress me? And was it working? Was I the one staring now? Staring at his forearms and biceps. His chest. Those muscles. What’s wrong with me? I shouldn’t be feeling like this. Surely, it’s just these new hormones coursing through my red hot blood for him. No, I mean… not for him… just in general.

We got in the car and headed to the mall. On the way there I started to feel anxious, very anxious. This is the first time I’d be out in public as a woman. What if the people could see right through me, could somehow tell I was a fraud? I’m hardly the most confident person when I’m in the body I’m used to, even the most basic social interactions can sometimes be a struggle. Having to do them as a completely different person, yeah, this could be bad.

We arrived thirty minutes later. Dave and I didn’t really talk much during the ride. Usually, Dave never runs out of things to say. I had to wonder, was he somehow intimidated by me? And if he is, maybe that’s a good thing. We got out of the car and judging by the parking lot the mall was packed as usual. My hopes of going unnoticed just got a little slimmer.

“Would you like to get a bite at the food court first? I’m starving myself,” said Dave. I found it hard to focus on what he was saying. I kept glancing around, watching others come in and out of the shops, walking towards us, walking away from us. I watched to see if they were watching me. But really I think I was just driving myself crazy.

“Do we even have enough money to eat out?” I asked. Then out of the corner of my, I noticed a man, probably in his forties, practically break his neck as he turned to get a look at me from behind as he walked past. My first thought was, he knows, he knows I’m not what I appear to be. Then, noticing his eyes fixate my butt, I realized he was just checking me out. Which both flattered me and creeped me out a little. Either way, I increased my stride to match Dave’s, keeping close to his side. Dave’s a pretty big dude, if anything were to happen, I think he could handle it if necessary. Do all women feel like this?

“I checked my balance before we left, we’ll be fine. Anyway, once we get a few videos uploaded we won’t have anything to worry about,” said Dave.

He sure sounded confident that this plan was going to work. I can’t say I felt the same. I mean, there are so many women doing this. So many videos, photos, and anything you could imagine. How could he know for sure anyone is going to even care about ours?

“Alright, but let’s finish shopping first,” I said. I couldn’t eat right now. I was far too stressed for anything like that. Maybe once we get what we came here for I’ll start feeling a little more at ease.

“Sure thing, whatever works for you.” There he was, being so kind again. It both threw me off and frustrated me. Normally he’d be all like, ‘come on man, I haven’t eaten all day, let’s just get something.”

When we entered the lingerie store I noticed Dave also didn’t do something else he normally would. That is, check out the girls, maybe nudge me in the ribs and whisper, ‘hey, you think I got a chance with that one?’ To which I would obviously reply, ‘not a chance in hell.’ This time it was like he didn’t notice their existence at all. Like it was just him and I in this store and nobody else. Which truthfully comforted me a lot. I didn’t want to think about there being anyone else around me, anyone who might see through me.

There were a couple of guys in there, with their girlfriends I think, who were definitely trying to ‘see through me.’ By that I mean, through my clothes, their eyes locking on my breasts. Which bounced freely, nipples clearly visible. I so wish I had a bra. When this happened Dave put his hand on my back and hurried me along down the aisle, saying, “Come on, I think I saw something good down here.” But actually, I’m starting to think he could tell how nervous I was feeling and was just playing it off as something else.

When his strong hand touched my back, my shoulders instinctively relaxed, putting me at ease. Was he always this empathetic and I just never noticed it before?

“What do you think about something like that,” Dave pointed to a mannequin wearing this black thong, the front of it a sheer mesh. It certainly looked sexy. The sort of thing as a man I would have drooled over if I saw a woman wearing it. It was thin enough that if you got close enough you’d probably get a pretty good idea of everything going on down there.

“It’s nice.” I didn’t know what else to say.

“It’s okay if it’s not your style.”

The thing is, I don't know what my style is. It’s never something I had to consider before. I mean what guy knows what style of thong he would wear if he was a woman.

“But I would totally rock something like that if I was you,” Dave added. And just like that, I got my answer. I had to laugh, it was too serendipitous not to.

“What is it?” Dave asked, half laughing.

“Nothing,” I covered my mouth with my nimble fingers, stifling my laughter.

“You’re making fun of me, aren’t you?” He playfully shoved my shoulder.

“Hey, no I’m not. I was just-”

“Do you two need any help?” Asked a young brunette. She was cute, probably around twenty. Petite, curly hair, totally Dave’s type. Yet he made no mention of it.

“Oh.. uhmm… I…” I couldn’t get the words out. My heart started to race and I hated that. She obviously worked here. This was a girl, who dealt with women and womanly things on a daily basis. No way I can pass under her inspection.

Then Dave stepped in, taking the lead for me, thinking quickly on his feet. What relief. My savior… did I really just think that?

“Yes, actually we could, thank you,” Dave spoke with an air of polite courtesy. “See, she grew up in a very sheltered household. Her parents… they wouldn’t dare let her wear anything like this, let alone step foot in such a store. She’s really trying to explore herself a bit more but really doesn’t know where to start and I don’t know much about this stuff in terms of sizes and fits and things like that. I sure as hell know what I’d like to see her in but other than that we’re at a loss.”

What in the absolute fuck was that? Where did that come from? That did not sound like Dave, at all. Well, the last part did but other than that...

The brunette smiled warmly, “I totally get it.” She bought it. Thank you, Dave, thank you. “I’m Katie by the way. And you are?”

She was talking to me. I wish she’d just talk to Dave. But I had no choice. “I’m Sophia.” Saying my name out loud, with my pretty voice, made it sound more real.

“It’s nice to meet you, Sophia.”

“I’m Dave… if that matters,” he said jokingly.

Katie giggled, “Nice to meet you too, Dave.”

You know, for once I think Dave might actually have a shot with this one. He wasn’t being his same old brutish and faux confident self. He had a charm and wit and Katie seemed to enjoy it. Yet, he didn’t seem to notice what I noticed at all. Was this my woman’s intuition? Or is that just silly?

Now that I think about it, Dave hasn’t been treating me like he would if I was a guy, nor has he been treating me like he usually acts around girls. I think maybe, he gets nervous around them too, which makes him act a fool. But that hasn’t been the case.

“So, I can’t let you try on any panties, it’s policy. But you can try on any bras you’d like. And I can take your measurements if that’s okay?”

“Yes, that would be great.” I was still a bit nervous, but it got easier each time she asked a question.

Dave continued to browse on his own while Katie helped with my measurements. I kept on blushing the entire time. I really wish Dave could be here with us. But that would probably be even more awkward. It’s just having this cutie so close to me, like really close, it was making me feel this type of way. Like I said before, as a man, women never paid much attention to me. Now, this pretty young thing was getting all close and personal, touching my breasts, well not actually touching them, but still, when you haven’t had much contact it sure can get ya.

“You should be proud,” Katie wrapped the tape measure around my back, “I wish I had boobs this big.”

“Oh, umm… thank you.” I blushed some more. Is this how women talked to each other? Just openly speaking about their boobs? I guess that would make sense. I mean, Dave has no qualms with talking about his cock so…

“Y- yours are nice too. I think they're very cute,” I said. Oh gosh, why did I say that? She’s going to totally think I’m a perv. I couldn’t tell if she was flirting, being friendly, or what. It’s so hard to tell with her being this kind to me, and also being this close to my breasts.

Katie giggled, “I suppose they are cute and I guess it shouldn’t matter, my boyfriend certainly has no complaints about them. It’s hard though sometimes, as a woman, feeling like you have to live up to certain standards, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, it sure can be,” I agreed. I don’t think I could really relate with Katie on that. I’ve only been a woman for like a total of nine hours and not even in a row. But then, it certainly hasn’t been easy, just in a much different way than what Katie experiences I’m sure.

“Alright, you’re all done,” said Katie, sweeping the tape measure off my body, which tickled my nipples. I felt a little guilty about liking that.

We met back up with Dave. He looked rather out of place while wandering aimlessly around the shop. And also looked quite relieved at our return.

“How’d it go?” Asked Dave.

“Good. Really good,” I answered.

Katie beamed with pride. As she should. She really was a big help. “Are we looking for something sexy, or more practical?”

“Sexy.” Dave and I both answered in unison.

“Definitely sexy,” I repeated for emphasis. Even though Katie and I’s conversation was brief, it really left me feeling a whole lot more confident about this whole thing. Like I wasn’t so alone… being a woman.

“Not just sexy,” said Dave, “Something naughty, the kind of lingerie that’ll make a man unable to resist controlling himself. Did I get that right Sophia?”

“Yes, that’s exactly right,” I nodded.

“I see, then you two are gonna want to come with me to the back.” Katie led the way, Dave and I followed close behind.

“I told you this wasn’t anything to get nervous about,” said Dave low enough so only I would hear.

“You said no such thing.”

“Oh,” he had that dumb look on his face again, rubbing the back of his head, “I didn’t? Maybe I was just thinking it.”

“I’m still just a tad uneasy. What if someone finds out?”

“Find out what?”

“You know…”

“Are you two coming?” Katie called from ahead.

“Yup!” Dave took hold of my hand, picking up his pace, carrying me onward. Was he really this dense? Or did he really only see me as Sophia, that my being anything else wasn’t even a possibility, at least not in these moments?

I practically had to sprint to keep up with Dave’s pace. My cheeks turned such a bright red because… well… my breasts… they just bounce however they damn well please, lifting, falling, swinging…

Dave and Katie seemed far more into choosing lingerie than I did, at least from a technical standpoint. They kept talking about lace patterns, cup styles, all these terms which went completely over my head.

“How about this one,” Katie pointed to a soft pink silk bra with the center sort of cut out and a matching pair of panties.

“Umm… I don’t think I really like the color,” I said. I don’t think I could wear something that pink, that girly, just yet. “Is it okay if we just stick black… maybe red.” I think I’d prefer black, but I suppose I wouldn’t mind too much if it was red.

“Sure thing.”

“What about this one?” Katie motioned to another set.

That one actually didn’t seem too bad. It was black, so that’s good. Definitely naughty. The fabric is sheer with a solid floral pattern. And was, what I think Katie called, a peek-a-boo style or something. I guess because there were these vertical slits on the cups that would make my nipples visible. Which, come on, that’s pretty sexy and definitely naughty. The matching panties weren’t so bad either. Light, delicate, and above all else… crotchless.

“Let’s do it,” I said, making my final decision.

“Good choice!” Katie was more excited than I was. Which was good, really. It made me feel confident in my choice. I’m pretty prone to second-guessing myself as it is.

“I’ll let you choose the next one,” I said to Dave.

“Really?” He looked surprised.

“Yeah, I can tell you’ve been dying to choose.”

Dave literally took all of two seconds to pick out the next piece. It made me think, while browsing was Dave picturing how each set would look on me? Imagining me in these different outfits, at different angles… in different positions. The very idea that he may have been, to be honest, kind of excited me a little. Gave me a little flutter as he held out this red lace crotchless teddy and exclaimed, “I think this one would look perfect on you.”

I chose the final set. Something much less involved than the previous two. A black bra and matching thong. They were a bit strappy but all the important bits were covered and they looked comfortable and could be worn under normal clothes if needed.

“Are you sure you don’t want to get anything else?” Dave asked.

I kind of did but… “I think we may have already spent a bit more than we should have already.”

“Yeah, you’re probably right.” He turned to Katie, “I guess we’re all done here.”

“Great, follow me and I’ll get you two checked out.”

Katie ringed us up. I don’t even want to mention the price, it’ll just make me feel uneasy. I sure hope this plan works. It has to work. Katie handed me the bag. The moment I took it from her, I got a rush, I haven’t been able to buy myself anything fun in forever. Felt nice.

“I gave you my employee discount, so don’t say anything to my manager,” Katie smiled, handing Dave his card back.

“Thanks a ton. You’re amazing,” said Dave.

“Thank you,” I added, a bit sheepishly. If things take off for the two of us, we definitely have got to come back here.

With that finished Dave and I walked around the mall aimlessly for a bit. Just talking, nothing really important or pertinent. We talked about Kaite, her kindness. We talked about my getting measured, which Dave was weirdly into. He made a lame joke about how if guys had to get their cocks measured to fit into their underwear that ninety percent of men would probably rather go commando. I still laughed at it, but it was a dumb joke.

Eventually, we made our way to the food court. Dave got himself a burger and fries, and I got some sushi. And oh boy, was it ever so delicious. It couldn’t have been just the sushi. It’s food court sushi, it’s usually good, but not this good. I got an eel roll, my favorite. The sauce, just perfect, savory, a little sweet. I couldn’t stop popping one after the other into my mouth. My theory is, with this body, not only was I very sensitive in the intimate sense of the word but all my senses for some reason were heightened, and that it included taste. I mean, I could even taste the sticky rice which I never even noticed actually had a pretty pronounced flavor when you focus on it.

“You got a little something there,” said Dave, “right by your lip… here, I got it,” Dave wiped a dab of eel sauce off my lip with his thumb. “No need to let it go to waste,” he sucked the sauce off his thumb.

I’d say he was flirting but this was also the Dave who I’ve seen lick pizza sauce off his shirt during game day. But if he was flirting… I think… maybe it was working. I kind of wish I acted more quickly, grabbed his wrist, and sucked the sauce off instead.

Before I could really consider any of this Dave checked the time. I couldn’t believe it, we’ve been away from home for almost four hours. That means this pill only has about four more hours before it wears off. That doesn’t give us much time to get back home, get set up, and make a video. And I don’t think it would be prudent to take more than one of these pills a day. Who knows what could happen if I took too much or took them too often.

“We should really get going,” I said.

“What’s the rush? Don’t like the sushi?”

“No, it’s not that. The sushi’s great. Really great. But depending on traffic we’ll only have like three hours to get this whole video thing finished for today.” I didn’t want him to think I wasn’t enjoying myself, or my time with him because I was. But this was kind of getting urgent. Thankfully, Dave agreed that we should get going and scarfed down the rest of his fries in a single bite. Kind of impressive really, the way he can eat.

When we got into the parking lot Dave started to spring. And all I could think was not again. But at least the parking lot was pretty much empty. Nobody around to stare.

“Come on Sophia, move those pretty legs,” Dave shouted.

“Slow down,” I shouted. Half jogging, half walking, trying to hold my breasts still with my forearm pressing them against my chest.

“Why are you running so weird?” Dave asked, leaning against the car, waiting for me to catch up.

I stopped in front of him, nearly out of breath, “Because of these,” I cupped my breast, giving them a shake.

“Oh… ah… yeah… right…”

Anyway, we got in the car and took off. It took us thirty-five minutes to get back. Not too bad. Still plenty of time. I hope.

Once we got back to our place I quickly straightened up my room as best I could since that’s where we would be filming. I’m pretty much a minimalist, more by necessity than choice. I have my bed, a desk with a computer, a nightstand with a lamp, but not much more than that. I mostly just had to stuff my clothes back into the closet. While I did that Dave went to his room to get his camera ready. He had a pretty nice camera. It was a gift from his grandmother, though I doubt she ever expected her grandson to use it for this purpose.

Once I got my room straightened out it was time to get changed. I reached into the shopping bag and laid each set out on my bed. They were all so cute. I ran my fingers over each one, so soft to the touch, but which to wear. In the end, I knew which I would choose. It was a given. I had to wear the one Dave picked out for me. I just had to. Having him by my side throughout this whole ordeal, it was the least I could do for him. I’m sure it would make him very happy to see me in it.

I removed my shirt and then my sweats, taking a moment to admire myself in the mirror. I took a deep breath in, chest rising. I can do this. I’m pretty. I’m sexy. Just look at those tits, that ass. Who wouldn’t want a piece of that. It took me a minute to figure out how to get this thing on, but once I did, I had to admit, I looked damn good in it. The way it held my large bust, my perky nipples faintly visible through the red lace. The way the cut accentuated my curvy hips. And with the crotchless bottom… my little pussy looked all ready to play.

Dave knocked, “Can I come in?”

“Mmhmm,” I responded.

Dave opened the door and then closed it, entering my room, camera by his side. “Fuck,” he blurted out in a moment of authentic exasperation and then he cleared his throat, “So, shall we get started?”

“Sure.”

I took a seat on the edge of my bed, legs crossed, hands resting on top of my thick thighs. Dave raised the camera, the little red light informing me that we had begun.

I froze. I didn’t know what to do or say. I had no idea how to get started. I mean, I’ve seen porn before but being the one in front of the camera like this, I think I got stage fright and there wasn’t even a stage.

I let out a heavy breath, sinking forward, “I’m sorry. I just don’t know what I’m supposed to do. Should we start over?”

“It’s okay, I can edit out whatever doesn’t work. I’ll keep the camera rolling so we can flow right into it when you’re ready but…” Dave paused, thinking something over. “Maybe just do and say whatever you’ve always fantasized about. Or maybe just imagine your audience? What you think they might want to see?”

They weren’t horrible suggestions. But I don’t know if I wanted to imagine a bunch of faceless guys on their computers. Besides, there wasn’t really any audience. There was just me and Dave. Just the two of us.

“What got you so excited the last time? Maybe trying doing that again,” Dave offered.

The last time… there were a few things. But more than any of that, what really excited me, what really got me going, if I think about it honestly, it was…

It was when Dave barged in. I was toying my pretty pussy with the handle of a hairbrush, experimenting with anything I could to keep that sensation of blissful pleasure alive. Not just when he barged in, but when he first placed his strong hands on me. His palms sweet caress moving down my curves, over my ass, squeezing me. Mmmm, that’s what really got me going. And then, when he bent me over, sliding a finger over my sensitive clit. More than that, more than anything, it was when he first entered me, filling me from behind, and for the first time, I felt…

I opened my eyes and then opened my legs. I glanced down, my cute little pussy glistening with the dew of my growing desire.

“I don’t know what the hell you were just daydreaming about, but whatever it is keep it up,” said.

I took one last steadying breath, preparing myself for this. I didn’t need to keep daydreaming. That dream was right in front of me, not as a dream but as a reality. So maybe it wasn’t a one-time thing, a mishap fueled by new hormones and curiosity. Maybe there really was something there. Something between us, that is. My tits rose and fell along with the rhythm of my breathing, the cut of the lingerie giving a delightful view of my full cleavage.

I looked into the camera. But only sort of. I was really looking at Dave, just in a way he might not directly notice. His handsome face, his brown eyes, that full beard. I drank in the sight of him just as the camera captured the sight of me. A sexy goddess, ready and willing.

“Hey, baby,” I spoke in a breathy seductive voice. A voice that I didn’t know I had in me, but apparently, I did. And by the looks of it, not only did it give me chills but Dave as well. “Do you like what I’m wearing?” I trailed my nimble fingers up my thighs, over my hips, “I picked it out especially for you,” I really emphasized that last part. But would Dave pick up on the hint? I know how dense he can be. Hell, I used to be just as dense.

I moved my hands up higher, hugging my big full breasts. “Would you like to see them?” I teased two fingers over the red lace, circling my sensitive nipples, feeling them stiffen beneath my touch. “Touch them?” I pinched, “Maybe taste them?” Then tugged. A shiver of pleasure radiated through my core. “Mmm, I’d love it if you could suck on them for me.”

Whether Dave knew this was about him or not, I still couldn’t say. But it was clear he definitely and desperately wanted it to be about him. How he struggled to keep his hand still, how he kept having to readjust the camera’s position. His beautiful eyes were more focused on me than whether I was in the frame or not.

“Just thinking about it makes me so wet,” a simple moan escaped my lips, spreading my legs wider. Dave took a step forward, coming closer, panning down between my legs. “Uh-uh,” I wagged my finger, “Don’t be so hasty.” I placed a finger under the camera lens, lifting it back up. “There’s still so much I want to share with you first.”

I pinched and teased and tugged my round perky nipples. “I know you’re just aching to see them.” I lowered the shoulder straps, easing my top down, bit by bit, little by little, revealing my full juicy tits. “You like that?” I squeezed, moaning. “I know you do, baby.” I lifted my breast, extended my tongue, licking my cute pink nipple, coating it with spit. Then latching on, I sucked. Sucked and sucked and it felt so good, filled me with a warm comforting glow. I popped my mouth off with a wet smack. “I bet you wish it was your mouth on these tits,” I said, switching to the other. Showing them both equal love.

I knew that was true. How? Because I could see Dave’s jeans lifting in the front. His cock hardening, excited by seduction, bulging behind those jeans. And seeing that turned me on all the more, excited me. He wanted me. He lusted for me, there was no mistaking it. That hunger in his eyes, that desire for this sexy body. And I wanted him.

So bad, so very badly did I want him. His cock jumping with delight, with want, pushing against his jeans, wishing to break free and let loose. Dave used to always brag about his cock. It wasn’t until that first time that I knew he could actually back it up.

I slid my hands down my curves, bringing them to that pleasure center of my womanhood. I adjusted my bottoms, kept my legs wide, making sure this pretty pussy was clearly visible for the camera to see. For Dave to see.

“Look how wet she is,” I slid two fingers between my juicy slit. “That’s all because of you.”

Dave tensed his muscles, holding something back. And how I wish he wouldn’t. I wish he would lunge for me, toss me onto this bed, and take me. Not yet… we had to finish the video. All things in their own time.

I spread my lower lips with two fingers, revealing my pretty little clit, the most sensitive, the most magical part of being a woman.

“Why don’t you take that cock out for me,” I said. I teased the very tip of my finger over my slick clit, shivering from the pleasure, the heightened sensitivity. I pictured Dave doing just as I had asked. Unzipping his jeans, pulling it out for me, gripping the shaft. “That’s it… just like that… up and down…” I circled a finger over my clit, slow at first, soaking in the sensual wonder.

Fuck, it felt good, amazing. Exploring this body, every inch of it, every intimate part of it. I loved it. But I would love it more if I didn’t have to do it alone. If I only had someone to explore with me.

Now I was the one getting tense, circling faster over my clit, rubbing with determination. My breathing deepened, my moans growing louder.

“Fuck, Sophia. That’s perfect. Don’t stop, just keep that up,” said Dave.

I loved that he couldn’t keep quiet any longer. And more than that, I loved his encouragement, that’s all I needed. I eased two fingers into my tight wet pussy. Fucking myself just like that. So naughty, amplified by the wet squelching of my cock-hungry cunt.

“Keep stroking it,” I repeated those words over and over. Swiftly, deftly, plunging my fingers in, my other hand focusing on my clit. “That’s it… I want you to cum for me… please, I want it so bad… cum for me… cum for me…”

I chanted these words. I moaned my pleasure. My toes curled. My core tensed, ready to snap, ready to erupt.

“Give it to me… give it to me, baby… I want-” And then it happened. That bursting, a flooding, gushing, releasing everything I had built up. My legs quivered, my knees snapped together. Shivering, I dropped down onto the bed. Dave moved in. Coming closer, panning the camera over my naked body.

“Fuck,” Dave growled, “That was fucking hot.”

Once was not enough. Not for me. Not in this way. I needed another. Another orgasm but not experienced alone but rather shared. I started to regain my composure. The waves of bliss slowly subsiding, slinking away. I knew what I wanted, and I knew exactly how to get it.

I eased off the edge of the bed, getting down on my knees before Dave. “Now, it’s your turn,” I looked up into Dave’s eyes, smiling, licking my lips in anticipation. I walked my hands up his jeans. Fumbling with the button, popping it open, unzipping… I reached in, Dave’s heart pounding against his chest, pulling his cock out.

“Are you sure?” Dave asked

It was sweet of him to ask. But I was sure. So very sure, “Mhmm,” I nodded, fingers curled around his thick shaft.

“Fuck, you’re so pretty.” Dave struggled to keep the camera steady, the same for his breathing.

“And you’re my big handsome man,” I said. I slid my palm up and down the length of his shaft, feeling it pulse between my grasp, “And this is my big yummy cock.” I wetted my lips, leaning in, and then kissed the tip. Dave groaned, a sure sign of his enjoyment.

I opened my mouth to receive him, wrapping my lips around the head of his cock. Further down, Dave slid over my tongue. I grabbed his thighs, digging my fingers into his jeans. Bobbing my head back and forth, sucking on that big meaty cock of his. Covered in spit his cock ached for more. And in time I would give him so much more.

Dave placed a hand atop my head, petting, caressing, playing with the locks of my hair. On my knees for him, drooling over his cock, stroking and sucking, saliva squishing between my nimble fingers.

I pulled back, sliding my mouth off. I could see how much Dave wanted me to continue. And I would. But first… I wiped the spit off my chin, reached up and, took the camera from him. I turned it off and tossed it on the bed. I wanted this to be just us, no one else but Dave and I. I wanted him to see me, really see me, not through a lens but with his own eyes.

“Hey,” I teased a finger under the tip of his cock.

“Hey there,” Dave stroked my cheek, his eyes meeting mine. The two of us connected on some otherworldly plane, somewhere deeper than could be perceived by the senses.

I took him back into my mouth. Slurping, drooling, giving all I could. Taking it as deep as my little mouth would allow. His grunting, like an animal, the perfect form of encouragement. The taste of his precum filled my mouth. He was excited. But not too excited, I hoped. This was only to be the appetizer, for both of us.

I sucked my lips off his cock with a wet pop. “I want you,” I said.

“I want you too.”

“I want you inside me. I need you inside me.” I crawled onto the bed, laying on my back.

“Come and get it, baby,” I tapped my palm against my wet pussy, inviting Dave to come and play.

Dave removed his jeans, his boxers dropping to the floor, “With pleasure,” his hands made their way up my thighs, lifting my legs as he positioned himself between them.

Dave settled in between my legs, holding himself above me. Look down on me, ready to take what was his to take. He leaned down, his lips finding their way to mine. We embraced. His lips warmth the sweetest I ever had. He parted my lips with his tongue, he gripped my thigh and held it close.

He pushed himself against me, grinding his hard cock against my pussy, sliding it between my juicy slit. We took turns, filling each other’s mouths with our tongues. I bucked my hips, sliding against him in turn. Grabbing the edge of his tank top I removed it, tossing it aside. I placed my palms on his powerful chest. Dave grinned. I smiled.

“I’m ready,” I said, lifting and resting my ankles on his strong back.

Dave teased the head of his cock over my clit, sending shiver after shiver into my body. Wet with my juices, Dave pressed himself in, easing the tip of his cock into my pussy, spreading my flower open to receive him.

“Mmmm…. Fuck,” I dug my nails into his back. Dave stretched me open to fit his girth. He went easy at first. Allowing me to grow accustomed to the size.

Then he sank deeper, deeper and deeper, up to the base. In unison, we exhaled our united pleasure. His chest rested on mine. My sensitive nipples rubbed against his skin each time we rocked. The bed rocked to that same rhythm. Primal, Dave grunted. Submissive to his desire, I whimpered.

Steadily he filled me, pumping his hips. I tightened around him, not wanting us to part, not for a moment. His hands found their way to my ass. Lifting my hips, forcing me up to meet him, flesh on flesh, slapping. Heavy breaths. My moans, his grunting. Harder. Faster. Taking me. Commanding me. Lust burned behind those bright eyes. Sweating. Dripping from his forehead. Glistening off his broad chest.

I could feel it. Feel how close he was. Throbbing inside of me. Relentless in his pursuit. I held the back of his head, his lush hair between my fingers. I whispered into his ear, “cum for me… give me all that cum.” Harder still. Not slowing down. His jaw clenched. “Do it… cum in my pussy…” It didn’t matter. Before long I would change back, there was nothing to worry about there… how long have we been doing this? How much longer until I change back?  I got worried. But I didn’t want to stop now. We couldn’t stop now. Not until he finished.

“Cum for me,” I growled like a tigress, “Fill this tight wet pussy to the brim.” I grew increasingly more demanding. And Dave grew increasingly determined. “Right. Now.”

One final thrust. Throwing all his force behind it. Lifting my ass, securing my body against his. Dave erupted. Letting it all out. Letting everything out. His warm cum filled me. Collapsing, Dave rested his head upon my breasts. His hard cock continued to throb inside me, draining every last drop for its love.

“Mmm, that was perfect,” I stroked the top of his head.

“It really was,” Dave responded out of breath.

We laid there. Embracing. His cock resting inside of me. I knew I needed to get him out before this transformation ended. But I couldn’t, not yet. I needed to keep holding him. Needed him to keep holding me. Just for a little while longer.

I grabbed some clothes out of the closet and headed to the bathroom to get cleaned off. We finished with time to spare, but not much. I showered and waited.

I can’t say if any of this will remedy our rent problem. Yet, I had a sense of security. A sort of peace regardless. I don’t know if remaining here will work out for us. But I had a pretty good feeling that everything else would.
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