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Extra Thick

I was in my room enjoying some alone time if you know what I mean when my roommate came bursting through the door like we were living on the set of some popular sitcom from the 90s.

“Our financial troubles are over,” said Dave, waving his hand wildly over his head.

“What the fuck, man. Can I get some privacy?” My face instinctively flushed red with embarrassment. I frantically tucked myself away and zipped my jeans up, hand shaking as I tried to close the compromising website.

“Jeeze, calm down, it’s just a penis. I’ll show you mine if that’ll make you feel better.”

“The hell, Dave. I don’t want to see your penis.” I sighed, rubbing my face in exhaustion, “Just tell me what’s so important that you had to just interrupt me.”

“I have the answer to our little rent problem,” Dave held up an orange pill bottle, shaking it from side to side.”

It was not a little problem. We were two months behind on rent and our landlord Rob was close to evicting us. We’ve been behind before, and Rob has always cut some slack, but we’ve been really pushing it these past two months.

“What is that? We’re not selling drugs. We need to pay the rent, not end up in prison,” I swear, Dave is my best friend, but sometimes I can’t with him.

“No no, you got it all wrong, I’m not asking you to sell them. I’m asking for you to take them,” he said, completely serious.

“And how is doing drugs going to pay the rent?” I wanted to tell him I didn’t have time for this nonsense, but since he caught me with my pants down, he knows that’s not true. I leaned forward, reading the label on the bottle, “Estrotol? What even is this? It sounds like a pregnancy medication.” I snatched the bottle from Dave. There had to be some two dozen little pink pills in there.

“Not exactly,” said Dave. That sly-looking grin on his face, the way he held back his laughter, what wasn’t he telling me?

“Alright, stop fucking around and just tell me what’s going on?” I placed the bottle on my desk, “I’m not putting anything in my body until you do.”

“Fair enough. Remember how you said how unfair it is that these women on the internet are out there getting paid for doing nothing but getting naked?”

“Ye-ahh,” I responded, still unsure where he was going with this.

“Well this,” he picked up the bottle, “Will transform you into a woman.” He popped open the top and took a pill out, “Just one pill will give the body of a female for eight hours. Just think of the possibilities.”

The possibilities? All I could think about were the hundreds of questions swarming around in my head. How is that even possible? Where did he even get them? Why the hell don’t you take them? And so on.

“There’s no way something like that even exists,” I said, swiveling my chair and going back to facing my desktop.

Dave grabbed the hand rests of the chair and swung it back around, “Oh, it exists my friend. These are straight from the lab.”

“And how did you get them?”

“Better you don’t know.”

“Then why don’t you take them?” I crossed my arms.

“Because I’m on antidepressants. And I was specifically instructed not to mix it with any other medications.”

Okay, I suppose that was a fair point. Dave always managed to attract ‘the weird’ into his life, and this… this was beyond weird.

“Come on man,” Dave held the pill out in front of me, “You did say if you were a girl you’d totally make porn for a living. Now you can,” he waved the pill in my face.

“Stop that,” I grabbed the pill and bottle, stuffing them both in my desk drawer, “I said that more as a fantasy, I didn’t actually mean-”

“Mhmm, sure you did, right…”

I glanced at the clock on my computer, “Aren’t you supposed to be at work? Why don’t you actually be responsible instead of trying to come up with these convoluted money schemes.”

Dave pulled his phone out of his pocket, “Ah, shit. You’re right. Fine, but this isn’t over. We’re talking about this when I get home.”

“Yeah yeah, whatever you say, mom,” I shouted as Dave rushed down the hall to get ready for work.

With Dave gone I finally had that alone time I wanted. However, I couldn’t get this dumb bottle of pills out of my head, the thought was stuck there in my brain like an annoying splinter that just wouldn’t come out. I started up the video I had selected earlier. Watching the sexy young amateur instantly got me hard. The faces she made while touching herself, the way her body spasmed as she pleased her cute little clit with her nimble fingers, I wanted that, I wanted her. But there was so much more that I wanted. I wanted to see her turn around, spread herself open. I wanted her to do all the nasty things I would do if I was in her position. If I was her… If I was her…

Was there really anything wrong with a little curiosity? I reached into the drawer and removed the loose pill. Eight hours… Dave would still be at work by the time the effects wore off. Nobody would have to know I took one. I could keep it a secret. Try it just to satiate my burning curiosity. No one would ever know. Or so I told myself.

I went into the bathroom, holding a cup of water in one hand and the pill in the other. Before allowing myself to talk or think my way out of this, I tossed the pill into my mouth and washed it down. It’s totally normal to wonder what it’s like to be the opposite sex, right? Who wouldn’t want to find out if given the opportunity? I’d be crazy not to have taken it.

After about thirty minutes I became nauseous and dizzy. Holding to my forehead and stomach I wobbled down the hall and back into my bedroom. I pulled the sheets over my head and closed my eyes regretting my foolish decision. The world spun around me in darkness, my body going numb. Like Alice I felt a disproportionate fluctuation; growing, shrinking, this way then that way. I clutched the top of my head, whispering for this to end. My hair, growing longer, sifted between my fingers and cascaded down my shoulders. I rolled from side to side underneath the sheets, my clothes becoming increasingly tight, strained as my new body began to take shape.

Eventually, the nausea passed. My mind easing itself into this foreign form. I wiggled my fingers, then my toes. I unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans, the waistband cutting into my hips. I slid them off, keeping my boxers on. Instantly I noticed how soft and smooth my thighs were. There was no hair, no scars. I caressed my legs, sliding my hands up and down the silky smooth skin. Fascinated, I had to see what else had changed.

Keeping my eyes closed I tossed the bedsheets off me and turned to face the mirror. I took a deep breath. I swept the hair out of my face which tickled as it flowed down my back.

“Okay, here we go.”

I opened my eyes. Heart thumping as I saw my reflection staring back at me. Only it wasn’t me, not any version of myself I had ever come to know before. I’ve gone through just as many phases growing up as anybody. There was the punk phase, goth, the time I wanted to be a buddhist.

My doe-like eyes sparkled brilliantly. My hair a shiny blonde, nose, and lips both tiny and cute. Fuck, I was pretty. So pretty, that I felt rude for staring, I was an unapproachable beauty unto myself. I combed my fingers through my hair, an intoxicating floral scent filled each inhale. I touched my nose, then my lips. I stuck my tongue out, smiled, my teeth perfect as can be; straight, white, cavity-free.

From the pit of my stomach, I burst out in wild laughter. Giddy with a joyous wonder at the unbelievablility of what appeared before me.

“I can’t believe it... it worked-” I put a hand over my pretty pink lips. “Is that what I sound like?” I lowered my hand and… giggled. Like a silly slap-happy girl, I giggled. My voice as delicate as a Christmas bell. “That means…”

I glanced down, my shirt strained and taught against my chest. “I have tits!” From over my shirt, I grabbed my breasts, “Fuck, they’re big,” my stiff nipples visibly poking against the fabric. I was a bit hesitant to go any further.

“Is it okay if I take your top off?” I asked.

“Absolutely,” the woman in the mirror responded. Perhaps it was crazy to talk to myself like that, but then this whole situation was crazy and I had no clue how to go about it. All I knew was, I had to see myself naked.

I crossed my arms and pulled my shirt off over my head, freeing my breasts from their restrictive confinement.

“Wow,” I bounced on my knees, feeling the weight of my breasts as they lifted and dropped. So large, full, big juicy tits. My erect nipples were just demanding to be touched next. Pinching them between my thumb and forefinger I applied more pressure. A soft breathy moan escaped my lips, “Mmm, that feels nice,” I squirmed from side to side. A pulse of electric pleasure shivered down my spine and centered itself between my legs. I squeezed and groped, way more than a handful. I pinched and tugged. Biting my lip, this new sensation, unlike anything I knew as a man. And I would have kept tugging away at these voluptuous breasts of mine if another idea hadn’t crossed my mind first. I just had to find out if it was possible.

Lifting up from underneath, closer and closer to my lips. Sticking my tongue out, I swiped it across my cute perky nipple. Just a little farther and then… I latched on. Sucking each one, in turn, the ache between my legs growing increasingly more intense with each flick of the tongue. Popping my mouth off, spit coating and dripping down these big juicy tits.

I had already begun to grow fond of these changes and yet there was still so much more to see and experience. This was only the beginning. Just a small taste of what this body had to offer. I turned around and got down on all fours, throwing my ass back, looking over my shoulder at the mirror. I pulled my boxers up, sliding them between my cheeks like a thong.

“Damn, that’s a thick ass,” I reached back and slapped my booty, “Fuck, who wouldn’t want to fuck with that.” I had become a thick, curvy, sex goddess, and honestly, how could that not be a good thing?

As a man, I had never received much attention for the way I looked. I blended in, just another regular joe amongst the crowd. This body, it demanded attention. I had no doubt men would line up just to have a chance with it. Pretty girls always have an easier time getting what they want. Now I was that pretty girl, and perhaps I could finally have the sort of things I’ve always wanted.

However, I couldn’t really think about that. Not with this burning ache between my legs demanding to be touched. I rolled onto my back, lifted my legs into the air, and eased the boxers off my plump booty. Legs spread, pussy glistening from my naughty teasing, the voice in my head telling me to touch it. And so I did.

Sliding a hand between my legs, I spread my pussy lips with two fingers, revealing that tiny little button of a woman’s pleasure. With the tip of my finger, I glossed over my little clit. I shuddered. A wave of ecstatic electricity sending wild signals throughout.

“F-f-f-fuck,” I clamped my legs shut, squirming, rubbing my thighs together hoping to stifle the burst of delight. But even this, the slight pressure, it only made me moan all the more. “Oh, god. Why does it feel so good?” So fucking good. So much more sensitive than when I had a cock, a thousand times that. The slightest touch, the smallest movements, sending me into a state of sparkling bliss. After that first touch, there was only one thing on my mind; more, touch it more, more and more. Give it to me.

I parted my legs. This time I swiped two fingers between my juicy slit, coating them in my girl cum. Swiping and sliding them over my pulsating clit. My back arching, chest rising, this sweet little pussy of mine demanding all my attention. And I, enthralled by, and a slave to its overwhelming neediness had no choice but to give all that it demanded of me. Faster, fingers, palm, the wet schlicking of this gooey cunny filled the room in a cacophony of sexual urgency. More, more, more.

Demanding, raging, needing it all. “Fuck, give it to me… fuck. Make. Me. Cum.” Huffing, puffing, moaning, and sighing between every deep and heavy breath. Tits bouncing, jiggling, body shaking. A tightening in my core. Tighter and tighter and then… snap.

“Oh! Fuck y-y-yes!” Bursting forth, gushing this ecstasy in the form of sopping wet juices that ran down my thigh. I curled into a ball, shivering as these waves relentlessly crashed upon the shores of satisfaction, soaking between every grain of sand and stretching past the beach and encroaching upon the streets. My head spun dizzily as I wrapped my arms around myself, hugging tightly, simultaneously wishing for this chaotic ride to both end and last forever.

The torrential waters slowly receded. Yet the burning flame of want refused to simmer. Again, again, again. Was this natural? I had to wonder. Were all women this horny? Or was there something more to this pill? As a man, once was enough. I required a refractory period. But this… this thing inside of me, it kept wanting more, refusing the satisfaction of a single orgasm.

And I, submissive to my new body’s natural desires, remained helpless to fight against it. Not that I really wanted to fight it. Why would I? It felt so damn good to pleasure myself, like discovering masturbation for the very first time all over again. Besides, there was still so much to explore. Now if only I had some toy to help in that exploration.

But I didn’t. So I did what I imagine women all over the world do when they first discover the wonder that is their own sexuality. I grabbed a hairbrush. It’s all I could think of using. I can’t recall where or when I first heard of the whole women using the hairbrush handle for insertion thing. Perhaps I read it online or something. But it is a thing, the thing, the most easily accessible way to provide this craving emptiness with its wanted fulfillment.

My pussy, gushing and soaked from its previous orgasm, provided more than enough lubrication for the handle as I swept it between my lower lips. I took a deep breath in preparation. Readying myself for this first act of penetration. Little by little, with great care and ease, slipping the handle through the mess of creamy juices, the handle pushed against my tight inner walls.

“Nnnghh, fuck yes,” I moaned, sinking the handle deeper into my yearning vacancy.

Sliding, in and out. This creamy cunny of mine squelching musically to the steady rhythm. Still, it was not enough. I needed it deeper, I needed it bigger, the handle could only fill so much and yet that muchness was not satisfactory. Not for this slutty, curvy, voluptuous body. I lifted my legs, one hand on the head of the brush, the other spreading my plump booty, anything to get it deeper, anything to bring myself closer to that fully stuffed feeling that I internally craved.

And when that was not enough, my fingers quickly found their way back over my precious little clit, the powerhouse of my womanly pleasure. Swiftly circling over my clit, rubbing furiously. The walls of my pussy contracting around the handle, gripping it in, hugging it tight. And then, another bursting, equally as intense as the first. I grabbed my soft tender tits, shrieking as I released the swelling joy and beauty that is a women’s orgasm. Never had I made a woman cum like that before. Not that I had many chances in my life. But now, having this body, it came rather intuitively to me, knowing what to do. All the more reason to continue this exploration, right? Perhaps I could understand women in a way other men never could, and use that knowledge to better satisfy a potential lover. Or perhaps, that was simply an excuse that I created to justify what I would do next.

“I knew it!” Dave shouted, once more bursting his way uninvited into my room, “I knew you wouldn’t be able to resist.” He stood in the doorway, the bastard grinning devilishly as he watched me quiver, the brush hanging haphazardly out of my dripping pussy.

Focused solely on how good it felt to be on the receiving end of such immense pleasure I didn’t hear him come home. And why was he home? He had no reason to be here.

“What are you doing here?... You’re… You’re supposed to be at work.” I did not attempt to move or hide or cover-up. I had been sapped of my energy and struggled to even catch a breath.

“Well, I… um… got fired,” said Dave. It was hard to say whether his hesitation came from the embarrassment of getting fired or, more likely, from the fact that he couldn’t stop staring at my naked body with those greedy eyes. “But I suppose that doesn’t matter now, right? I told you this was a good idea.”

“What the fuck? Of course, it matters,” I said, sitting up. How could he screw up like that? Didn’t he understand how serious it is if we don’t pay the rent we owe? Hearing my delicate voice, even I could not take my attempt at sounding imposing seriously.

“Can I touch them?” Asked Dave, completely ignoring the gravity of the situation he just got himself into.

“What?”

“Your yummy-looking tits, can I touch them?”

“No way. I already came like twice. I need a break.” Not to make mention of how weird it is to have your closest friend and roommate ask to grab your tits, but more than that this was not the time for such things. At least that’s what I had to keep telling myself because truthfully I was still very much so horny. And very much so still wanted something nice and thick and big to fill this insatiable craving inside of me. And Dave… as pervy as he was acting… didn’t look too bad right now.

I could see the primal desire to fuck burning in his eyes. For any man, walking into a room, seeing a sexy goddess toying her wet cunt, that’s more than enough to ignite his fire to a degree hot enough to burn down an entire forest. And that sounds like just the thing I needed to satisfy.

“Alright, but you filmed it, right?” Asked Dave, his gaze peering down between my legs. Without thinking, I opened my legs, giving him a better view.

“Uh, no actually. It just all happened so fast. One moment I was looking at myself in the mirror in astonishment and the next I was on my back, legs in the air.” I flopped back onto the mattress, showing him what I meant.

“That was the whole point of this. So we could make money off the videos. Those pills weren’t cheap.”

“Then why did you buy them, instead of putting that money towards the rent?”

“Because it was an investment. Even if I did put it towards the rent, what about next month, or the month after that?”

I didn’t realize he had actually put thought into this. Really, I didn’t think Dave put thought into anything. Maybe he wasn’t just being dumb and irresponsible. Maybe he actually cared and was really just trying to help.

I let out a sigh, I did feel kind of bad for judging him so much like that. “I’m sorry. You’re right.”

“Wait, really?”

“Yeah… you bought the pills, you were just trying to find a way out of this hole just as much as I am. I’m sorry.”

Dave took a seat on the edge of the bed next to me. As he did, a light flutter echoed in my chest. It was nice to have him close to me, to remind me we were both in this thing together. It was comforting.

“You... you can touch them… if you want,” I said, turning to face Dave, looking into those deep brown eyes of his, and admittedly maybe blushing a little.

“Seriously? You mean it?” He looked a bit shocked, but also wonderfully excited.

“Mhmm, go ahead. You’ve been drooling over them since you so rudely walked in,” I smirked playfully, pushing my chest out.

Dave swallowed, suddenly appearing a bit more nervous at that approaching reality of the moment. He placed his hands on my shoulders. His touch easing me into myself. Sliding his hands over my soft skin he slowly made his way towards my breasts. Cupping them gently, lifting, then squeezing.

“Damn, those are nice,” his tongue darted out, licking his lips.

I exhaled deeply, sinking into the sweet touch of his strong hands as he applied more pressure. “Mnnn, that does feel nice. C-can you play with my nipples too?”

“Of course,” said Dave, scooting closer. He pinched both nipples between his thumb and forefinger.

“Oh god, yes. I really like that. It’s okay if you want to get a little rougher with them. Whatevers gonna make you happy.”

I can’t say why but for whatever reason, as much as I wanted my own cravings satisfied I also wanted to see him find similar enjoyment. I wanted to show him I cared, that I could be nurturing. But yes, I also wanted to show him how naughty I could be as well. I loved seeing how his face lit up at the sight of my tits, the way he smiled when he touched them, that look of confidence that both of us had been lacking since our rent troubles had begun and now perhaps I could help relieve him, both of us, of some of that unending stress.

He pinched a little harder, making me squeal with delight. Then, tugging on them, one followed by the other, I found myself swept off back into that world of horny want by his rough and sensual touch.

“Oh fuck me, don’t stop, that’s… so… so good,” I tossed my head back, hair flourishing over my shoulders and as its enticing scent hit Dave with its full force I caught a glimpse of just how enticed by this body he was.

Looking down, I could see clear as day a bulge forming in the center of his khaki’s. His stiff cock jumped with excitement pressing against the fabric of his trousers, fully turned on by what I had willingly offered up to him.

“Getting excited?” I asked, giving him a wiley glance.

Dave cleared his throat, “It’s… you’re really fucking pretty. I’m sorry.”

Dave, however, had no reason to apologize. And hearing him call me pretty like that. Holy fuck, truthfully it felt better than his touch. Nobody had ever called me pretty before, nobody had ever so authentically complimented me as Dave had just done. It wasn’t forced, it wasn’t unnatural, it was a spontaneous reaction of truth that flowed out of his unconscious and watered a small neglected flower in mine.

“It’s okay,” I reassured him, placing a hand over his, “I’m excited too.” I guided his hand down my chest, over my hips, and between my legs.

“Wow, you’re really fucking wet,” said Dave, his finger finding its way between my juicy slit and inside my eager pussy. I rolled onto my back, Dave inserted a second finger, shifting by my side, leaning over me.

Dave curled his two fingers, hitting a spot I hadn’t noticed before, sending an instant jolt that fired from my pussy to my brain.

“Oh god, that’s it, keep it going like that,” my voice stilted into a pale whimper.

“Like this?” His fingers tickled the ceiling of my growing lust and raised the bar just as I raised his.

“Mhmm. C- can you fit in another?”

“Let’s see,” he raised his shoulder, planting his free hand on my breast, squeezing with great strength as he flitted a third to join the other two.

“Ahh, that’s perfect, that’s what I want.” Oh yes, that feeling of getting filled, of getting stuffed, that’s what I had been after, what I needed from Dave.

“I think I know how I can make it even better,” he said, smacking his lips together.

“Go on,” I replied, knowing quite well what he was referring to.

Dave tossed his legs out, lowering himself down, his lips inching closer and closer as I spread my legs wider and wider. The tip of his wet tongue met the very tip of my clit. I hunched forward, clutching his lush dark hair between my fingers.

“Nnngh, fuck yes,” I pulled at his hair as my body tensed, burning his face deeper between my legs, his beard tickling my thighs as he happily lapped up my gushing juices.

“You like the way I eat that pussy for you, baby?” Dave grinned, lifting his chin up, dripping with my girl cum.

“Mhmm,” I whimpered, eyes tightly shut, unable to form complete sentences.

Dave dove back in for more. Sucking my clit into his mouth, tongue teasing around it in quick little circles.

“It’s… It’s… It’s…” I wrapped my legs tightly around his back on the edge of a seemingly inescapable orgasm, then pushed away crawling out from under him, “Too much.” I rolled onto my front, huffing, and puffing, sweat beginning to seep out of my pores and glisten off my soft skin.

“Wow, that was quite the reaction,” said Dave, laughing a bit to himself, undoubtedly proud of how skillfully he played upon this body of mine.

“You have no idea how sensitive it is, it’s nothing like having a cock.” I tucked my knees underneath, looking over my shoulder, “speaking of which, why don’t you pull it out for me?”

“Really?”

“Mhmm,” I tossed my hips up and down, making my ass bounce, “I really want to know what it feels like.” It was more than just ‘I want to know,’ I had to know, I needed to know. I needed his cock. I resisted that urge for as long as I could.

There was something about this transformation, it didn’t just change my body, it changed the way I felt, changed my desires. The longer I spent in this body, the more I felt myself becoming a woman in mind. And apparently not just a woman, but a cock hungry sex goddess of a woman. A man’s dream come true, a fantasy made real. I could fulfill those fantasies.

Dave wasted no time in removing his belt and eschewing his trousers, tossing them both onto the floor. His boxers were all that remained and those did not remain long. I placed a finger between my lips, watching as his boxers came off and his stiff cock sprang out.

“Holy fuck!”

“What? What is it? Too far? Should I put them back on?” Dave scrambled nervously.

“No no, don’t. It’s just… you’re so big.”

“Oh, heh, yeah,” he brushed his fingers through his hair.

“I always thought you were just joking when you said you had a big cock but… that’s a big fucking cock.”

Dave blushed, which was kind of adorable, and making a man blush? Mmm, that felt good. That cuteness however quickly turned into sexy as he removed his shirt and I saw his chest and abs. I’ve never seen him work out before but it sure looked like he had been.

“Well… Are you gonna just keep staring at my ass,” I reached back and slapped my big booty, “Or are you gonna give me that big thick cock of yours?”

Dave let out an almost inaudible grunt, “Fuck,” he growled under his breath, but it was enough to sent shivers up my spine. I never noticed what a muscular build he had before, nor did I notice how soothing and raw that gravel in his voice is. I had always seen him as my goofy best buddy. That changed. As he saddled up behind me, his strong hands gripping at my waist, pulling my hips back, there was something warrior-like about him.

“God damn that ass looks good,” Dave’s cock pressed between my cheeks, slipping over my wet pussy.

“Thank you.” I sure did love hearing his compliments but I loved the way his cock glided over my clit a whole lot more.

“So juicy,” he raised a hand and spanked my thick ass, definitely hard enough to leave a mark.

I let out a yelp of pleasure and pain, “Spank me again,” I demanded, enjoying the sting of his discipline. And he did, my round ass turning bright red. Dave tapped his cock against my cunt, sliding it between my lower lips, teasing both himself and me.

“You know, technically, in a way, I’m a virgin.” It was sort of true, at least for this new body.

“That’s about to change,” said Dave, the tip of his cock accepting my invitation and pressing through my entrance.

“Oh, fuck,” my head dropped to the mattress, gripping the bed sheets as his thick cock penetrated my tight pussy deeper. “So big,” I whimpered into the mattress, pulling the sheets in and bundling them around my heavy chest.

“So tight,” Dave groaned in response, this pussy hugging around his massive shaft.

He took it slow at first, stuffing this tight wet pussy softly, allowing me to have a chance to get accommodated with his size. It sure as hell wasn’t a thing like the brush handle.

“Okay…” I took a deep breath, “I think I can take a bit more.”

Dave pumped his hips faster, picking up speed with each long, full stroke. Then a bit faster. Grunting, his warm breath on my back. A bit harder. His pelvis ramming into my behind, my ass slapping against him with each thrust.

“Fuck yes! Pound this pussy, give me all of that dick,”  I cried out, tossing my head to the side, whipping my hair back.

Dave reached over my back, grabbing my hair in a ponytail, holding and pulling as he shoved his mighty cock hard and raw into my eager cunt. “Damn, baby. I’ve never fucked a girl this wild before.”

“That’s… because… I’m not like other girls,” I huffed, his thick cock pressing against my tight walls. “I know exactly what men want.”

“Unnghh,” Dave growled, the tip of his cock practically slamming into my cervix, “That so?”

“I’d even let you fuck my ass, if we had any lube.”

“God damn, you are a nasty slut,” Dave raised a hand, spanking my naughty ass. “I’ll have to pick some up for next time.”

Next time… yes, next time. No way we weren't doing this again. It felt too damn good. I felt so fucking complete having that cock of his stretch me open like this, pounding into me raw from behind, commanding and controlling me. The very mention of fucking me in the ass must have surely excited Dave because the next thing I knew he lifted himself up, planted his hand on my juicy ass, spread my cheeks, and drilled his cock in from above. Forcing himself deeper inside my love’s warmth, growling with animalistic vigor in my ear, yanking on my hair.

I shot an arm back, grabbing hold of his muscular thigh, squeezing, digging my fingers into his flesh, holding on for the life of me as the force of his thrusting sent my body jolting forward. Moaning, shrieking, whimpering, tensing this tight pussy around that big yummy cock, gripping and pulling it in.

“I-I-I I want it…” I mumbled into the sheets bunched up around my drooling mouth.

“Want what?” Dave growled, demanding to know.

“Your cum, give it to me.”

“Where?” Dave clenched his teeth, his cock throbbing wildly, on the verge of explosion.

“Wherever you want, I’m your slut. Use me however you like.”

Dave pumped those powerful hips, his cum-filled balls slapping against my little clit. He was close, I could feel it.  Tossed my ass back, meeting his thrusts halfway, bouncing this booty for his enjoyment.

Dave pulled out, gripping his cock with one hand, flipping me over onto my back and laying me out flat on the bed. He settled his knees under my armpits, cock raised over my face.

He grabbed the top of my head, forced me to look up into his eyes, “Let me see that pretty face.” Dave stroked his cock, jerking the tip hard and fast, pure determination written all over his face,  his jaw jutting out, nostrils flaring like a bull’s.

“Give me that cum, I want it all over my pretty face,” I encouraged as the weight of his body pressed down on mine, securing me to the mattress.

He released his swift hand from his cock then released himself, a thick load of cum erupting from his cock and splattering onto my face. I shut my eyes, his warm sticky cum spilling in stark white ropes across my lips, chin, and forehead.

“Mmm,” I hummed sweetly to myself. “Such a nice big load, and it’s all for me,” I said with a sense of pride. I brought my hands to my face, wiping a bit of cum away from my eyes, blinking them open. “You made such a mess,” the taste of his cum lingering on my pretty pink lips.

Dave rolled off me, wrapping an arm around my chest, cupping my breast, “Damn it,” he slapped the mattress.

“What is it?” I asked, turning to face him, his stiff cock poking my thigh, “Didn’t you enjoy that?”

“We forgot to film it… again.”

“Oh,” I let out a soft chuckle, tracing a finger around his pecs, “I suppose we’ll just have to try again tomorrow.”

“I suppose so,” agreed Dave, pulling me in closer, his lips inching towards mine. His kiss took me by surprise, but before I knew it I had my mouth open and let his tongue in.

Tomorrow, the next day, as many times as Dave wanted, as many pills we had in the bottle. I was down for it all. It saddened me slightly to know that in a few hours I would change back, but I guess some things can’t be helped.  For now, I just wanted to enjoy what I had; Dave, his hold, wrapped around my body, keeping me close in his arms.
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