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Jenna couldn’t believe what she was seeing. She rubbed her eyes hard repeatedly and pinched herself, thinking she was either hallucinating or in a dream, but what was in front of her didn’t change. She took a step further and leaned against the archway, drawing her eyes closer to her boyfriend Chris.

The Instagram pictures on his phone looked clearer as she watched. He swapped between a few images of her best friend Carla in some different bikinis and revealing outfits. My fucking best friend, Carla, she thought. His other hand was furiously masturbating in clear view of her, his erect cock halfway down the couch as he lay still on it. She was disgusted and pissed off.

"Chris, are you fucking jerking it to my best friend?" she screamed. He flew off the couch in an instant. The shock and embarrassment of being caught by his partner hit him like a bag of bricks. “Jenna, no, I’m not baby!” “Really? What’s that?” she questioned, pointing at his hard cock facing towards her and the bright screen of his phone looking at her, with a clear shot of Carla in lingerie.

“I’m sorry, I thought you were asleep,” he pleaded. Asleep? She wondered why he thought that would some kind of excuse, as if they were an acceptable reason, and she’d let him off the hook. “I was asleep, but I woke up surprisingly early.” Jenna was furious. She lacked clarity and a sense of what to do in this moment. A few anxiety-ridden moments of staring at shellshocked Chris passed, as she then punched the wall and briskly walked away, a frustrated look on her face.

Chris was guilty. His perverted thoughts and urges got the best of him and he did something probably shouldn’t of. He knew he had to do something, anything to cool things down with his girlfriend. He stormed after like there was no tomorrow, as there was a good chance that was the case.

He could barely keep up with her angered pace as she marched out of their unit. Her sexy figure in front of him swayed from side to side as her long legs kicked along the wooden flooring. Despite the trouble he got himself in, he couldn’t help but lustfully examine her body, creeping at her toned ass and thighs. Her lower body was covered by a black skirt, while some cute light grey stockings ran down her legs from just above her knees. “You’re disgusting,” she blurted as she snapped her head around her shoulder, her brown wavy locks resting near her mid back over her pink blouse.

"Can we talk about it?" Asked Chris with hope. "About what?" You jerked off to my best friend's pictures, what is there to discuss?" She angrily replied. Chris felt the hot sensation of her daunting words hit him. He was guilty, but he still wouldn't exactly admit to it. "Sure, I was looking at Carla's pictures, but it wasn't anything more than that!" "And the dick in your hands?" Chris was wordless. He wanted to persist more, but he couldn't really argue with her perception.

“Excuse, excuses,” she muttered to herself as turned a corner and exited the front door of his place. She pushed the door with clear physical strength, gathered from her emotions and the cold winter chill hit her as he chased after her. Chris was shivering and flinched as he moved, just in a t-shirt and jeans, clearly not applicable for the cold weather. “Get away from me,” she demanded.

He didn't know what to say so he stopped suddenly. The coldness was amplified by the visual of her frustratingly hopping into her car and speeding off down the road. He was screwed and he knew it. The effects were deeper than just their relationship. Chris had moved a long way to go to college from his small town from the middle of nowhere in the defunct Rust Belt. He had trouble finding accommodation until the place he had known accepted him. There was only one issue with it.

It belonged to Carla. He was stressed that she’d tell her and he’d be kicked for his perverted desires. His heart was pounding at the thought of it and sweat ran down his body. The thing is, Jenna was more to Chris than she was to him. She was way more popular and attractive, she was a local and well-liked by everyone, her family was known in town and all the professors were fine when she sucked up to them in class. Chris was from nowhere and didn’t know anyone in town apart from Jenna. Chris was decent looking, but he wasn’t the typical macho alpha male jock you’d see at most colleges in the large cities throughout the country. He was kind of short, fairly skinny, didn't excel either athletically or academically, and didn't have much confidence.

He was very grateful she got the ball rolling with him when they started dating. Jenna was beautiful, and he knew how lucky he was to have her considering the different leagues they were in. Her family was kind and owned a large house in the wealthy suburbs of town and they often had sex in it, in fact, he lost his virginity there, as her parents weren't home that much.

He was terrified of losing her and her sexiness, terrified of never being able to have sex with such an amazingly attractive girl ever again. Chris was going to be no one without Jenna, and he couldn't have that, especially since she is the only thing close to a support network he has here, being so damn far from home. After having his mind bleed through options and feeling depressed, he went inside and reflected on everything, hopeful that Jenna would have a change of heart or at least be able to hear a proper apology from him.

During a group project in class, Jenna asked him to hang out much to his shock and he happily accepted it. How could he say no to that? Things went well and it all furthered into a relationship between them. Chris was eighteen years old and hanging around college with a stunner like Jenna, he was a virgin at the time and was determined to lose that with her as soon as possible.

He recalls the first few times they made out he was rock hard and couldn’t contain it, like a jack in a box. A couple of times in her car she'd given him head and he loved it, feeling her incredible lips bobbing around like crazy was wonderful. Jenna was the only girl he had compassion with and got and received attention from.

However, after nearly six months of dating, it seemed as if Chris had screwed everything up as Jenna sped away. Chris spent the new few days depressed and texting Jenna, trying to do something or say something to make it up to her, but he knew how irrelevant it was after no response after three days. Hopelessness revolted from his body as he sat inside his unit, feeling mentally sick and lost in thought.

Chris was not expecting any response or anything from Jenna apart from her likely never speaking to him again. He was devastated. It was early afternoon when he was hit with a big surprise. Jenna had texted him. “Chris, do you want to come over? I think perhaps we can work things out,” it read and his eyes turned to shock as his mind processed it. He didn't want to annoy her anymore and rushed straight to her parent's place, driving like mad.

He pulled into the large driveway and noticed she was standing outside the double-door entrance, circling around the area. Jenna looked battered and stressed out, her thoughts fixated on the past couple of days, however, Chris was not certain and wondered if other things went running through her.

Chris parked and exited the car swiftly. He was energetic to get to her and in less than a few seconds he was standing in front of her, eyeing her winter clothing, a scarf, and thick parka.

"Hey," he said, in a soft tone, trying to sound innocent and perhaps garner some forgiveness from her. “Hi Chris,” she replied instantly. “I’m glad you came,” she furthered. “Really?” he replied, feeling some relief. “I am. Come inside with me?” she asked and turned around, not even visually checking if he would, just expecting due to his lack of options.

Chris hoped she was talking about her bedroom, that was a fun option he hoped for. He followed her from behind as she lead him inside the living area and up the large wooden staircase. The house was just filled with them, as the ambient sound of almost nothing murmured around them until they reached her room.

Jenna hopped onto her bed, the springs creaking and the mattress dipping for a second slightly as he joined her. “What’s going on?” he asked. “I won’t lie or downplay it, what you did really hurt me baby. I want to just point out that you aren’t off the hook just yet, despite everything you’ve said so far.”

Chris looked more concentrated as he stared at her. "Jenna, I'm really sorry, I'd do anything to make it up to you, to prove to you that I cherish and love you and that I want to be with you, and no one else," he said.

Jenna looked more happy but was overall pretty annoyed. "It really stung seeing you jacking off to those pictures of Carla," she replied. “I was a moron. I was so fucking dumb Jenna, I’m so sorry, I’ve always thought how much hotter you were than here. I don’t know if I or you can ever forgive me for what I did. I seriously hope so.”

"To be completely serious with you, I was most likely going to mention it to Carla and she'd probably be pissed and kind of grossed out," said Jenna. Chris's stomach grimaced and he felt uncomfortable as his piercing eyes stared at her with worry rushing over him. "Me and Carla are best friends as you're well aware. As I thought about it I realized how vicious it could be to you, and then a thought popped into my head that maybe I should give you a final chance to prove yourself," she said with an indulging snarl.

Chris was blown away but also had a hint of relief and hopefulness. He knew he'd need to do his absolute best given the opportunity in front of him. He couldn't let her down again, or it'd be the end of both of their relationship. “Are you joking?!” he asked with a tone of disbelief. Jenna’s eyes perked up and her face turned stern. “No, I’m dead serious,” she replied.

“I’ll do whatever it takes,” he declared with seriousness. “Only time will tell, despite the sound of your eagerness,” she replied with a grin. “I really mean it,” he persisted. “Whatever you want from me, I just want us to be happy again.” “How far will you go?” “Pretty damn far, tell me more,” Chris asked.

"Will you do whatever I ask? No matter how far I demand?" "Absolutely, make no mistake," he declared without hesitation or questions. “Just tell me what to do and you’ll get it,” he added. Jenna's smile turned to lust and it twisted like a viper, ready to dominate its prey. She licked her lips with kinky hunger. “Baby, I will, don’t worry.”

Jenna put her hands together and looked intently at him. Her smiler was even wide now as her eyes worked him over. Chris looked confused at her aims and sat nervously. “What are you do-doing?” he panicked. Amber was still coming from a mental perspective, as kept staring. “Just taking a few observations honey,” she replied. She nodded her head slowly and happily.

“How interesting is it that we are practically the same height and weight, right?” “Yeah, seems so,” he replied nonchalantly, not understanding her deeper implications. The comment went right over him as wasn’t happy about being reminded of his thinness and lack of height. He was insecure about his statue, he didn’t like that they were the same height, social expectations expect a boy to be larger than a girl, but it wasn’t the case here. This furthered his uncertainty as to why she was attracted to him.

“This is looking decent, I think we can make this work,” she muttered to herself. “What will?” he asked. She didn’t respond as he watched her rush to her closet. She sexily bent over in her tight-fitting jeans he could see her purple panties ride up slightly and loved the visual. "Shit," he moaned softly.

“I’ve been thinking about it, and it is a bit pathetic for us to quit dating over your naughty act,” she said hurriedly. “Yeah?” Chris replied. His mind was interested in her words now. He didn’t exactly know what she meant, but he wanted to further it anyway. In a moment he went from guessing his girlfriend would never speak to him again, to just assuming that she wanted to be dirty as well. He wondered if it sounded a bit too good to be true, but he wasn’t sure.

Jenna had never been sneaky or troublesome, so this was different. “Be calm, don’t worry your cute head,” she said giggling sharply. “Cute?” He asked. “You know it. You’re cute baby,” she replied with a wink as she turned her head towards him and back to the closet. “Don’t remind me, you always say that.”

Jenna was a bit taken aback by that. "Would you like to be called something else?" "Yeah, I guess. How about 'sexy', or 'handsome'?" "Well, you're not the 'sexy' or 'handsome' type. You're the 'cute' type. But that's what I like about it, I've always really liked it," she said smiling.

“So, you wanted to be naughty then?” He asked with hope. “Correct,” she replied as finished up with the closet, and shuffled back towards him. Chris didn’t have time to think when suddenly a sexy thong was thrown onto his lap. His eyes widened and the tip of his cock tingled instantly. He gripped the soft ends of the waistband and held it elegantly in front of him. It was a cute cotton thong with a G-string back, literally just a single thin string holding the rear part together.

It was pink and white striped across the crotch fabric area. He’d never seen her wear it before, to his disappointment and sadness. All he could do was imagine the sexiness of it. The sensual cotton encasing her luscious, shaved mound as it slid over slit. He was incredibly stiff as he fantasized about it.

"Remember when we had sex last time?" "How could I forget something as fun as that? It was only a couple of weeks ago," he replied. "Remember what I did slightly differently during our fun?" "Yeah, I do. You… you played with my ass for a bit," he replied softly, sounding a bit embarrassed and shy. “Exactly!”

“I wasn't sure what my end goal was with that, but I've got some thoughts now. You liked it, you're moaning was a telltale sign, but this latest creepy event was what confirmed my perspective. It made me realize that I don't need to feel bad for wanting to make stuff more interesting in bed for both of us," she added.

“Spice up sex? We’re not married yet,” he replied laughing. “Are you disinterested? Whatever change you want, I will do it,” he furthered as the silence from her made him uncomfortable at his sole laughter.

“Ok, you know I don’t orgasm in bed. Maybe we need to be kinkier to get me going,” she said. The sudden way she said that and the lack of sugar-coating it made him even more turned on. It was surreal and exciting. “If you want to be kinky, I’ve no issue with it,” he said as he tightly gripped the thong. “Sounds great,” she replied.

Jenna came from the closet with a few stacks of clothes in her hands. She walked over to Chris and grabbed the thong from him. “Don’t, this is mine,” she said. “No kidding,” he replied with a slight laugh. “These are more your style,” she said as she gave him a plain black thong. “Keep it up and you can have the more flirty and interesting ones. Get naked,” Jenna ordered with the impatience of a heart attack.

“Naked?” He asked smiling. “Don’t have to tell me twice,” he said hornily, losing track of their previous discussions and thoughts. He tore his shirt off quickly and flicked it to the floor. He tugged his pants down all the way until he was sitting in his underwear. “That’s hot, keep going,” she ordered as she eyed his crotch.

Her fingers caressed down over his bulge and he moaned softly with happiness. “Take these off, cutie,” she said smiling. Chris hurried and got them off all the way until he was nude on his girlfriend's bed. "Looking good. Now, get these on," she instructed. Chris stared at what she meant. The black thong. “This? This is stuff for girls, baby, I’m a guy.” Jenna rolled her eyes and didn’t care.

"So, I guess you won't do anything to make it up to me right?" Chris was hit with intense fear and anxiety as her words rolled from her tongue. "Wait a minute, hold on," he blurted in panic. "I mean, if you want to me wear some women's clothes, I suppose I could. You know, if you really want me. I wonder how it'll fit," he said as he looked at his hard dick and tight ballsack. He felt masculine, but his four incher and the panties he was about to put on suggested the opposite. “Great, do it,” Jenna said with little distraction.

Chris gripped the thong and she eagerly watched as he slid it on slowly, the cotton fabric seductively going up his legs until it reached his waist. "How’s this?” he asked. “Sexy,” she replied. Jenna grabbed his cocked and planted it downward so the head at the base of the thong, so it fit inside the crotch area nicely. The back of it snuggly rested in his ass cheeks and shapely framed his bubble butt sexily.

He was strangely stimulated by the sensation of the black thong banded over his cock, balls, cheeks, and over his asshole. He looked at Jenna and she was delightfully smiling. “That’s hot,” she moaned. “Now for these,” she said and handed him a matching pair of black stockings. “What are we doing now?” “These are stockings, take them,” she replied. “I don’t want to hear questions, any more complaints and I’ll text Carla and tell her what you did the other day. “Hang on just a minute,” he said, his voice weak and gasping for breath as he saw Jenna pull her phone out and began to tap the screen.

"Wait! I'll put the stockings on… just a second," he blurted. He grabbed them and awkwardly pulled them up each of his legs until they were tightly fitting around him. “Hold still,” she said. Chris was motionless as her eyes watched over him, up and down his slightly feminized outfit. She hornily giggled with happiness. “Nice,” she said. Jenna leaned down and grabbed pair of bright pink high-heels. “Now for these,” she said.

“Heels? Seriously?” “Oh, you’re getting me dressed up like a woman for entertainment and kink. Why so?” "Are you going to follow my demands or not? Because if not, we can forget about anything and you can go back to jerking off to pictures of Carla because that will be the closest thing you get to sex for a very long time.”

"Why are you dressing me as a girl? Is it a turn-on for you?" He asked as he reluctantly grabbed the heels and tried his best to put them on. "Stand again and let me see you, baby," she shot back. She eagerly viewed and then laughed heavily as her partner nearly fell over trying to balance himself. “I like what I see so far. Follow me, and watch your step as well,” she smirked.

Chris followed Jenna into her bathroom. His feet were unbalanced and he nearly rolled his ankles a few times he practically tip-toed his way in. He made it inside and then placed himself on the edge of the bathtub for coordination. Jenna leaned in and began to doll his pretty, slender face.

“Hold your lips,” she demanded, and grabbed his cheeks in her hands. He didn’t know what she doing really, but he was okay with it. By the time she was done, “Finished,” she blurted, Chris stood and looked in the mirror with a mixture of terror and curiosity. “Holy shit…, I really look like a proper girl, thanks to your knowledge.”

"No problem, I loved it!" she said with a grin. She grabbed some perfume and sprayed it around her body.

Chris could only admire his appearance. He looked like a cute, dressed-up college girl ready to get wild with any guy, he was ready to seduce men into bed. He stood still, only in the thong, stockings and heels. The moment was interrupted as Jenna was happy to continue her quest. She swiftly flicked a matching bra around his small chest. He was eyeing his reflection and pondered what had happened to his former self. They both saw a pretty short-haired girl in front of them.

Chris was horny and curious. He felt his cock still fiercely erect and had pre-cum dripping into his panties. He smiled. “This is different,” he muttered. “You like it though, right?” Jenna grilled him. “Uh? I.. well, I don’t really know…” he replied defensively. “You do, don’t deny it.” “I don’t,” he replied.

“That hard cock disagrees with your mouth,” she replied confidently. Her view went straight to his bulging dick. She grabbed it and softly felt it up through the panties. Chris moaned as she did this and then she placed her fingers around his backside. She pulled the tiny band out of his cheeks slightly.

“When I played with your butt the other time, I understood what a good girl you’d be. You have such a tight and hairless butthole. It’s gorgeous,” she continued. Chris felt her fingertip immensely slide in and push against his backdoor. Jenna held the thong to the side meanwhile.

He moaned and his body shook to the core in response. “Hold on.. I’m a guy,” said weakly, protesting their new roles, delicate from the pleasure of her fingers. He couldn’t resist. “No, you’re a girl baby. A girl named… Christy,” she said with a cheeky laugh.

Jenna reached back to her makeup and grabbed some powder. She dolled up his cute little ass cheeks. “Just some touching up,” she announced, before then powdering his hole for good measure. Chris was in heat as she finished. He felt so girly from what she was doing and loved it. He felt sexy in ways he’d never felt before.

He imagined that this was what it was like to feel like a pretty and lusted-after girl. He was so aroused and excited, but the pleasure was less from his dick and more from his ass. He had never played with ass before, but when Jenna did during sex, he knew it was something he wanted more of. Fortunately, Jenna was taking full advantage of his desires.

“You like it up the ass, don’t you?” she sexily asked, whispering in his ears. "No, not at all. I've never even done anything involving that part before." Jenna was blank-faced. "How would you know then?" "Hold on," he said. "What is the point of this? Are you trying to embarrass me or make me feel shameful for feeling a certain way, or punish me for looking at the pictures of Carla? Could we quit now?”

Jenna laughed and shook her head. “We can stop whenever you want, just say the word, Christy." “You can get undressed and go wherever you want if it bothers you. But from what I gather, it doesn’t.” “I think you like having a cute powdered butt, it turns you on tremendously. You love having stockings and a pair of heels on, and a cute thong riding up your ass crack, right baby?”

“We.. well, no, I don’t. That is insane.” He denied but he didn’t sound too sure of himself. He felt he was being interrogated because he was lying about the truth. He didn’t get why, but he couldn’t deny his cock was rock hard from being a woman and was oozing pre-cum. Something about being dressed up made him feel horny, adorable, and used.

When he was on top of his girlfriend or dominant in some way during sex it didn't feel exactly logical. Something about Jenna was more dominant and controlling than him, she was almost always riding on top of him. They never had missionary or doggy-style sex, Jenna wouldn't allow it. However, he liked heaps. At the time, he never thought it had any deeper meaning.

Now he was not certain. It might've meant something, and perhaps it had some meaning in regard to Jenna as well.

“Do you like women?” he teased her with a hard smile. “Is that the reason why you’re doing this?” Jenna smirked and began to finger his asshole again. “I definitely do,” she replied. “I’ve long found Carla to be really sexy, and since you jerked off to her it made me feel upset and a bit jealous. Since we both find her hot, why don't you dress up as her and we can have some fun?"

“That.. is just ridiculous,” he replied. “I don’t look like her. This is crazy!". Chris was adamant about his statement but then Jenna turned around and pulled a long blonde wig from the top of the wardrobe. She placed it on her partner's head and then clicked it into place properly so it was set and adjusted. "How about now?" she asked laughing.

Chris was surprised. He looked great in the mirror and he admired his beautiful appearance. He looked much like her with the help of the wig, clothing and his feminine body. Chris could see their fantasies coming true to both of their wishes. Not identical, but good enough for roleplaying. “Come with me, you’re going to be my thing for today,” said Jenna.

“Hold on?” James blurted, as she took his hand hard and pulled him back into her bedroom. Chris walked oddly into her room until he was on the bed. When he arrived, he fell onto his backside. Jenna climbed on with him and stripped down her clothes until she was in her underwear. He was even harder now and his cock tingled like crazy.

“Talk like a girl for me baby, right now,” she said. “But, I’m not a girl. You are really into girls? You’re completely serious?” Jenna gestured in agreement and smiled. “I like women, I’ve dated many girls before, and even just had some casual flings here and there,” she replied. “Then I noticed what you did and figured I could have both: A chick with a dick!”. “Oh god,” he said. “You’re so cute and attractive that I thought I could doll you up, but I didn’t get the opportunity to do it until your discretion recently. Let’s have our relationship go down a different path,” described Jenna. “Now you’re Christy for the time being, and Christy doesn’t jerk her cock, do you know why?” “Because Christy doesn’t have a cock?” “Exactly,” she said with a large smile.

“You’ll need to masturbate like a girl, rub your hand over your clit,” she suggested and started to grind her palm against his cock through his panties. Or, you can finger your pussy also,” she followed up. “Do it,” she said with attraction. “My ass?” “It’s a pussy from now on,” she clarified.

Everything was coming up shocking and troubling for Christy but it was just exciting, arousing, and interesting at the same time. As strange as her requests were, he wasn't able to decline any of them because he enjoyed it and wanted to see the end result. His hard cock in his thong panties was a pleasant reminder of his feelings.

“Baby, finger your pussy for me,” she demanded in a sultry tone and smiled encouragingly. “Finger it for me,” she said with frustration that made Christy even hornier. He held his hand upwards and Jenna seductively and thoroughly sucked and dribbled over them, urging him to slide it into his hole. He breathed and pulled his hand backward. "Do it, bend over and tease your cute ass for me, I want to watch. Pull your panties to the side and show off your pussy," she laughed.

“As you demand,” replied Christy with determination and obedience. He teased his backdoor. He tickled it nicely and spread the wetness of his fingers around his slutty backdoor. “Go on,” Jenna cried. “Moan like a good girl as well,” she said. “Do as I say,” she added.

Christy moaned quietly but louder this time. His tone was more than soft but had a high pitch cadence at the same time. He was getting more turned on as fingered himself. "Oh fuck," he blurted lost in sensations, sounding like a naughty college girl. “Push deeper baby,” Jenna giggled. She watched as Christy stuck it in deeper inside her pussy and he moaned louder. “Holy shit,” he said.

Am I really doing this? I’m fingering my asshole while crossdressed and I am absolutely loving. Every second is a tidal wave of horny feelings and incredible stimulations. Jenna thinks I’m beautiful and I love it. I really am a gorgeous girl, I can’t deny any of this, Christy thought as he reached deeper inside, almost at the walls of the entrance.

“Don’t forget about your clit,” Jenna reminded him. Christy did so, bringing his other hand around and rubbing softly against the front of his panties while fingering his backdoor. “Oh wow, this feels so good,” he moaned, as Jenna watched with intense zest.

“You naughty thing,” she teased him. “Now, show me what a bitch you are,” she expanded as she moved back to her closet and removed a big strap-on dildo.

“Holy shit. What is that?” Christy shrieked in panic. “Chill,” Jenna suggested. “I’ll be gentle and slow. It’s your first time after all baby,” she said with caution. Jenna pulled out a big bottle of lube and poured it all over her big silicone cock. It was pink, sexy, and realistic looking, apart from the size. Jenna's hand fractioned along the long succulent-looking shaft as got wetter.

Jenna came to behind her boyfriend, who was still slightly bent forward. "Be a good girl and play along, would you?" “Sure thing,” he replied happily. “You’re going to pound my hole?” “Damn right honey,” she replied.

"It's big, but you'll love it and I'll be loving with it. Your pussy needs to be stretched out.” The cock was slick with lube as she finished stroking from the start of the shaft to the bulbous head. Jenna’s plan was working as he was heavily warming up to the idea of being fucked. “If you don’t like it, you can always go back and jerk off by yourself.” “This’ll work,” he replied.

He really wanted to keep her as his girlfriend, but also wanted to be fucked. The boundaries were constantly shifting as thoughts ran through his mind. The idea of being bent over in women’s clothing and filled up fixed a surprising and strange desire deep inside of him. “Ok. Take it slow, I’ve never done this before.”

“I know, you look so tight baby,” she replied. “I think you need some training beforehand.” Suddenly Christy felt his partner's tongue at her backdoor, sliding in and around her asshole. The cold wetness was incredibly satisfying as she worked it. "Oh, fuck…" he groaned. "Tell me you like it, baby," she said in between tongue plunges. "Fuck, yeah I really like it," he moaned in a girly and high-pitched tone.

The voice was fabricated, but his sensation and enjoyment of being licked there were completely real. He'd never had a tongue anywhere around his pussy, but he was really liking her soft tongue. She plundered with curiosity all over his crevice and they were both having sexy fun. Christy's knees were weak and he was beginning to feel light-headed.

He wanted to be stuffed, to be split open and stretched. It was just as Jenna had imagined and aimed for. Her dream was coming true. She pulled her mouth away and grabbed her big cock and started to push the head of it into Christy’s lubricated pussy.

“Holy shit, oh fuck,” he moaned. “Relax baby, open up for my big cock. Be a good girl and take it,” Jenna said teasing him and groping his cute cheeks. Her face emitted a lustful and cheeky grin as she pushed inside deeper, the powdered butt taking it surprisingly well. It was tight, but not impossible to enter, the lube was working. The first few inches had entered.

Christy moaned and grunted loudly as the massive silicone cock penetrated his boypussy and stretched him wide open. He was pried apart and his backdoor ached with intense pleasure. “Baby, this is… ugh… just wow,” he said lost for words. “Relax your pussy baby,” she ordered. “It’ll be easier.”

She softly spanked and groped the same cheek as she kept pumping inside. Jenna watched as she went in deeper inch by inch into his tight virgin hole. Christy didn't stop and reject. Suddenly she was slightly over halfway inside of him judging by the length of the shaft and she slowly pulled out. They both gasped at the same time. Jenna did that a few times until Christy was looser.

He felt on the verge of collapse as the pleasure was raised in spades. His cock, still hard, throbbed heavily every time she pushed inside of him. As it filled him thoroughly, he moaned and felt the intensity grow. “Baby, fuck. I might cum from this,” he blurted with shock. “I didn’t think it possible,” he expanded.

"Use your girl voice, remember," she demanded. "It's normal for a slut like you to orgasm from a big cock alone. Most girls will need clit pleasure as well, however, a naughty thing like you just requires penetration. Perhaps this is what you've been all along? A dirty girl in hiding?"

Jenna pushed as deep as possible inside her boyfriend, When the cock reached its end, she rubbed her pussy against the underside of the base of it. While she did this, Christy felt the cock all the way inside, stretching him and grinding his prostate. The shaft rocked and angled against his backdoor, he was on fire.

They both felt boiling pleasure inside their bodies. He remained bent over and moaning in his high-pitched voice as Jenna then followed. As humiliating as it was to be fucked by his partner while he was dressed up, hearing his wonderful and happy moans was enough to nearly bring him to a remarkable climax. He didn't know why it felt so good, there was a definite tease and tickle underneath his cock had him worried if might cum soon.

"Let's go," Jenna begged, as she grinded and moved along the base of the strap-on, which left the shaft moving and grinding against his prostate. "Oh, holy shit, wow," Christy moaned. "Cum for me babe. I need you to cum like a bad girl. Are you my filthy girl? Say it for me, honey."

"I.. I am, I'm your filthy girl Jenna," he replied in a feminine tone. "I'm a slut." The pressure multiplied in his butt and the next thing he knew, he felt the rumble and stimulation of orgasmic pressure blossoming throughout, as every muscle in his body ached. He was at his end. His body was rocking and the warm ropes of his cum burst out repetition as it covered the inside of his panties.

"Of fuck… I'm cumming, I don't know how. Fuck." Jenna was breathless as she watched him quiver and moaned like mad. She trembled like him and moaned loudly, the base of the strap-on using her pussy, and the sight of him going insane made her go over the edge. She orgasmed nearly immediately after he as she eyed the tightness of his ass clenched around her silicone dick.

Jenna spanked and grabbed his cute butt cheeks, teasing and groping him in the middle of her orgasm. "You naughty thing, you bitch. You made me cum, why do you have to be so pretty?"

Her words only egged him on. He pushed more cum out for what seemed like until the end of time, his hard cock was throbbing and letting out weak ropes of seed, until finally the pleasure winded down and he felt like he was about collapse in a sexual fire.

“Oh my god,” he cried weakly. He fell forward on the bed onto his belly. The strap-on slipped out of his asshole until he felt the emptiness inside of his pussy. Christy’s wet thong was damp against his stomach as his body shook and he caught his breath.

Jenna took her silicone cock and fell beside him. “You kinky girl,” she said laughing. “This stays between us right?” he asked. “It does,” she replied. “That’s great. I.. want to do this again,” he admitted with no shame.

Jenna smiled from ear to ear and was enthusiastic. “I was pretty confident you’d have fun. I’m happy you did. I just had to introduce you and ease you into this stuff to get the ball rolling. You were unsure at first but we both had a lot of fun.” He nodded in agreement.

“I suppose you’re my girlfriend,” said Jenna, slapping his butt. “My boyfriend was a creepy loser who jerked off to pictures of my best friend. So now I have a girlfriend instead.”

"I'm definitely your girlfriend," he happily replied. He was grateful to be humiliated and had some slight confusion, but he could find many reasons to be fulfilled as the words left his mouth.

◆◆◆




If you enjoyed this be sure to check out my other books here: My books! Thank you!
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