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Feminized by the Professor is an erotica short about Austin, a shy student who spends too much time fantasizing about the Professor's Assistant, Jasmine. Jasmine and the Professor decide to allow Austin to take part in an experiment they're running. It doesn't take Austin long to submit to the experiment and embrace his role in pleasing the professor!
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Chapter 1

I looked at the clock and saw that it was after 8:00pm. I meant to take my clothes to the apartment laundromat earlier, but since I was running late then at least I might run into Mandi. It’s not that I was stalking her or anything. But if the sexy girl next door takes her laundry down on Thursday night, why would I take mine down on Thursday afternoon? She flirted with me, anyway. That’s how I learned that the guy living with her, Jeff, was a roommate and not a boyfriend.

I opened the door to the laundromat and found Mandi placing the last of her folded clothes into a bag.

She was wearing sweatpants that hugged her round ass and a tank top that showed plenty of cleavage. Her hair was tied back in a ponytail. I could see her smooth skin from her shoulders to her supple neck. Very sexy.

“All finished?” I asked.

“Hey, Tyler. I’m finished, you must be running late today,” she said with a smile.

I nodded to hide my inward sigh, resigning myself to a boring laundry day.

She hurried off after a quick “Goodbye.”

I had planned on asking her out for a cup of coffee but was waiting for the right time. I was beginning to realize that I might have to make the right time.

I began loading my clothes into two of the washing machines. I stopped, however, when I saw an article of clothing on the floor next to a different machine.

I recognized it as a pair of panties, on the floor next to the machine Mandi had been using.

Interesting. In fact, an opportunity had presented itself! I smiled, not even trying to keep it inward, as I found a reason to go to Mandi’s apartment.

The green panties looked about the size of what I thought Mandi might wear.

Maybe they weren’t her panties, but it would certainly be a reasonable assumption. Was it appropriate to ask a girl out when you were returning her missing panties?

Damn, maybe it would be awkward. She would probably be embarrassed.

Especially if they were dirty.

I picked them up as I thought that their being dirty may mean I should just throw them in with mine. Wouldn’t that be a nice, housekeeper kind of thing to do?

I pictured it. Oh, I think they were yours. I wasn’t sure if they were dirty, so I washed them with my clothes.

Maybe that was too much.

There really was only one way to find out. If they smelled like detergent, then she wouldn’t be embarrassed.

My justification may have been sound, but when I cupped the panties over my nose and took a deep breath, I was not hoping to smell detergent.

The panties smelled like Mandi and her sexy ass and her body and her heat and what I was going to imagine as her wet, throbbing pussy.

That’s why I took a second breath, inhaling her erotic pheromones as my cock surged with need.

I heard her gasp from the doorway and knew I had been much too careless.

“What the fuck.” She scowled.

I held the panties out and said, “I was trying to see if they were dirty.”

It sounded so bad, saying it out loud. I should have said clean. Damn.

Mandi walked towards me purposefully, still scowling.

I held the panties out for her to take and she brushed my arm aside and slapped me in the face.

“What do you think you’re doing?” she asked.

I looked down in shame. I deserved to be slapped. I hoped she would understand, but I suspected coffee was out of the question.

“Honestly, I was going to wash them but wasn’t sure,” I said, trailing off.

“You think it’s okay to just rub my clothes on your face?” she asked.

“No,” I answered, still looking down.

“Look at me!” she said.

I looked up to see her eyes, gleaming in anger.

“Is that why you come down on Thursdays, hoping I’ll leave some dirty clothes behind?” she said as she snatched her panties from my hand.

“No, honestly,” I said, still making eye contact and hoping she knew that was true.

“You’ve just been waiting for me to leave something behind, haven’t you?” she asked.

Seeing that she was not interested in my answer, I stayed silent.

“Well, fine, then. Here!” she said.

Mandi moved quickly and took me by complete surprise. She put her left arm behind my head and shoved her panties in my face with her right arm.

I started to pull away in surprise and indignation, but she held me tight.

“Open your mouth,” she said as she pushed the panties in between my lips.

“Go on, open your mouth and take them, then, take my dirty panties in your mouth,” she said.

I opened my mouth as I smelled her sweat and her anger.

Her smell was enough to drive me wild. Her holding me made me want more. Her telling me to take it made me need it, badly.

She stepped forward, into me, her body pressing against mine as she held her hand over my mouth. She felt my cock, harder than ever, dripping in desire.

She looked up at me and said, “You like it, don’t you? You like my dirty panties in your mouth.”

I nodded, my breathing heavy as I pushed back against her, my hard dick demanding more.

She stepped back.

“Leave those panties in your mouth,” she said as she turned and walked to the door.

“Pick up my laundry and follow me.”

I hurried after her as I swallowed the taste of her panties.


Chapter 2

I stood behind Mandi, staring at her ass as she unlocked her apartment door. My cock was pressing tight against her laundry bag that I was carrying.

Mandi walked into her apartment and tossed her keys to the side.

“Set the clothes by the door,” she said.

She sat on a leather couch in her living room.

“Get over here,” she told me.

I walked towards her and she pointed at the floor in front of her.

I knelt between her spread legs.

Mandi lifted her legs over my head and slid her sweatpants down and off.

She lay her legs on my shoulders. I stared straight into her pussy, wet and hot and just inches away.

She closed her legs behind my head, pulling me into her.

I could feel her heat and smell her sexy pussy. She locked her legs behind my head and my face was pressed into the wet folds of her labia. I breathed her in, the scent of her arousal and her wetness through my nose that was pushed into her dripping pussy.

I wanted to lick her and taste her, but I did not dare to take her used panties out of my mouth.

She put her hands on my head as she moved her body, rubbing her wet pussy up and down my face. My nose pressed against her clit as she pulled me deeper into her.

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it? This is what you think about in your dirty little mind,” she said.

Mandi reached a hand down and put her fingers into my mouth. She pulled her used, wet panties out of my mouth.

“Lick my pussy, suck it,” she said.

I licked, up each side of her wetness and then in the middle, my tongue pushing inside her pussy until I found the sensitive hardness of her clit.

She tightened her legs, locking my face in her pussy and holding me immobile.

I reached my hands up to move her legs and she slapped them away.

“Take it, take my pussy all over your face until I tell you to stop!” she said.

I licked her pussy, sucking her wetness as I tried to find a way to breathe. She held me, locked in place, and batted my hands away again.

An instinct inside of me, deep and far from my control, suddenly snapped. Something akin to fight-or-flight, except it was more like fight-or-submit. Everything beyond this room, beyond her body, washed away from my mind. Her pussy and her pleasure were everything.

I licked and sucked, my arms limp by my side as I submitted to her completely. She felt my body relax as I accepted her dominance. My cock was rock-hard unadulterated pleasure. I needed her. I needed her pussy and her acceptance. I would do anything for it.

She released her legs and pulled my face out of her pussy.

She looked down at me. I felt her wetness on my face, her scent covering me.

“What do you say?” she asked.

“Thank you,” I said, staring up at her, my mind broken to her powerful will and her dominating pussy.

“Good,” she said. “Excellent.”

“Take your clothes off,” she said as she stood up.

I undressed, one move pulling my shirt off and another dropping my pants and underwear. It took less than two seconds.

Mandi disappeared as I sat on the floor, naked and waiting.

She walked out of what must have been a bedroom, making loops in a rope.

“We have so much to do, and so little time,” she said as she approached me. “Put your hands behind your back.”

I did and she looped the rope around my wrist. She tied my hands together and then connected the rope up to and around my neck. My hands were held behind my back, high. She tugged on the rope connecting my wrists to my hand, moving my entire torso.

“Perfect,” she said.

I sat, silent and hard, still smelling her musk on my face.

She pulled up on the rope, which pulled my arms up and tightened around my neck. My shoulder stung and breathing grew difficult until I followed the direction of her pull.

She made me stand and kept her hand on the rope. Her control was supreme and inarguable.

She led me to a large open area and pulled a bench away from the wall. She made me kneel on the floor and bend forward, over the bench.

She clipped a small rope from the rope around my neck and wrapped it around my knees. The rope held me in place, bent over the bench. She pulled the rope tight which made me bend forward even more. I was locked in place, kneeling over the bench.

“I’m going to punish you for sniffing my panties without permission. And then I’m going to give you a chance to demonstrate your submission. I wonder how long this lesson will take,” she said.

“Yes, Mandi,” I said.

“That’s Mistress Mandi,” she answered.

“Yes, Mistress Mandi,” I said.

She rubbed her hand over my ass. I tried to turn to look at her, to see what was happening, but the bindings were too tight.

The jolt of pain on my ass registered before the sound of her hand spanking me.

I pulled against the bindings instinctively as she smacked me again.

“Wait,” I said, trying to adjust my position to lessen the pain.

She continued, steadily spanking my ass as I writhed to change position.

“Okay,” I said, accepting her punishment. She was right, I did deserve this.

“Keep your mouth shut,” she snarled at me as she spanked me again, harder.

She alternated spanking my bent ass, up and down my legs, both sides of my ass.

“You ask permission before you take anything of mine in your mouth, do you understand me?” she asked.

Spank, again, punctuating her sentence by not slowing her arm.

“Yes, Mistress Mandi,” I said, sincerely understanding and accepting her instruction.

She stopped and I felt the heat radiating from my ass.

She rubbed me, feeling my hot skin as her deft fingers explored my exposed body.

She growled, deep in her throat, as she tested her unrestricted access. Her fingers pried open my exposed asshole, lifted my sensitive balls, and moved to the head of my cock, hanging and still dripping but less hard after her punishment.

I gasped, controlling my breathing as her hands explored her possession.

“Good, very good,” she said.

She stood up and walked around the bench, then bent over in front of me. I stared at her ass, the smooth, rounded skin and her tight, pink hole.

She moved back towards me and her ass was just outside of my reach.

“Please, Mistress Mandi, may I lick your asshole?” I asked, the lesson already sinking in.

“Very good!” she said. “Yes, you may.”

Mandi reached her hand back and spread her ass open as she moved towards me.

I leaned forward to taste, my tongue stretched out, symbolic to my longing for her.

I licked her tight asshole, around and over the warm skin. I could smell her and taste her and my cock responded with a desperate need for more.

My tongue pressed into her as I probed her tight asshole, pushing inside of her and licking hungrily.

“Good,” she said. “But you can do better.”

She stood up and walked behind me.

Panting, I still tasted her on my tongue. I wanted her back. Desperately.

She spanked me, again, hard and fast with several strikes demanding my attention and pulling me away from the heady fantasy of her tight holes.

“You submit to me completely and you worship my ass, is that clear?” she asked as she spanked me.

“Yes, Mistress Mandi,” I answered, tersely, as I clenched my jaw and accepted her strict punishment.

She pulled back on the rope as she spanked me, my body reaching back for more punishment.

“Worship my hole like a good little slut, do you understand?”

“Yes, please, thank you Mistress Mandi,” I answered as her spanking continued.

The heat and the pain grew to a distant numbness as she continued spanking me.

She stopped, briefly, to rub my ass. I moved against her hand, wanting more, begging for more.

“Good, very good,” she said.

She spanked me again, resuming her hard, fast beating on my ass.

“Thank you, Mistress Mandi, for spanking me and for letting me tongue your asshole,” I said.

“Excellent. You’re a good girl, aren’t you?” she asked.

I was at a loss for words as she continued spanking me. The punishment felt so good and I needed it, needed more of it. And her hole, please, I needed her asshole.

“Yes,” I said, as her spanking continued.

“Good girl,” she said, rubbing my ass. I felt the heat from my skin and then the pleasure of the pain as she smacked me again.

“Thank you, Mistress Mandi, for letting me be your good girl,” I said.

My cock was throbbing with need, screaming for me. Dripping with desire. I needed her approval and her body and her hole and her punishment.

“Very good!” she said with another rub and then spank.

She stood and walked in front of me. I was desperate to please her.

She knelt down and leaned back.

“Please, please, Mistress Mandi, may I worship your asshole?” I begged.

She held her ass open and I pulled tight against the ropes, leaning for her, desperate.

“Is this why you kept staring at my ass?” she asked, teasing me.

“Please, Mistress Mandi,” I said.

She moved back enough for me to reach her and I kissed her asshole and then buried my tongue in her tight opening. I sucked the tight skin and licked around it. I pushed my tongue inside her and my lips against her tight ass.

“Very good! You’re such a dirty girl!” she said.

I moaned an unintelligible “thank you” as I paid full attention to worshipping her asshole with my mouth. The tight ropes held me in place as my cock reached out, hard, desperate for more.

Mandi unclipped the rope that held me over the bench and stood up. She pulled my harness and I stood, following her.

She left me standing in front of the couch as she went to the kitchen. She returned with a roll of tape.

“You did a very good job with your mouth. We’re done with it. For now,” she said as she picked up her used, now-wet panties.

I opened my mouth as she reached up, hungrily taking her taste inside my mouth again.

“Good girl,” she said as she taped the panties into my mouth.

My mouth was completely wrapped and my breathing was restricted to my nose.

She leaned close to my ear and said, “Can you still smell me through your nose?”

I nodded as she reached her hand up and pinched my nose shut.

“Good girl. You’re going to do anything I say, aren’t you?” she asked.

I nodded, desperate for her approval. My hard cock stuck out in front of me, still dripping precum.

“We’re probably going to need your mouth again. Once Jeff gets home, anyway,” she said.

Jeff?

I pulled back as my body began rebelling, seeking air.

“You’re going to be good, aren’t you?” she asked.

I nodded immediately, my cock bouncing in obvious excitement.

“You’re not going to disappoint me, are you?”

I shook my head.

“Don’t let me down,” she said as she released my nose.

I nodded as I breathed through my nose, still smelling her.

“Thank you, Mistress Mandi,” I said through the tight gag in my mouth.

She smiled, “Good girl, I knew you would be so good.”

She gripped my cock, squeezing its hardness in her strong grip.

I moaned, lost to complete ecstasy as she slowly stroked my dick.

“See how good girls are rewarded?” she asked.

I nodded, vigorously, willing to do anything for her reward.

“You’re going to give me your pussy now, aren’t you?” she asked.

I nodded, “Yes, Mistress Mandi,” I said through the gag.

I would have done anything Mandi asked, without question. I wished only that my arms were free so that I could show her, but the harness gave her a good grip and reinforced that she was in complete control.


Chapter 3

She led me to her bedroom and turned on the light. I watched, bound and gagged, as she opened a drawer on the nightstand and pulled out a strap-on harness and a flesh colored dildo.

She rubbed the dildo against her pussy, moaning in pleasure as she stared at me and toyed with herself. Mandi slid the cock into her pussy and slowly fucked herself.

She pulled the cock out of her pussy, buckled the harness over her hips, and then put the cock in the harness. It stood out from her, longer and thicker than my cock, glistening from the wetness of her pussy.

“Get on your knees and worship my big cock,” she said.

I knelt before her and looked up at the cock that loomed over my face.

She pressed the cock against my face, rubbing more of her wetness on me.

Mandi slapped my face with the wet, heavy dick. I stared up at her, willingly submitting to every dominating, humiliating act she performed.

“Stand up and bend over the bed,” she said.

With some effort I stood, then moved immediately to the side of the bed. I bent over the side of the bed, my red ass still hot from her punishing spanking.

She stood behind me and spread my ass open.

“I’m going to stretch out this tight little hole,” she said.

I moaned, anticipating her cock and ready for her to fill me.

“I’m going to claim you,” she said as she pulled my asshole open.

She spit into my open hole and I moaned as I felt her wetness covering me.

“I’m going to fill you and claim you,” she said.

Mandi lined up her cock to my held-open asshole as her wetness dripped over me.

“Does the dirty girl need cock?” she asked me.

I pushed back against her and felt the head of her cock pushing my asshole open.

“Go on, all the way. Show me what a good girl you are,” she said.

I rocked back onto her, filling my ass with her big, hard cock.

“All the way, take me inside of you,” she said, encouraging me as I slowly took her cock into me.

“How does it feel to have me claiming every one of your openings?” she asked.

“Thank you, Mistress Mandi,” I said into the gag.

“Keep going, arch your back and take it deep inside of you. I’m going to bottom out inside of you, pushing me deep inside of you while I stretch out your hole,” she said.

I took her cock the rest of the way as she rubbed her hands over my ass.

“Good girl, you look so sexy impaled on my cock like that. Are you ready for your fucking?”

I nodded, moaning, desperate.

“I’m going to get you started so we can stretch out your tight little pussy. And then I want you to take it. I want you to milk my cock, do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress Mandi,” I said to the gag.

I felt her hand take the harness and she began moving my body forward as she pulled her hips back. Her cock slid out of me, almost all the way.

She paused, the head of her big dick stretching me open still. Then she pulled me back and thrust her hips, fucking me fast and deep.

I moaned as her cock pushed inside of me, pulling and pushing my tight, virgin asshole.

“Good, sexy sissy,” she said as she pushed me forward and pulled her hips back, sliding her dick out for another thrust.

She fucked me, again, and then again.

Each time she thrust inside me I felt more submissive and more fucked. By the fourth time I was begging her to fuck me, to take me and fill me and pump inside me.

She felt my body moving and released the harness.

“Show me what you need,” she said.

I moved quickly, taking her cock deep in and then almost out, then sliding back deep onto her again. Over and over I fucked her, my cock dripping precum as I moaned in pleasure at her hard fucking.

Rocking and riding her big cock, I felt completely fucked and owned by her. Mistress Mandi, I was saying it over and over in my head.

She spanked my ass as I bounced on her cock and I sped up, more, moaning and whimpering still, more.

“Good girl, good fucking girl! Just wait till Jeff sees this! He’s going to cum so deep inside you!”

Her words registered at a deep level and I instantly longed for his cock to fill me and to pump his hot jizz inside me.

She spanked my ass and then held me open as she began thrusting again, drilling me with her cock while I rocked and bounced on it.

“You feel your tight pussy stretching for me?” she asked.

I screamed into the gag, pleasure and submission and gratitude.

“You want to cum, don’t you, dirty little girl?” she said.

I nodded and screamed “yes” and begged her for it.

“No, don’t you dare fucking cum,” she said.

Mandi slowed her thrusting down and held the harness, stopping me from bouncing on her.

“No, you don’t get to cum yet. I’ll tell you what, though. You’ve been such a good girl that I’ll let you earn it. Do you know what you need to do?”

I moaned, her cock still buried in me, her grip on the tight ropes keeping me from moving, from pleasuring myself with her cock inside me. Anything. I would do absolutely anything.

“You earn Jeff’s cum inside your tight little pussy and then you can cum. If you cum before he does, though, I won’t let you have my cock. Do you understand? Good.”

I whimpered, worried. I needed her, I needed her cock.

“You’re going to need to be very aggressive with him. You need to go after his cock like a hungry little cock-whore. Otherwise…” she said.

Mandi held her cock inside me while my own cock hung hard and ready for more. She began sliding her cock back in and out of me, the hard dildo pressing into me with a slow, steady, unyielding rhythm. Mandi began giving me instructions on how to please Jeff, fucking me and emphasizing various points with a sudden thrust deep into me. I listened intently as my body dangled over the edge of orgasm.

“You won’t let me down, will you?” she asked.

I shook my head.

She spanked me for emphasis, still slowly fucking me.

“He’ll be home in five minutes. Don’t let me down,” she repeated, emphasizing her insistence with continued spanking of my red ass.

Her command sunk into my head, a repeating mantra that I would follow. Do not let her down.


Chapter 4

I lay across the kitchen table, bent over it, bound and gagged and still hard. Mandi was constantly teasing me and my cock, watching my submissive response to her forceful attention. She ran her hands over my body, probed every opening and constantly felt the hardness of my cock to see how excited I was.

“You just can’t wait for Jeff to get home, can you? To feel his big cock in your tight little hole,” she said as she rubbed her slicked finger over and into my bent-over ass.

I moaned in answer, her erotic touch leading me to anything she desired.

She rubbed her fingers up and down the hard shaft of my cock, teasing me as she pointed out how ready I was.

The door opened and Mandi gripped my cock.

“It’s time!” she said in an excited whisper as she stroked me, my cock sliding through her hand so desperate for release.

“Well, well, well, what have we here?” Jeff asked as I heard him approach.

“This is our new neighbor, Taylor. She’s been desperately waiting for you to get home! She needs your big cock so bad. Isn’t that right, Taylor?” she pinched my ass, reminding me that it was time to prove how far I would go for her sexy ass and her big, rubber cock.

I stood up and turned around. Jeff was right in front of me, his shirt tight enough to draw immediate attention to his muscles, and his shorts tight enough to show an obvious bulge.

I knelt in front of him and looked up, Mandi’s panties still taped into my mouth. Wordlessly, I pressed my face against the visible bulge of his shorts. I felt his cock, already growing hard and radiating heat.

“Oh, she’s a feisty one, is she?” Jeff said to Mandi as I nuzzled his cock with my face.

“This cute little sissy is so desperate for your cock, she would just do anything, I bet!” Mandi said with a giggle.

“Is that right, cute little sissy Taylor?” Jeff asked as he looked down at me rubbing my face against his clothed cock.

I nodded in hungry agreement. I saw the look in his eyes, glazed over with complete desire. He would stop at nothing to fuck me. I could almost feel it already. And then he would cum inside me.

And then Mandi would make me cum. That’s why I was so hard, right?

“Well, let’s see just how hungry you are,” he said as he pulled his shorts down. His hard cock bounded free of his underwear and pointed straight out from his body, directly at my face.

He pulled my face to his cock and rubbed his hard, hot flesh over my cheek and under my nose. He held my face against his cock as I breathed, his scent filling my nose and body.

I knelt below him, looking up at his looming cock as he rubbed his dick over my face and then slapped me with it. I stared at him, bound and silently appreciative of his hard dick, just as Mandi said.

“Damn, she is desperate for my cock!” Jeff said. “Go on and bend back over the table, show me that slutty sissy pussy.”

I stood up and bent over the table, my red ass up and level with his hard cock.

“You just couldn’t resist gaping this little slut, could you?” Jeff asked as he pulled my ass open, exposing my thoroughly fucked hole.

“She needed to be ready for your big cock,” Mandi answered. I could hear the smile in her voice.

Jeff held my ass open as he placed the tip of his hard cock against my wet hole.

I could feel the swollen head of his cock as it forced me open even wider, stretching my hole as he filled me.

“Take it, little slut, go on now,” he said.

I remembered Mandi’s instructions and began moving on his cock immediately, taking him in as deep as I could as I thrust back onto him. His big dick filled me and I moaned in pleasure and pain and need and ecstasy.

Feeling him inside me, hot and hard and stretching me out, I tightened my hole on him to try and milk the cum out of his big cock.

“Damn, Mandi, you really outdid yourself with this sissy slut!” Jeff said as I worked his cock in and out of my pussy, gripping his entire length as his cock drove me deeper and deeper into submission.

“She’s an obedient little bitch, isn’t she?” Mandi said.

I moaned as I took him deep in one hard move, filling my pussy and bouncing as fast as I could on his cock. The table shifted beneath me as I worked my body into a frenzy, filling my desperate need and still hungry for more. My hard cock bounced against my stomach on each thrust, hard and dripping and begging for attention.

Would I earn Mandi’s pussy?

“All it took was the panties?” Jeff asked.

“Two pair, actually, since she didn’t notice last week,” she said.

I bounced, shameless, completely subservient. She had planted the panties on purpose? It was deliberate?

I screamed as I neared an orgasm, my body and mind taken and controlled by her dominant, powerful, controlling sex.

“Good girl,” Mandi said as she noticed my unstopping vigor as I bounced on Jeff’s cock, taking him deep with every stroke. His cock filled me and stretched me and I screamed into the dirty panties that she planted for me to find and to worship.

“Fuck,” Jeff said as he held my ass open and watched his cock slide deep into me on every bounce.

“I’m going to cum,” he said.

“You’re going to cum before her?” Mandi asked Jeff.

“Well look at her! She is desperate for my cock. So fucking sexy!” he said. My hard cock bounced, clear pre-cum dripping constantly as his cock drilled into me.

I screamed into her gag as I rode him, feeling every vein on his hard cock and his swollen head that pressed deep inside me, impaling me and taking me and making me need more of him. I needed his cum inside me. I needed his hot jizz to pump into my pussy and I would do anything to get it.

“Well, here,” Mandi said as she walked around the table.

She stood in front of me and I looked up at her eyes. She had the same look that he did, glazed and desperate for sex. She was in such complete control.

She fingered her pussy right in front of me. I watched her touch her hard clit as she moaned. I could see the wetness of her pussy,

“Fuck, you were right,” Mandi said as she watched me. I stared up at her, needing her pussy. So close to my face while Jeff slammed into me, stretching me out. I was a complete sex object, taken and filled and used. My cock bounced each time Jeff rammed my pussy.

My body tensed as I fought a losing battle to stop my orgasm. Jeff had to cum first, he had to. I would earn Mandi’s cock and her pussy and anything I could from her.

I gripped his cock with my pussy as I felt him fucking me, stretching my hole. I rolled my hips as I took him, my red ass bouncing with each thrust that filled me completely.

“I’m going to fill this little sissy with all my cum... make her overflow with it,” he said with a growl.

I felt his cock as it pumped into me, shooting streams of hot cum deep inside of my pussy.

Mandi threw her head back and came, wetness flooding her pussy as she moved forward, over my face. I tasted her as he filled me, her clear cum filling my mouth while his hot, white cum filled my pussy.

It drove me over the edge completely. I could not wait for Mandi or her pussy and cum dripped out of my cock as I shuddered, Jeff’s cock still buried deep inside me, still pumping out his hot cum and filling me.

Mandi reached down and kissed my lips, tasting her pussy on my wet mouth.

Jeff slid out, his warm cum filling me as I sagged, taken and broken and still begging for more.

“I like our sexy new neighbor,” Jeff said.

“She is going to be just great, isn’t she?” Mandi answered.

I lay on the table, still panting. I needed her. And him. I held their cum, hers in my mouth and his in my pussy. My reward still hot inside me.


Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I enjoyed writing it! If you did, consider joining my mailing list to receive a free short story!

Sign up here!

Toby Passion

Amazon Author Page
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