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Commonly referred to as UCLA, the University of California Los Angeles is a bastion of pretentious higher learning; not merely because of the criminally low acceptance rate and ‘Ivy League’ levels of graduate success, but also because of its locale.

Most well-respected universities tend to be in or near the worst parts of town, except of course for UCLA, located in the upper crust Los Angeles, a perfect microcosm of upper echelon suburban living, literally across the street from the ultra-posh Bel Air neighborhood.

You know… where the Freshest of Princes once lived.

In this place of prestigious learning was a shy, nerdy, eighteen year old freshman named Daniel Landrum, who not surprisingly now went simply by Danny.

Now, Danny had excellent grades and overflowed with potential, so naturally it disappointed his well-to-do parents that he pursued a major in photography, the perfect recipe to a path of millennial unemployment and decades of crippling student loan debt.

Little Danny was not a native to the City of Angels, but rather the Bay Area, including the echo chamber of coastal elitism known as Silicon Valley. The boy was from a reasonably sized and very wealthy city just south of San Francisco proper. His father was a tech industry mogul and his mother a homemaker who generally opened her first bottle of wine at noon.

Timid little Danny had a coiffed, dirty blonde bowl cut that he often would style up. He had blue eyes, and a very hairless body otherwise. He was skinny, which often attributed to his shyness, with a flat stomach, spindly arms and legs, with of course a below average sized penis. He made up for this in his hips and butt, which was the most bubbly part of his body. He also wore round hipster looking glasses, a perfect finish to his nerdy persona. He was never seen without his camera either, always with a variety of lenses.

As his art major demanded it, Danny was in an experimental photography class taught by Professor Glen Hardin, the living embodiment of a strict and haughty college professor who loved the smell of their own shit. 

Everyone, and I mean everyone, was at their desks with their latest photography projects when  Mister Hardin entered the lecture hall.

"As you know, your midterm is a doozy," he explained. "Now for those of you who have heard the rumors about this class, let me put your minds at ease… they're all true."

Some laughs echoed about the room, and he continued unabashedly. "Art is the pushing of the envelope. Some of the most telling pieces are when we can gravitate to the artist and their subject's vulnerability. Vulnerability, yes, is the key to a true and honest piece of art. So, for your midterm, with a partner of your choice, I challenge you to the most vulnerable art there is: nudity.”

There were some collective gasps, a few chuckles, and finally someone just got up and left.

He continued unsullied, “Now, over the years I have seen everything from the old: photograph covering the crotch, to a secretary pose… which are very common, to a no-shame body positive full frontal exposé. Now some, predominantly in middle America refer to this as ‘pornography’ and that's good; because their ignorance to your art is exactly what gets people buzzing. It's what gets you to prove how much you love yourself and your work and how passionate you are."

Danny blushed, but was rather intrigued by this bold new project.

"Whatever subject you choose, I will be the only one who will view these photos, though some brave souls every year always donate their work for future students. Extra credit will be awarded to anyone who chooses this route and I mean major extra credit, like: don't-even-bother-showing-up-for-the-final-extra credit.”

Suddenly everyone was sitting upright.

“Do you all understand?"

Most of the students nodded in agreement.

Danny looked at the bevy of photos that his teacher was showcasing on the projector screen shining up on the white board. Many were in the requisite secretary pose which perfectly hid the more risqué parts of the body. Others were in various poses, some were in fact full frontal with others bending over and showing off their asses, which was making Danny a little weak in the knees. One brazen project was a couple dry humping each other.

"I understand this is a major ask for many of you and I am perfectly aware that some of you will not feel comfortable with the subject matter.” Mister Hardin continued. “This is fine, if you do not choose to participate in the project whether you only want me to view and grade your photos or not, you may instead write a twenty page term paper, double spaced, five scholarly sources; detailing a nudist  photographer, painter or movement of your choosing. And yes, you may mesh all three but there must be a defined thesis. Everybody clear?"

All remaining heads nodded.

"Excellent. Those of you who do not have partners, send me an email by the end of the week and if you choose to opt out and write the paper, if so I would like a rough thesis emailed to me by next Friday for my approval. On that note: go shine, everybody!"

Mister Hardin then dismissed the class.

The shy little Danny definitely wanted to do the project, especially if major extra credit was on the line, and any excuse not to do a massive term paper on top of his other research-heavy classes was a good assignment in his book. He most certainly wanted to do the assignment with a woman, as he wasn't particularly interested in being emasculated by another man, but therein was his biggest problem. As this was a photography class, the pickings for women were plentiful, but each and every one of them was either attractive, well-to-do, or already selecting much more manly partners than he.

Far too shy to bounce out of his chair and ask any girl in his immediate area, he watched as everyone paired together instead. Soon, nearly all the women were snatched up and Danny found that the others in the class, after glancing over at him, suddenly wanted to do the paper instead.

But there was one woman in the class whom nobody dared to ask, and who hadn’t decided on the paper. Her name was Naomi Briggs.

Naomi was certainly different from the other twenty-somethings in the class. For one thing she was much older. One of those who apparently decided to go to school later in life once she figured her own problems out. She was African-American, over six feet tall, much taller than the barely five foot Danny. She had a cute face, long wavy dark hair and had a very curvy, voluptuous body, was equipped with a set of massive FF cup breasts, and a huge ass.

On this particular day, she wore a skirt and blouse which showed off her obscene cleavage that even women couldn't help but stare at, Danny notwithstanding.

But, what set Naomi apart from the other students was.. she was openly trans!

She made no bones about it, and many of her previous art projects, Danny recalled, reflected that very identity.

Though many were afraid to approach her, Danny was currently climbing onto the last limb of the proverbial tree, and didn't have the fears of most.

Yet more importantly… he needed a partner.

The awkward, timid boy knew, at least somewhere deep inside, that there may come a point where he might see ‘her’ naked, but the notion of their teacher’s favor and a fat extra credit reward was all he needed to secure a wunderkind.

Nevermind how he was more intrigued than most…

Even if this was going to be awkward, Danny thought to himself, the record would show that he wasn't a prude.

He approached Naomi's desk with a nervous yet inviting appearance, hands folded and lips quivering.

She was putting her things away in her messenger bag when he approached and said, "Um, hey, N-Naomi, right?" Danny fumbled out.

"Yeah,” she said with a hurried smile. “You’re… David, right?"

"Danny."

"My God, I'm so sorry."

"No-no, it's okay. It's easy to mess up and like, I don't talk much."

"That's okay Danny boy, I don't either." The busty black woman said with a grin.

"So, listen um,” Danny uttered. “I know this sounds awkward, but were you… were you gonna do th-the paper?"

She laughed. "Hell nah."

"Oh!” The little nerdy boy belted out. “Me neither… really. Sort of. So, um. I don't really have a partner, so..."

Naomi beamed a sparkling smile.

"Well shit yeah I'll be yours, Danny boy!” She remarked. “Thanks for having the balls to ask."

Danny’s cheeks burned.

"I mean, I didn't really-"

But Naomi just laughed another throaty laugh.

"Everyone skipped me anyways. So thank you. Now, I know we have plenty of time, but I am swamped with my other work. Is it cool we get this over with like… maybe this week?"

"Uh yeah, totally. That’d be great."

"Awesome. See? Gettin’ along together already!"

She playfully punched Danny's arm.

"Oh hey, I know we gotta do this shit in the buff..." she then whispered. "You okay with dat, right white boy?"

"Y-yeah" Danny gulped. "Not a problem. Not a… problem at all."

"I like ya already." Naomi smiled.

Danny forced a laugh, but cleared his throat and looked away.

"So like, I have like a dorm, and like a roommate so…” the boy’s voice trailed off as he looked at his shoes. “It-it'd might be kinda awkward if he, you know, just came in and saw us..."

"Oh totally!” She piped loud and proud. “I don't want some stranger seeing my dick anyway!”

The boom in her voice sent Danny into a brief panic, making him look around the room in a quick flurry.

Thankfully, no one seemed to be paying attention.

“Besides,” Naomi chuckled, “you gotta pay extra for that!"

She laughed, almost as if the entire class might join in with her.

Danny scanned the crowd again, fearful that every one of his classmates now knew of his decision.

”Don't worry, white boy,” Naomi belted. “I got the dopest loft in the Arts District, live alone, and I got two spots for parking. Can you come by today? An we can get started?"

Danny’s cheeks burned.

"Um, sure. Yeah totally," he nodded.

"Great, gimme your number. I'll text ya my address."

Little Danny gave Naomi his number and quickly got a text back. Then the two exchanged goodbyes and went their separate ways.

For the rest of the day Danny’s mind was completely on Naomi and what an afternoon with her might entail, especially knowing he would probably be seeing her in any number of compromising positions…

Contrary to the only other guys in their class (and their jokes) he wasn't so worried about seeing her in the nude, in fact he was actually kind of interested, having never seen a trans-woman naked before. In fact, he was more afraid of what Naomi was going to think of him, especially with his lanky bod and his less-than-impressive boyhood.

Thankfully he had little time to think about his insecurities because he quickly found himself driving through the traffic infested Westside of LA and through the syringe-lined roads of the Downtown Arts District, the third world marvel that typically spelled doom for a unwitting white kid like him.

It truly was a sight to behold, a literal tent city with zombie-like homeless people, rundown storefronts, and long forgotten streets covered with every conceivable form of trash scattered everywhere.

Eventually however Danny finally made it to safety, and parked his hatchback at Naomi’s loft which was definitely a warehouse or factory at some point, converted into a haphazard studio apartment.

Soon after, he quickly found himself outside of her door, and could hear the heavy bass of rap music from the inside.

He took a deep breath and knocked, though it was the lightest, weakest, most feeble knock in the world.

Somehow, she apparently heard him, and called out from inside.

"Be right there!" Naomi called out.

Jesus, Danny thought. She must've possessed super-human hearing.

The little femboy took a deep breath and forced his head straight ahead, knowing full well it would most certainly take a dip low and eye up her mountainous cleavage.

Danny whispered to himself, barely audible, trying to practice for having something to say to break the awkwardness.

"H-hey Naomi, good to see you. Oh, you look nice too. What? Yeah I've been working out, glad you noticed." 

Sure enough, the door swung open and there the ebony amazon stood, her hair just as bouncy and curly as ever. She was wearing a black and red silk robe, and that… was… IT!

Holy shit, Danny said to himself.

Her single piece of attire was short and tight, coming down to about mid-thigh and wrapped haphazardly around a pair of big, juicy melons.

“Hey you!” She beamed. “You’re right on time, come on in, you're letting all the kush out."

Danny gulped, but had little room to say anything before Naomi yanked him through the vestibule and closed the door behind them.

Once inside he got a good look around. It was about as artsy as a loft as one could get. It had brick walls, with warehouse ceilings and exposed vents amidst the fluorescent factory lights overhead. On the outside wall were an entire bay of glass block windows, while the other three were concrete, lined in various canvas-wrapped photographs. There was a bedroom area to one side with a large bed adorned with crumpled and a million pillows, and in the middle of the room, separating all this was a sort of living room area. The only doors were for a closet and a bathroom near the kitchen area.

After pulling him in, rather aggressively if Danny might suggest, Naomi walked away from him towards a fully stocked bar near the kitchen. The counter had just about every bottle of liquor under the sun resting on it, as well as two glasses, and an ice bucket.

The smell of cannabis assaulted Danny's nostrils as he watched her. 

"Now I know we're both thinking the same thing…” Naomi said playfully. “Dis is gonna be awkward as fuck," 

Danny nodded, feeling good she felt the same way too. "Heh. Yeah. Agreed."

"Sssooo it would behoove us to clear the mind so we can expose our bodies," Naomi explained poetically. "I feel like cross-fading myself, so since you are my guest, what kind of drink can I fix ya?"

"Oh um, I'm fine,” Danny blushed. “I'm only eighteen."

"Don't gimme that shit, white boy. Do I look like a cop to you?” Naomi cocked her head to one side, sending her head of curls askew. “Whatchu drinkin’? We got vodka - and it's that good Russian shit. Gin, peppermint schnapps that I think one of my girlfriends left, some Jack, and uh, tequila."

Danny smirked and shrugged, it was free alcohol. "Um, tequila, I guess."

"It's Patrón, that okay?"

"Yeah, thanks."

Danny lowered his bag on the floor and slowly took off his shoes, trying to make himself at her request before plopping down on the couch.

There was an incense stick slowly burning on the coffee table, but what immediately drew his attention was the pile of cannabis and rolling papers strewn about around it. Beside the mountain of weed was an ashtray with two roaches resting along its rim, one already half smoked.

"Here we go," Naomi said, walking over from the kitchenette.

The black amazon handed Danny a bright orange drink and sat next to him on the couch, her robe still revealing yet somehow covering all her sensitive areas.

Danny took a small sip and winced. It was fruity, but apparently loaded with more tequila than he had ever encountered.

Watching his reaction, Naomi giggled. "Got that bottle in Tijuana last spring break. Good shit, huh?”

Danny took another sip, smaller than before, and held back his wince this time.

“Went down there lookin’ for some tail, know what I'm saying?” Naomi continued. “Those guys down there are thirsty as fuck.”

"Thirsty?" Danny asked.

"Horny. Didn’t end up scorin’ tho. They was all polite an shit, but they find out about my secret weapon and took off runnin!" She chuckled, grabbing her crotch with a hefty handful.

Danny was trying his damndest not to notice, and he took another sip to calm his nerves.

"Oh, where are my manners, please, mi casa es su casa. Want a little hit?" She asked, taking half a joint she was rolling on the table and licked it shut. "It's good stuff, I get it from my homegirl Mia. She always got the best product."

Danny took a bigger sip and winced harder. He really needed to settle his nerves but again went for the same excuse. "Again, only eighteen."

"You sure?" Naomi asked, handing him the joint she just rolled.

Danny didn't want to be an ungrateful guest. Plus, if there was one thing to open him up in an organic way, it was weed. "You know what, fuck it."

He plucked it from her manicured hand.

"Atta boy!" Naomi produced a silver lighter and flicked it open, and lit it up. She held it under the tip of Danny's joint and he took a drag, immediately making the very-wrong choice of inhaling too much and coughed.

The woman burst out laughing.

"Rookie mistake," Naomi smirked. "Gotta inhale light."

She chuckled, finished her drink, then began rolling herself another joint.

"Right." Danny choked.

He tried again, taking a lighter puff and immediately felt that euphoric rush.

Naomi finished rolling and quickly joined him, deepening her already noticeable high.

"So, guess we should open with the obvious: ever seen a tranny before?" She asked.

"Nope." Danny choked down another drag. "I thought that was uh, was uh… transphobic term?"

"To some, but I'm not a prude. I'm secure with myself. Tranny, shemale, trans, whatever. She/her, by the way."

"Oh! He/him," Danny stated his pronouns, chuckling. Finishing his joint, he set the roach in the ashtray. "Nice place by the way. You were right, it's really dope."

"Thanks. So, what's your story, Danny? Tell Naomi all she need to know. Cause we about to get a whole lot more personal VERY soon."

His cheeks burned a bright red before he followed her laugh with his own faux one.

"So I'm like, Danny, uh Landrum. I'm a freshman… and I’m an only child…"

"Fuck dat shit, come on. Open up.” Naomi chided playfully. “What do you want to do with your life? What’s the dream?"

"Uh well, photography. I wanna be a pro. Er, professional photographer. Maybe a graphic artist."

"Graphic art. Coo," Naomi nodded. "Lucrative, creative."

"Wish my dad would think so. He's a tech guy. Wants me to do the same shit."

"Sounds like my pops. He just can’t wrap his head around being an artist." Naomi chuckled. "Damn, that's good shit."

"He a hard ass too?" Danny asked.

"Mmm-hmm. I went to business school to make the parents happy, but realized I wanted to do fashion with some photography on the side. Quit school, did some traveling, some soul searching, came back to LA and here we are."

"What do you do currently?" Danny asked.

"That's what makes this assignment so easy for me. I do nude photography and I've been dabbling in camming to make ends meet."

"Oh, wow,” Danny gulped, a bit taken aback. “That’s cool. You from LA?"

"South LA, born and raised. Crenshaw High, class of twenty-thirteen."

"Jeez. You’re like… way older than me." Danny chuckled, he then stopped himself after realizing he inadvertently called Naomi old, and quickly deflected. "Er, I... Sorry. I just, uh, graduated last spring."

"It’s cool, baby. So how’s the dating game?" Naomi asked.

Danny gulped again, figuring this was payback for the old comment. He took another sip and sighed. "Ugh, shitty."

"Aw come on, can't be that bad. You're young. Good lookin’. Skinny. Got the whole pretty boy thang goin’."

Danny laughed out loud as if she had made the best joke ever. But when he realized Naomi was serious, he shrank and blushed.

"Nah, I'm a virgin…" he sighed, like a virgin.

“Whaaat?” Naomi remarked. "Furreal? No pussy? Like ever?"

He shook his head. "Nope."

"First base, second base?"

"Nuh uh."

"Now be real with me, you just jerk off?" Naomi asked.

"Yeah, totally." Danny said, taking another sip of his drink.

"Play with your ass?"

He shot her a quizzical look. "Uh, no?"

"Not even a little butt plug?"

"No. Never." He laughed it off.

"Damn boy, nuthin’?"

"I'm… kinda shy."

Naomi slapped his leg. "That shy shit wears off, I promise."

Her movement had slightly opened her robe and off in his peripherals, Danny noticed the tip of her dick sticking out the fold. Having seemingly not noticed, Naomi sat back in her seat and took another puff from her joint, she then noticed a very high Danny looking at her cock.

"My eyes are up here, Danny," she joked.

"Oh-oh, I'm sorry."

"I'm joking, go ahead and stare, I like the attention. Here," Naomi loosened the sash on her robe and seductively opened it. She situated the sides, revealing a massive set of tits, toned tummy and completely nude body. Most astonishing was her long, thick cock, hanging down off the front of her seat, dangling nearly to the floor.

Danny marveled at its size, especially considering he knew it wasn't fully grown. It certainly was thick though, and viciously long, much larger than his own.

"Whoa…" Was all Danny could muster.

"I take it you're impressed?"

"Uh, yeah, yeah definitely."

Naomi gently started to stroke herself, and the fat, fleshy pipe began to swell.

Danny’s eyes were permanently affixed to it, even after she let go of the meaty appendage and let it flop back against the seat.

"Well, come on. I got naked. Now it’s ur turn. Let's go, get it off."

"O-O-Okay…" an apprehensive Danny loosened his belt.

He stood and fumbled with his pants, revealing a pair of compression shorts where his obvious erection was noticeable. Stepping out of his jeans, he then removed his shirt revealing his scrawny, spindly body, but paused when he got to his tight little underwear.

"It's… not that impressive," he admitted.

“It’s fine, baby. C’mon.”

Tucking his thumbs in the waistband, Danny jerked them down and kicked them into his growing pile of clothes. He wasn’t looking back at his new ebony friend, but if he had, he would have seen her biting her lip and drinking him in.

"Turn around. Smaller dick usually equals nicer booty."

Danny did as told, turned and bent down over the chair to his left, displaying his perfectly hairless, round, womanly ass along with his small, taut ball sack. Once more not looking, Naomi took the opportunity to grasp her thick black cock again and give it a few more strokes.

"What do you think?" He asked.

"Yeah, that's a nice fuckin’ ass," she cooed as Danny sat back down, now fully erect. "See, you're in the wrong line of work, Danny. Dat ass is your money maker. Straight up made for fuckin’."

Danny blushed. "Really, you think so?"

"Hell yes. You need to be greasing that booty up and spreadin’ those cheeks. You’ll pop your V-card instantly’."

"But, I'm uh, I'm not into dudes." Danny explained dryly.

"There’s always girls with strap-ons. Or there's gals like me." Naomi winked. "You haven't lived until you’ve tasted girlcum, believe me. Plus, nothing humbles a man more quite like taking it up the bootyhole."

There was an awkward moment with the two before Naomi finally stood up. "Okay, before this kush puts us to sleep; let's get to work."

"Yeah, good idea."

The two made their way over to the bed where Naomi already had some lights set up for their nude photoshoot. Danny watched and followed, getting a nice, long view of her big, supple butt as she strode across the room.

"Okay,” she began. “This is just a practice run cause I don't know about you, but I want this to be perfect. I'm not taking a final if I can avoid it, know what I'm saying?"

"I totally agree," Danny nodded.

"Good. Then I’ll go first. Get that camera ready." Naomi made some cute profile poses standing up, many with her dick partially hidden or tucked between her legs.

"Okay, now let's go full frontal" She let her giant black cock flop free as Danny took a few more shots. Then Naomi laid on the bed on her back with her legs spread and her cock jutting out into the air. Again, more shots followed.

"Alright,” she coaxed, “get a little closer, get some of my boobs in there."

Danny got a bit closer, focusing on her erect girder rod before managing to get her tits in the same frame. As he moved around the bed he got a few of Naomi stroking her cock as well. 

"Geez, Naomi you’re…?" Danny swallowed hard, feeling his whole body heating up. “You’re beautiful.”

She smiled at him. "Thanks, cutie. Here, git some shots of my ass."

Naomi shifted herself around on the bed to on her stomach. She then got up on all fours and shoved her ass out into the air, towards little Danny and the camera.

Suddenly and immediately, the boy was awesomely distracted by the sight of Naomi's rear end. Hers was also hairless, but full and heart shaped, thick and bubbly, a lovely chocolate posterior that literally took his breath away.

His body reacted on its own, and Danny’s dick went completely hard when he saw her asshole pucker.

"Whatcha think, Danny boy?" Naomi purred, waving her ass for him.

“Uh…” Danny licked his lips, then tried to quell the saliva flooding his mouth. “Uh huh. Yeah.”

Naomi got lower, putting her face onto the bed onto one of the many pillows, and stuck her ass higher into the air, exposing even more of her juicy butthole. She followed up by pushing her cock behind her and closing her legs, pinning the thick piece of meat behind her thighs for the camera.

Danny’s heart nearly seized but the shutter went wild. He got plenty of shots, creating an astonishing amount of jerk-off material for whoever might be lucky enough to glimpse any of the photographs.

"I uh, think we need a new SD card," Danny said.

"Aight, baby.” Naomi said, standing. “I’ll get one. It's your turn anyway."

"O-okay…" Danny muttered, shy once more.

Naomi got up and moved to a nearby desk beset with a wide array of lenses while Danny crawled onto the bed, his dick still painfully erect.

She swapped the memory cards in the camera quickly and efficiently, then set her sights on the thin nude boy laying on her lavish bed. He was smooth all over, with thin, coltish legs and dainty little feet. Higher her viewfinder crawled, examining the swell of his plump butt, flat tummy, and cute little divet of a navel. Danny’s thick, pink nipples came next, sitting atop a taut, boney chest. The specimen was topped off by a cute, boyish face equipped with full, pink lips and a mop of shaggy hair - he was the epitome of sexy.

And after a couple of shots, Naomi voiced some encouragement. "Oh come on, you can do better than that. Don’t just lay there."

"What should I do?" Danny asked.

She shrugged. "It's your midterm."

"I dunno…” Danny replied unsure, blushing. “I don't really have the body for this kind of thing."

"Well, you got something!”

Danny tipped his head to one side, quizzically.

Naomi laughed. “That fuckin’ dump truck of a booty, silly! Now let's get some pics of that tush. Come on, nothing says confidence by shoving your ass in the air for a photoshoot."

Danny shifted on the bed and got on all fours, hoisting his ass skyward much like Naomi had before. Still a little ashamed, he bit his slip, looked back at his stacked companion, and asked, "Like this?"

"Yes! Perfect Danny, work it."

Naomi proceeded to get every angle she could of Danny's plump boy booty.

He tried to mimic the same moves, presenting his ass to this ebony beauty and her hungry camera lens.

Naomi inched her way closer. "Alright, now while your ass is up, take your hands and spread your cheeks. Spread ‘em as wide as they can go."

"O-okay…" Danny said, muffled into the pillow he was shoving his face into.

He reached his hands back, each grabbing a respective pale cheek, and pulled them apart, spreading his hairless pink hole, which puckered reflexively.

It was strange how quickly and nonchalantly the scenario turned to the erotic, Danny thought, but he enjoyed the praise all the same.

"Mmm, yeah…” Naomi growled. “That's an ass that's open for business. God damn, that is a nice fucking butt! I love it!"

She got as many photos as she thought she needed, occasionally using a free hand to stroke herself and maintain her teaming erection. She was getting so into the view, inching closer and closer with each new snapshot, that before long she was at the edge of the bed, and her dripping tip grazed Danny's cheeks.

"Oh my gosh. I'm so sorry."

"It's… okay.” Danny squeaked.

It was music to her ears. So instead of moving away, Naomi inched closer, watching her now-hard dick slide up the side of Danny's ass.

She kept snapping pictures as she stepped forward, slipping onto the bed while still on her knees, clicking away. Soon she was on him, practically pointing the camera straight down into the fleshy divide of Danny’s ass, capturing every moment of his succulent little butthole winking up at her.

Soon Naomi was sawing her length against Danny’s ivory cheek, capturing the lewd contrast between her hearty black cock and his pale flesh. Her thrusts became more vigorous as she watched Danny's pink little exit open and close. She started to shake the bed, and the shaking aroused some sixth sense inside of little Danny. This was probably that sense all Californian's have when we feel shaking which is usually followed by the impending ambiguous mercy of an earthquake.

Danny rubbed his eyes and looked back, seeing Naomi's thick member flopped over his ass. He was lost in the euphoria, having never had anything close to this type of sexual contact. His body tingled. It felt alive. And he couldn’t help but wonder if this was what ALL sex felt like, even if what was happening was just plain ‘outer-course’.

"Wha… whhat are you doing?" A woozy Danny asked.

Naomi looked down and blushed.

"Oh… shit," she chuckled. "Sorry, I… I didn't know if this was going anywhere. Had to relieve some tension, ya know?"

The boy didn’t refute, and Naomi was too horny not to take his ambiguous silence for anything other than 'it was okay to hump me'. 

“You mind if I uh, jerk off, baby?” She asked. “I’m gettin’ way too turned on.”

Danny’s mind was in a haze.

Did she really just ask that? He thought to himself. As if it was totally fucking normal?

But the thought of seeing such a lewd and carnal act was too much to pass up. He absolutely wanted to see that happen, but wasn’t sure how to respond.

So he just murmured out, “Um… Oh sure. Go ahead. I don’t mind.”

Naomi quickie sat her camera on the nightstand and laid down on her bed beside the slender femboy, taking her hot black cock in her hand and slicking up her meaty brown length with her own pre.

Petite little Danny rolled, coming to rest right next to her massive womanhood.

“God…” He whispered. “It’s so big.”

Naomi smiled. “Glad ya like it.”

She paused as a sinister smile spread across her lips. “Do you… wanna touch it?”

Shy as ever but eager to try, the boy slowly put a hand on her fleshy thigh.

She offered after all, he thought, pushing through the anxiety. He had permission…

A shiver ran up Naomi's spine as she watched Danny rub her leg. He looked up at her for approval and the bloodshot-eyed amazon gave him a quick smirk, all the approval he needed to continue.

Danny moved a hand closer to Naomi's rigid, banana-shaped cock that crested over her belly. The beautiful transwoman moved her hand away just as Danny lightly gripped the thick member, his tiny fingers unable to connect all the way around.

Naomi gasped at his touch, then put her head back and used both her now free hands to cup and squeeze her tits.

“Ooohhh, that’s nice baby,” Naomi purred. “You got sum soft lil hands…”

Slowly and tepidly, Danny began to stroke. It was smooth motions at first, as the boy was very familiar with the art of jerking off, though this would be his first hand-job given to someone else.

He didn’t know it then, but it certainly wouldn't be the last.

Danny laid the side of his cheek on Naomi's leg while he stroked her titanic dick, which grew with each pump. It throbbed with an intense heat as he worked, beating a taboo heat into his palm. Now up close and personal with her charcoal colored pillar of meat, Danny marveled as to how much it grew in size. He was quite literally stunned just how tall and thick it was, towering over his entire head like a gigantic oak tree.

"Havin’ fun?" Naomi mused.

Danny shifted so he could look up at her, cheek still pressed against her warm, smooth thigh.

He bit his lip, then smiled, "Uh huh.”

“Well, don't stop now. Dat shit feels amazing.”

With a clumsy grin he continued to stroke Naomi's ever-growing cock. In a high stupor, he inched his face and mouth closer to the side of her shaft, barely even realizing what he was doing. But his body was reacting on its own, without his mind playing any part. Danny’s stroking quickened, pumping out more globs of pre that only eased his up-down swings.

Once more without thinking, he stuck his tongue out, finally touching her skin, and he licked up Naomi's shaft like an ice cream cone.

He immediately recoiled after he realized what he was doing.

"Oh my God, I am so...s-s-sooo sorry!" He murmured.

Naomi chuckled.

"Now who told you to be sorry? Or to stop?" She asked with a raised eyebrow.

Danny’s cheeks burned.

"Keep lickin’," she ordered.

Danny was suddenly hesitant, mortified even, especially after his partner's nonchalantly stern tone. He moved his head away for a moment but then stopped, staring at the thick black cock he still held in one hand.

In reality, the boy relished in this strange opportunity of being told what to do, and his dick was definitely responding.

With a quick boost of confidence after Naomi's demand, Danny moved closer.

Once more, as if it were some sort of long, hot, popsicle, he began to lick her meaty cock up and down.

"Ooh, that's it. Yeah, I like that…" The busty, ebony amazon moaned.

Eventually, Danny moved his mouth up to the top of Naomi's tip, licking as he traveled, while still maintaining a grip on the base of the thick girldick. Reaching her summit, he enveloped her hot bulb, groaning and moaning as she filled his mouth and assaulted his taste buds.

In one hot, mewling swallow, her glans completely disappeared between the boy's lips. Danny looked up at the busty amazonian queen as he slowly suckled her stem, then aligned his face to Naomi's member and slowly put several inches into his mouth.

"Mmm… That's a good girl" Naomi cooed, cupping her breasts. "Come on, get it deeper."

Danny obeyed, and slowly took a few more inches of her cock inside of his mouth hole until he felt the entrance to his throat spasm. He tried to get a few more inches inside, but realized his gag reflex was kicking in.

Involuntarily, he got off of Naomi's dick and choked. Saliva trailed down her shaft as he unsheathed himself, connecting his chin with her cock like slippery spider webs.

“S-sorry…” Danny sputtered.

"It's okay, you'll get used to it."

Danny wheezed, shook it off, and hungrily put his mouth back on her dick, quickly swallowing the few inches he had before. He tried to focus, concentrating on the spit-soaked pelvis of his new hung lover. More spit slipped down into her crotch, and he finally looked up to Naomi who was slowly fondling both her breasts.

"Aren't you forgetting something?" She asked.

She was right. A switch flipped in Danny’s brain and remembered the thick ebony cock in his hands. So, still clutching the base with one hand and shaft with the other, he started to pump her cock with smooth, in-tune strokes. Yes, it was that fucking big. He would, on occasion, look back up at Naomi, giving her cute puppy eyes while he sucked her off.

Meanwhile, the ebony goddess simply laid there, enjoying watching her eighteen year old classmate inhaling her massive, chocolate pole.

The more spit he used and the more pre she gushed allowed the boy to take her into his throat. He gagged against, at first, but was soon swallowing more juicy inches, letting his velvety throat caress her veiny appendage.

Danny was getting the hang of taking Naomi's thick pipe and was almost to the point where he could completely deepthroat her, as all of her length was now inside of his mouth and down his windpipe, and his lips were touching her crotch. Naomi swooned.

"Mmm, play with my balls a little bit," she casually commanded.

Danny murmured his acknowledgement and used his base-gripping hand to play with Naomi's sack while he sucked her off. Her heavy balls were huge and ripe, like two sweltering oranges wrapped in her delicious chocolate flesh.

Naomi was overjoyed with Danny's skills, considering this was supposedly the first sexual experience he's ever had. She was skeptical but wondered maybe he was just naturally cut out for this sort of thing. Afterall, the timid little femboy was currently deepthroating ten inches of black shemeat.

"You sure this is your first time?" She asked. "Cause you're not bad at suckin’ dick."

Danny got off Naomi's dick and smiled, still stroking her.

After several seconds of heavy panting to catch his breath, the boy huffed, "why thank you."

He then got right back to work, slobbering on her meaty member, attempting to deepthroat it with gusto.

Meanwhile, Naomi’s roaming hands found her camera, mixed about in the cache of clutter on her nightstand. She grabbed it and aimed it right down at Danny's face, which was currently enveloped around her girthy cock.

"Say cheese," she said.

The boy looked up at her surprised, cock still in his mouth and eyes wide as Naomi got a perfect money shot. She got a few more candid pictures as Danny slammed his mouth down hard on her cock. Naomi rubbed the boy's head while he did, reveling in the audible gulping and slurping noises. Danny only stopped occasionally and briefly to catch a breath, but never ceased his two-handing stroking.

But the horny trans amazon wanted to see more, much more. She rubbed Danny's head and then gently pulled him off of her cock.

"What's wrong?" He asked.

"Nothin’, but I wanna see some of dat ass. You can get back to work, but spin around and stick that booty in my face."

Danny gulped and got up. He then moved his spindly body and straddled Naomi's torso. He bent down so his ass was completely spread right in front of her face,  and got right back to work sucking dick.

Naomi smiled as she slapped, kneaded, and squeezed Danny's cheeks. In between was his sweet, pink, virgin hole, delicious and winking just a few inches from her face.

"Yeah, that's what I'm talking about!" She cooed. "This ass was made for fuckin’."

Naomi spread Danny's cheeks some more before staring right into his hairless, puckered sphincter. The scrumptious orifice was ripe for conquest, and she couldn’t contain herself.

In a flash she lunged, jamming her hot wet tongue into the boy’s succulent ring.

“MMMPH!” Danny moaned, quieted by the meat in his gullet.

Meanwhile Naomi devoured him, feverishly and hungrily lapping away as if he was the last peach on Earth. Her tongue went deep, and she spread his ass to delve as far as possible. Her lips caressed the outside rim, sucking hard.

When his little outlet was ready, she recoiled, licked her right index finger and moved her lubed digit to the boy's hole, slowly pushing at his entrance until she was able to get the tip inside.

Danny hummed into her cock as she breached. She took it out after feeling some resistance. 

Dipping her finger back into her mouth again, she got it good and wet before sticking it back in.

After some puckering, Naomi's finger got past his anus and deeper inside of his rectum. She bit her lip as she fingered the boy, watching her tendril vanish inside his tiny little exit. What was even more enticing was that the boy took to her plundering with ease, groaning each time she sank inside. The notion of Danny not wincing or resisting made her actions all the sweeter.

But Danny was so high at that point that he felt no pain at all, and was in a euphoric state of ecstasy from sucking off a massive girlcock.

Naomi however wasn't satisfied, she used her index finger to loosen him up, eventually accommodating her middle finger alongside.

Danny made soft moans as the twin anal invaders stretched him out.

"Yeah, dat's right,” Naomi teased.” I'm in your ass now." 

She could tell that Danny was really enjoying things because his tiny, leaking, rock hard dick was grinding between her tits. His action was no doubt two-fold, since he was also sliding back against her fingers, throwing his luscious ass back into her hand.

Suddenly, and with a wicked grin, the hung beauty lifted her free hand and sent it down hard on Danny’s plump asscheek.

SLAP!

The boy yipped, pulling his mouth off her rod so he could moan.

Naomi giggled, watching the pale flesh ripple from her strike.

But Danny returned to his fellatio just as quickly as he had recoiled, moaning from their unorthodox sixty-nine.

Naomi sawed her fingers in and out of the boy, pushing knuckle deep each time he threw his hefty backside back. Simultaneously, his small dick slipped and slithered between her cleavage, smearing pre between her valley of flesh. She could tell he was close from all this newfound, and double-pronged, sexual stimulation.

Upping the ante, she twirled her fingers in with each deep jab, twisting her wrist each time she bored into the fleshy boy bum mere inches from her face. Danny fell off her cock once more, this time to catch his breath in a series of soon-to-orgasm moans.

Naomi just kept pumping, finger blasting the young boy’s rectum so hard she sent saliva splattering onto her collar.

Danny’s mind was mush, but he knew he needed to continue his blowjob. So in a slow and clumsy maneuver, he gripped Naomi’s juicy fuckstick again and began a vigorous pumping. Barely able to lift his head, he managed to crane it over her leaking tip and planted his mouth back down onto her fleshy bulb.

“Mmm! Fuck!” Naomi grunted.

Now both of them were close.

Danny could feel his tiny dick throb. Naomi could too. She leaned forward and flicked her tongue against his ring before using her free hand to slap his ass. After a swift twirl she jammed her muscle back inside his waiting, wanting hole, which was all the stimulation he needed to cum.

With a twitch and a groan, he exploded, sending hot waves of boyjuice across Naomi's tummy.

Danny moaned as he felt Naomi’s cock swell.

A hand found the back of his head, pushing him down along her hot weapon.

Naomi groaned as she used his face like a Fleshlight, pumping up into his sopping mouth. A second later she shot a hot load of thick semen right into the boy's throat. Danny swallowed all he could, but it was so much, it spewed out from the corners of his lips. He got his mouth off of Naomi's dick and let the rest of her cum shoot onto his face and into the air.

Eventually, both orgasms subsided and Naomi slowly pulled her fingers out of Danny's butt. The two collapsed next to each other.

"Did we just do that?" Danny slurred.

"Hell yeah."

"So… what now?" The boy asked.

"We sleep. No way your stoned drunk ass is going home."

"Are you sure?"

Naomi smiled. "Yeah, now shut up and get your cute ass over here."

The boy rolled, lifting a leg so he could dismount and slide up parallel against his beautiful new muse.

Naomi reached behind her to tear off the extension cord to the studio lights, blanketing the pair in a late afternoon darkness.

Danny curled up next to her and the two laid in bed, spooning, wondering what tomorrow might bring. The future was brimming with possibilities! He was the first to drift off to sleep, cum still on his face and a big black cock wedged between his big, fleshy buttcheeks.

Naomi followed suit shortly after, relishing in the quivering, virgin boypussy throbbing against her flaccid womanhood.

THE END (of Part One)
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