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Except for in the presence of his best friend, Ashley, Stephen was a nobody in high school. And ten years later, standing alone at his high school reunion, he’s realized nothing has changed. 

As he stares off longingly at the jock he’d always had a crush on, his friend Ashley has an idea. She knows what the big jock likes, and she’s going to feminize sissy Stephen into pretty girl Stephanie, to give them both what they desperately want. 


CHAPTER ONE

MY HEART FELT LIKE it was about to pound out of my chest. I was glad for the low light of the room because I knew with the heat crawling up the sides of my face my skin would show bright red. I watched him as he spoke to her. Ashley Glasglow—prom queen—standing here ten years later and she looked just as good, hell, better than she had in high school. 

Back then we’d been best friends, inseparable until we’d all left for college and we lost touch. As I watched her talking to Jake Ainsley, none other than Stafford High’s football captain and prom king, I knew people like them wouldn’t remember someone like me. I remembered them though. Through Ashley, I’d gotten friendly with Jake too. A guy like him would normally never look twice at a guy like me, but with Ashley at your side, people tended to pay attention. 

But after high school, I’d become invisible, sunk back into the depths where I belonged. 

Someone pushed forward through the crowded room, bumping into my back and I stumbled forward. “Hey sorry,” he said. He turned to me, his eyes trailing down to the stick-on name tag on my front, then back up to my face, desperately trying to put a memory with my face or my name. I guessed he didn’t recognize either even though we’d had three classes together senior year. 

“No, worries,” I said, nodding at him and moving toward the dessert table like that’d been where I was headed when he knocked into me, instead of aimlessly staring at Jake and Ashley.  

I tried to smile at the woman behind the punch bowl but the gesture came out as more of a grimace. She returned an uninterested smile and stared off distantly across the room as I scooped some punch into a cup. I assumed she was having the same thoughts that I was, that I should have just stayed home and not shown up for this damn reunion. Nothing good could come of this, I decided. Reunions were for the popular kids. And without Ashley, I was not one of them. 

I turned suddenly, deciding to just get out before things sucked even more, when I ran smack dab into Ashley. Her eyes slit, disgusted with the hapless moron who’d just splashed a cup of punch all over the both of us.

“Oh, my God,” I said, my voice barely a whisper as I looked on in horror as the red punch splattered down the front of her white pantsuit. “I’m— I’m so sorry,” I sputtered out, afraid the only choice I had left was to just turn and run from the room. 

Ashley looked at me, the look on her face turning from disgust to joy as he eyes bounced between my name tag and my face. “Stephen!” she exclaimed, before throwing her arms around me. “I didn’t know you were coming,” she squealed as she squeezed me, her full breasts pressing into my chest. 

“Hey,” I said timidly, as she finally released me from her embrace. She held onto my shoulders, admiring me from arm’s length. 

“You’re as skinny as ever,” she chastised. “I see that the freshman fifteen didn’t hit you like it hit the rest of us.”

My eyes involuntarily slid over to where Jake stood, a large crowd at his attention. The only thing different about him since high school was that he’d seemed to grow even more handsome with his strong, chiseled jaw and wide shoulders.

Ashley followed my gaze, before slapping me playfully on my arm, bringing my attention back to her. “You still have a thing for Jake Ainsley?” she teased, her voice too loud for my liking. 

“I have never had a thing for Jake Ainsley,” I said. But the heat that rose in my cheeks called me a liar. I’d dreamed about those strong arms wrapped around my frail body since the tenth grade. But how did Ashley know?

“Friends know these things,” she said. 

She suddenly looked down at her pants suit, wrinkling her nose as she shook out her blouse, apparently feeling the sticky drink drying fast to her skin. “I need to change,” she said, looping her arm through mine and pulling me through the crowd with her.

“Where are we going?” I finally asked as we walked through the hotel’s lobby.

“Up,” she said, leading me to the elevator. 

“You’re staying here? At the Waldorf.”

She nodded, pulling me by the hand into the elevator after the doors swung open. 

I stood by her side as the elevator rode up. I turned just my eyes to the side, taking in her profile as she looked ahead. She seemed mostly the same since I’d seen her last. Maybe a bit fuller in her figure. My eyes ran down from her face, stopping at her breasts that I realized were definitely bigger than the last time I’d seen her. They spilled from the top of her blouse, her smooth, pale skin catching my attention. 

“They’re nice, aren’t they?” she asked. 

My eyes flew to her face, she’d caught me looking but she didn’t seem upset. “They’re really nice,” I said.

“Got them right after college,” she said. “Worked for an attorney who was happy to pay for his legal aides to be well endowed.”

“Well, shit,” I mumbled, suddenly wishing I had a pair of tits somebody wanted to pay to look at all day. 

The elevator dinged and the doors opened. Ashley stepped from the elevator but I didn’t move. She turned when she realized I hadn’t followed her, reaching an arm out to catch the doors from closing. 

“What are you doing?” she asked. “We didn’t just ride the elevator because it’s fun. I need to change.”

“Uh, yeah,” I said, nervously. I was uncertain why Ashley wanted me to accompany her to her room. We’d done some experimenting together in high school, but things were sort of different for me now. 

She rolled her big blue eyes at me when I didn’t move, grabbing my arm and pulling me from the elevator. “Come on, stupid,” she said. “I’m not going to try to have my way with you in my hotel room.” She turned, eyeing me as I walked timidly behind her. “Not that you wouldn’t enjoy what I’d do to you,” she said with a sly wink. “But I have something else in mind. Something we should have done a long time ago.”


CHAPTER TWO

WHEN WE ENTERED HER room, Ashley slipped her punch-stained jacket down from her arms and onto the floor. “Don’t bother,” she said when I reached to pick it up, “it’s ruined.”

“I can pay for it,” I said, nervously.

“No, you can’t,” she said. She unbuttoned her blouse, dropping it free from her shoulders, exposing her full breasts which were barely contained in a soft lace bra. “But don’t worry about it.” She shrugged. “I’m not.”

She moved into the bathroom, and a moment later I heard the water running in the sink. I looked around the fancy room, trying to distract myself until she returned. I felt weird evening being allowed in a room this nice. Like at any moment someone would pop out and pull me from the building, deeming me unworthy. 

After a few moments, Ashley came back out of the bathroom, having scrubbed the punch free from her skin. I looked down at my own stained shirt, wondering why I hadn’t left when I’d had the chance.

“Don’t worry,” she said, moving to me, a soft scent of vanilla wafting up from her skin. “You won’t be going back downstairs in that.” She tugged on the front of my button-down, popping off the top button as she pulled it from me. “Take this ugly thing off,” she said, trying to pull the shirt free from my scrawny arms. 

I undid the buttons on the sleeves, shaking the shirt the rest of the way off my body. 

I stood before Ashley, her gorgeously sculpted breasts pushed high in her new black silk bra, her head tipped high as she looked down her nose at me. She squinted, tipping her head to the side. “When’s the last time you’ve moisturized?” she asked. 

“Umm…”

She shook her head in disgust. “We need to get to work. But we need to be fast.” Ashley moved to the closet, swinging the doors open and shuffling through the hanging clothes.

“Umm…” I said again, more confused by the moment. I wrapped my arms over my chest, the cool air of the room sending a shiver through my body. “What exactly are we doing?” I called to her. 

She held out one of her outfits, a short skirt and a flowing top. “We’re going to finally bag you a night with Jake Ainsley.”

The color drained from my face as I wrapped my arms tighter around my slight frame. “And…,” I said, my voice shaking. “How do you suggest we do that?” My voice rose in panic as I pictured the sexy jock that I’d secretly jerked off to through most of high school. “Are you planning on switching bodies with me, Ashley? Giving me a great set of tits and legs that look great in heels. Huh? Because that’s the only way someone like Jake Ainsley would look at someone like me!”

Ashley moved to me swiftly, slapping my face and forcing my mouth closed. I touched my cheek, feeling the redness of her slap. I knew she’d only done it to snap me out of my panic, but it still stung. 

“Are you quite finished now?” she asked me.

I nodded.

“Good,” she said. “Because yes, that’s exactly what I’m proposing. I still haven’t figured out how to give you a great set of tits, but…” she looked down at my pants. “I bet there’s still a great set of legs under there.”

She reached forward, undoing my pants and dropping them to the floor. I crossed my hands over my cock, feeling uncertain under her scrutiny. “Is it still as bitty as it’d always been?” she asked, trying to pull my hands away from my crotch. 

I nodded, timid. “Yeah,” I said. 

“Good,” she said, a huge smile lighting her face. “Now go into the bathroom and get undressed. Lay a towel on the floor. We’re covering you head to toe in depilatory cream. We want you hairless.”

“Head to toe?” I croaked out. “How will this help me get Jake? I mean, no! You’re out of your mind. I need to just go home.” I bent down to grab my pants from around my ankles, but she gripped them with her perfectly polished nails, stopping me. 

“I know what Jake likes,” she said, her face so close to mine I could almost feel the flutter of her long lashes on my skin. “And if you listen to everything I say, we will give Jake what he likes. And I promise he will like you.”

A heavy lump caught in my throat. I swallowed hard; my mouth was suddenly exceedingly dry. “They’ll… they’ll recognize me,” I said. 

Ashley’s lip curled. “Who has recognized you as Stephen?”

“You,” I said, shrugging. 

“Exactly,” she said. “Right now, you’re invisible. But when I get done with you, I guarantee you will be seen.”


CHAPTER THREE

I STOOD IN ASHLEY’S bathroom, my legs spread out, my arms out at my sides. I looked like a giant starfish, feeling ridiculous as I tried not to smear the cream Ashley had finished applying to my entire body. Well, not entire, she said we’d use her razor to tackle my tender areas after she allowed me to rinse the rest of my body clean. 

My body shook in the cool air, naked and slathered in a pink scented cream, striking an awkward pose in the middle of a bathroom that was almost bigger than my entire apartment. My body also shook from nerves. Fear that I’d be recognized. Or fear that Jake would look in my face and laugh. 

Ashley moved to me, taking a soft cloth and starting to wipe the cream from my body. I watched as the hair on my arm slid free from my skin, leaving only smooth skin behind. 

I held my breath as she kneeled before me, slowly wiping my thighs. “When’s the last time you’ve shaved these balls?” she asked, tapping a nail against one of my testicles. 

“Not much reason,” I said. 

“Well, everything needs to be smooth. I don’t want to see a single piece of hair on these things when you’re done.”

“Okay,” I said. 

“How do you feel?” she asked after a few minutes. She’d finished wiping my body clean, the majority of me now hairless. 

I slowly stroked my fingers along the length of my arms; the skin was silky smooth, just like a girl. I pressed my lips tight, trying not to smile. 

“Now go shower,” she told me. “Shave your balls and your face. But not in that order!” she hollered as she left me to myself. 

I turned the water up high, the hot water scalding against my newly slicked skin. I quickly shaved my face, then soaped my skin with the scented wash Ashley had given me. The scent wafted through the bathroom, my little dick hardening as I pictured Jake’s strong hands caressing my soft skin. I looked down at my little dick, bobbing up and down in the hot water. I’d never been able to satisfy a woman properly, not even Ashley back when we experimented in high school. I’d always been too quick, and my shaft never thick enough to make her orgasm. 

I raised my leg, placing it on the side of the shower, balancing myself as I picked up Ashley’s razor. I lifted my balls, carefully stroking the razor over the tender skin until they became completely hairless. 

My cock had become flaccid, but I knew the dammed thing would cum as soon as Jake so much as looked at me. 

A tingling began between my legs, but when I looked down, the thing still sat flaccid between my legs. I was so nervous my legs shook. 

Ashley banged on the door, startling me. “Hurry up in there, Stephanie!” she hollered. 

Had I heard her right? She called me Stephanie and not Stephen?

She barged into the bathroom, her hands on her hips as she stared at me through the steamed glass of the shower. “Acting like a princess, already?” she asked. 

“I’m…” I stuttered, my frail body and flaccid cock on display to her. I hid my cock behind my hand. 

She pulled open the shower door, her eyes trailing down my body to my hand. “I’m not sure why you’re bothering to hide that little clitty.”

I dropped my hand, and her eyes trailed over my hairless body. “Good,” she said, approvingly. “But if we’re going to get to Jake before this night is over, we need to hurry.”

“I’m not so sure,” I said as I shut off the water. The scent of my body wash wafted through the room, and I inhaled deeply, the sweet scent stirring a heat inside of me. 

“You don’t have to know,” she snapped. “Because I know. Now get out of there. There’s still a lot that needs to be done.”


CHAPTER FOUR

ASHLEY PUSHED ME DOWN into the chair in front of the mirror. My skin glowed pink. It was perfectly smooth and hairless even in the bright light. Ashley had given me one of her expensive lotions to use, and I could feel my parched skin soaking up its milky goodness. My skin finally felt like all the girls I’d always been jealous of. But then I looked down at my short, plain nails. 

“Don’t worry,” Ashley said, coming up behind me. “It won’t be the best it can be because we don’t have enough time, but I promise you won’t believe your transformation when I’m done with you. Now give me your hands. We’ll paint your nails first.”

“It’s so bold,” I said, staring down at my now fiery red nails.

“That’s the point,” she said. “Do you want to get noticed or do you want to blend in and be a nobody?” 

I pressed my lips closed. I was tired of being a nobody.

I tipped my head up to her, trying to hold perfectly still as Ashley dabbed concealer around my eyes. I sat in silence as she continued to apply my makeup. I closed my eyes, enjoying the way the soft makeup stroked across my lids as she finished up my eyes. “Look up,” she commanded as she applied coats of mascara to my lashes. “You’re lucky,” she said, as she admired her handiwork. “Your lashes are naturally long. Look,” she said, standing back from me.

I slowly lowered my face, catching sight of a girl in the mirror. I slowly looked up to Ashley, then back down to the now pretty girl I saw staring back at me. I was pretty. I mean, really pretty.

“Wow,” I said in awe. “You’re really good.”

“I know,” Ashley said, turning from me and going back to rummage in her closet. 

“I don’t have any fun colors,” she said, pulling out a long, brown wig. 

I watched in awe as she set to prepping my hair and head for the wig. She worked fast, her movements quick and assured. I remained silent, feeling like a princess as she finally settled the wig onto my head, and took to gently brushing out the long locks.  

“We need to hurry,” she said, glancing at the clock next to the bed. 

I stood up, shakily from the seat. “I’m not sure how you think I’m going to charm Jake before he wants to leave the reunion.”

Ashley giggled, shaking her head at me. “No charm will be needed,” she said. “You go down there looking like that, and it’ll be a done deal.”

She looked over my thin body, hairless and shivering in the cold room, then back up to my face and hair. Her lip curled into a brilliant smile. “He’s going to love you.”


CHAPTER FIVE

I STOOD BEFORE THE mirror. Stephen was long gone. In his place stood Stephanie, a pretty girl with actual curves. I wore a pair of knee-high boots, my soft thighs accented by a short, flowing skirt. The shirt was a pale purple, the fabric light and delicate against my skin. The fabric clung to the curve of my new breasts as I turned in the mirror. 

Ashley held out her hand, and I reached my newly polished fingers out to her. It was surreal seeing such beautiful, soft skin when I moved my body. Ashley gripped my hand, turning my wrist up to her. She delicately dabbed perfume on my wrist, and I inhaled deeply, the intoxicating scent wrapping around me. 

“Feel that?” she said as she saw my pleasure over the new scent coming from my body. “That’s the same way Jake is going to feel when you sidle up to him.”

“What if he—” 

“No,” Ashley said, interrupting me. “I know what Jake likes. And what Jakes likes are girls named Stephanie who are delicate and pretty and know a big strong man when they see one.” She looked me over, pleased with my transformation. “So, Stephanie,” let’s say we go back to that party and bag ourselves a man. Hmmm?”

I nodded, too afraid to speak. My heart pounded in my chest. I turned to Ashley who rummaged through my old clothes on the floor. She picked up my shirt, pulling the old name tag off, and scrawling onto it with her pen. She slapped it onto the front of my shirt, pressing her hand into my breasts as she did. I looked down. “Stephanie,” I said, my voice barely a whisper. 

“Yes,” she said, her voice now smooth and low, like a tiger on the prowl. “Now come with me.”


CHAPTER SIX

I WALKED INTO THE ROOM with Ashley. She moved through the crowd like she owned the room and everyone in it. I walked behind her, trying my best to sashay my hips as I stepped delicately in my high heel boots. They rubbed against my soft skin, reminding me that my legs were encased in the soft suede. No more scratchy pants and clunky shoes. Tonight, I wore clothes that were soft and delicate on my skin, and shoes that made me stand four inches taller and rocked my hips as I walked. 

Ashley stopped, and as she moved to the side, I caught a glimpse of Jake across the room. He’d loosened his tie, his shirt collar open across his strong neck. I felt my new little clitty tickle with warmth as I caught sight of him. 

As I stepped forward, Ashley caught me by my arm. “Not yet,” she purred in my ear. “We make men come to us.”

“What do we do?” I whispered, my voice soft, higher than its normal register. 

Her eyes lit, tipping her head toward the two men making their way through the room toward us. “Nothing,” she said.

A smile caught my pristinely colored lips, my lashes batting against my cheeks as I turned to the men. They were impeccably dressed. And they’d have to be to approach Ashley Glasglow. She was dressed exquisitely, her sex appeal practically dragging the men to her like a moth to a flame. And then, I realized, they were coming over here to see me too.

The men reached us, immediately recognizing Ashley but they turned to me, their eyes lingering on the name tag stuck over my breast. The man with the wavy blonde hair seemed to try to place me in his memory, but the man next to him didn’t seem to care who I used to be. He smiled, taking my hand softly in his. “I’m Blane Edison,” he said. 

“Yes,” I said, speaking softly to keep my voice high and light. “The baseball captain.”

Ashley sent me a look of concern, remembering exactly who Blane Edison was.

He’d bullied me relentlessly through senior year, every time I was out of sight of Ashley or Jake. 

“It’s so nice to see you again,” I said, trailing my bright red nails up the skin on his arm. Ashley’s lips spread into a wide smile, and she leaned into a conversation with the man with the blonde hair.

“So,” said Blane, “I hate to admit it, but I don’t remember you from high school.”

“Oh,” I said, keeping my voice light, “I’ve changed quite a bit since then.”

“I bet!” said Blane, staring down not so subtly at my breasts. 

I looked past him as he leered, over to where Jake stood with a diminishing crowd. Ashley wanted me to wait, but it was all I could do to not rush over there and throw myself into his muscled arms. My clitty pulsed, yet I willed my eyes back to Blane’s face. 

He bored me as he droned on about his full management position at his father’s Mercedes dealership. I tried to act impressed, but my hatred of him seemed to seethe from my pores. I could feel my eyes slit, lashes pressing my vision off as I looked up at him. He appeared completely oblivious, so after another long speech, he slipped his hands around my waist, pulling me in tight to him. His cock pressed into my leg and I could feel his desire against me. “I’m staying here in the hotel,” he whispered in my ear. “Why don’t you join me?”

I pushed my hand against his chest, releasing my body from his embrace.

“I have someone else in mind,” I said.  

“Your loss,” Blane growled as he stalked away from me. 

I straightened my shirt and settled my hair before turning my eyes to Ashley. She looked content with the blonde man who hung on her every word. She turned then, sending me a little wink as I turned from her, walking across the room.

I approached the dessert table for the second time tonight, this time as Stephanie. The girl standing behind it looked up, smiling at me. “Love your nails,” she said as I reached for a bottled water. 

I kept my voice wispy soft. “Thanks,” I said, placing a hand delicately on my chest as I turned.

As I moved back across the room, Ashley tilted her head back, laughing wildly at something the blonde man said. He seemed a bit confused by her wild expression, but it apparently worked as intended, because Jake turned from across the room, searching out her voice. She placed her hand gently on my arm, her skin soft and tender against my own smooth flesh. Jake’s eyes slid from Ashley over to me. I brought a nervous hand to my lips as we caught eyes, a flash of heat coursing through my body.

My eyes flitted over to Ashley, uncertain, but she mouthed to me, “You’re welcome,” and I tipped my head away, walking—no, strutting sensuously—from the room. 

I moved from the busy main room and into the quieter outer hall. I continued over to the display area of our graduating class. I walked slowly, enjoying the way the heels stretched my calves, elongating my legs. 

My eyes flitted over to the window, catching sight of Jake’s reflection as he exited the main room. His eyes were curious, searching his surroundings. As he caught sight of me, he moved quickly, his strides powerful and assured as he moved across the room.

He stopped behind me and his musky scent enveloped me. I swallowed heavily, trying to placate my nerves. My eyes trailed down from his reflection in the glass to the photo of him in his football uniform in the display before me. My clitty tingled, and I almost turned, begging him to hold me in his arms. 

He was silent a moment, looking down at the photo before me. “That was me,” he said, finally breaking the silence. “Me about a thousand years ago,” he said, shaking his head.

I opened my mouth to speak, reminding myself to keep my voice soft and light. “I don’t know,” I said, “to me, you look exactly the same.”

“You knew me in high school?” he asked. He put his hand on my arm, turning me toward him. His eyes slid down to my name tag, Stephanie, then back up to my face. I was so scared I almost stopped breathing, turning my eyes down from his as his eyes ran over my body. “Hmm,” he said after a moment. “I’d remember you if you looked this pretty in high school.”

My lip curled into a timid smile, and I risked looking up at him through my lashes. 

“I’m over high school though,” he said, as he moved closer to me. “And I’m over this place.” His warm hand enveloped my arm. “Why don’t we go find somewhere a bit quieter and get to know each other a bit?”

I nodded, smiling coyly as I slid my hand over his arm, my fingers trailing across his bicep as he led me from the room. 


CHAPTER SEVEN

JAKE PUSHED OPEN THE door to his hotel room. As I slid past him and into the room, I could sense him taking in the scent of my perfume. He left the lights off, only a soft glow coming from the world outside the windows. 

“Would you like a drink?” he asked, moving to open the minibar. 

I shook my head, too nervous to speak. 

He sensed my hesitation. Setting his water down, he moved to me. He stopped before me, an empty space between us. 

I slowly reached forward, needing to reconnect with him. My hand trailed up his arm, my nails tracing over his thick muscles. 

Jake sighed in contentment, closing the gap between our bodies. He was already hard, his thick cock pressing into my stomach as he pulled me to him. His powerful hand trailed up my neck, tipping my chin upward. He leaned closer, pressing his lips into mine. I melted into his body, his warm body wrapping around me as I fell into his embrace. His tongue searched out, tickling my lips apart and slithering warm and moist between my soft lips. My body warmed in his embrace, and I allowed him to pull me over toward the bed. He lay me down upon the soft comforter, his large body dwarfing my frail frame. He slowly slid his hand up my thigh, his rough skin scraping softly against my soft, smooth thighs. His hand continued upward, beneath my skirt, trailing along the outline of my silk panties. 

My breath pulsed from my lips, hot and quick as he neared my center. His hands traced downward and I almost panicked, wanting to slap his hand away from me, but he knew what he was searching for. His hand trailed upward, his palm hot against me as he pressed against my silk panties, stroking lazy circles against my throbbing clit. I thrust my hips up, his hands stimulating me until I pounded with pleasure, warm juices dripping from me, soaking my panties. 

He moved quickly, standing up from the bed, unlatching his belt, and dropping his pants from his hips. His bulge pushed against his thin shorts, thick and long. He pulled his shorts over his massive cock, dropping them to the ground. His cock flung free from its constraints, and I stared at it in awe. “Have you ever sucked a cock this big?” he asked me as he lazily stroked his thick shaft.

I bit my lip, shaking my head. 

He moved forward, gripping my head and guiding me to his cock as I leaned forward. The head was thick and swollen, and I parted my lips fully as he slid it into my mouth. It was hot and smooth and as he pressed forward, pushing his cock further into my mouth, I closed my eyes, exploring the foreign sensation in my mouth. He slid his cock back out until only his thick head trailed across my lips. I circled my tongue around the swollen head, tasting salty warmth as liquid oozed from his cock. 

He gripped my hair, pushing his cock further into my mouth. It hit the back of my throat and I gagged, choking on the monstrous phallus. He kept my hair in his grip, stroking his cock in and out of my mouth, moaning as I swirled my tongue over the swollen head. He pushed deep into me, groaning as his cock pressed into my throat. Then he released my hair, stepping back from me. 

“How was it?” I asked him. I pressed my lips shut, ashamed of my questioning. But his lips curled into a smile as his fat cock bobbed before him. He pulled his shirt off as I watched, the ripples of his thickly muscled chest seeming to glow in the dim light. 

“I’ll show you how good it was,” he said, crawling up onto the bed with me. As he reached me, he grabbed my hips, his powerful hands seeming to dwarf my frame. He flipped me over, my face burying into the soft pillows. 

Jake crawled over the top of me, spreading out my legs as he slid further up the bed. He grabbed my hips, pulling my ass upward as he pressed his hard cock against my center. He pushed harder, his thick shaft pressing into my soft panties. Jake groaned as he gyrated against me. He moved then, pulling my silk panties from my hips, exposing my smooth ass to him as he pushed my skirt upward. 

He shifted on the bed above me, reaching for something, and then, thick warm liquid ran across my ass and between my cheeks, the sensation soft yet arousing as he ran his thick fingers down between my ass, spreading the oil across my skin. He wrapped his strong arm around my middle, pulling me off the bed and settling his cock between my legs. He slicked his swollen head with the warm oil, stroking it against my warm sissy pussy. Then he pushed forward, widening my wet hole as his thick cock stretched me open. I lit with pain and pleasure, slumping forward onto the bed as he pushed his thick cock all the way inside of me. My body tensed, clamping his cock inside of me. He moaned, his heavy body pressing into mine as his hot breath tickled my ear. He stroked slowly out of me before he pumped back inside, his hips slapping into my ass as he filled me to my core. I groaned, my voice muffled against the pillows. He ripped my bra down, my nipples tingling as he pinched them through the soft fabric of my shirt. I groaned loudly as his warmth wrapped me tighter, his dick pounding in and out of me. 

I could feel my pleasure growing and he reached down, tickling his fingers lightly across my clit. As he stroked into me harder, his moans coming deeper and more guttural, I collapsed down onto the bed, the weight of him pressing on top of me. He pounded me harder and harder, my clit stroking between the bed and my stomach. I groaned as I felt the pleasure within me rise, my chest heating as a wave of pleasure seemed to wrap around me. 

Jake grunted, his movements becoming more erratic, more forceful as he dug his feet into the quilt, pushing quicker and deeper inside of me. 

I moaned as I felt my clit pulsing beneath me. My voice was soft and feminine to my ears. I called out as I came, my body jerking as my stomach was covered in my warm liquid. 

Jake grabbed my hips, thrusting hard and wild as his breath pulsed against my ear. “You feel so good,” he moaned. “I’m going to cum. Oh god, I’m going to fucking cum inside you.” He thrust once more before his body convulsed over top of me. An animalistic groan erupted from his lips as he shot thick rivers of seed from his cock, filling me as he throbbed deep inside me. 

His body trembled and he slowly slid from my body, his hard cock sliding out of me, his warm seed spilling down onto the bedsheets. He panted out a heavy breath next to me, his muscled body pulling me tight against him. “That was fucking amazing,” he said through panted breaths. After a few moments of blissful silence passed, he said, “Maybe I’ll see you around town, Stephanie.”

My lip curled into a smile as his thick juices continued to pour from me. “Yeah,” I said. “Maybe you will.”
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