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Chapter 1

I waved to my new neighbor, Meg, good morning before taking a sip from my big mug. She waved me back with a smile before doing the same. Our houses were just across the fence and my kitchen window looked directly into the window of her living room.

I moved here barely a month ago and we had yet to exchange more than a few words. In fact, I only knew my neighbor’s name because she was so outgoing. I did my best to avoid any and all conversations—it took Meg a week just to get my name out of me—but, somehow, she lured me into this little ritual and drank our morning coffee at the same time for nearly two weeks now. Strangely enough, I grew quite fond of this silly ritual.

Megan—though she insisted I just call her Meg—was a voluptuous blonde who dressed far more provocatively than I ever dared to, and even her housecoat could not contain God’s gifts which bounced with every step she took, though it didn’t look like Meg tried to hide it either.

I did my best not to look at them directly, pretending to study the white paint job on the wooden fence between us while desperately keeping my pupils from jumping to where my true focus was, on the edge of plausible deniability of my peripheral vision.

As soon as Meg turned away from the window my eyes jumped right back to her figure, and I watched Meg’s wide hips sway as she walked out of range of her window’s frame.

“Haaah,” I sighed and I hid behind the wall myself. With my eyes closed I finally indulged in staring at Meg’s envious figure. Before I knew it my hand was already below my waist. I jerked it away and bit my lip in shame. Perverted creep! I scolded myself though that did little to alleviate my urges, and I had to use all my remaining willpower not to run to my bedroom to indulge my base desires.

Meg seemed like the type of woman I’d love to hang out with. Open, friendly, sexy as hell… But everything that I liked about her just gave me all the more reasons to keep my distance. The last time I got close to someone I liked and found the courage to reveal myself… I’d rather die than ever again see that repulsed reaction on the face of someone who I thought loved me.

“You need to go to work!” I reminded myself several times and managed to pull myself together.

When I walked out the door, I saw that Meg’s car was still in her driveway. I all but ran to my car and drove off as fast as I could. Meg either worked from home or had a very irregular schedule, and I was more than relieved that we did not see each other outside yet again. One look at my face and she’d instantly see what a degenerate I was.

I had a much easier time hiding my thoughts at work. Baggy clothes, glasses, no makeup, cold attitude, and even the most desperate of guys gave up on trying to get into the pants of “that cold, ugly bitch”.

I wasn’t like I hated them or was antisocial. I would love to hang out, make friends, develop a connection with someone. But that was never going to happen. Not with a freak like me. Better I just save myself and everyone else a whole lot of pain and heartache.

I shouldn’t have looked! Why did you look!? I beat myself up mentally when I felt a different kind of aching beneath my desk. It was hardly the first time that I found my attention wandering. But today it was particularly bad. My memory of Meg mixed with depraved images that I gorged myself on yesterday.

Maybe I should have just—No!! I lost count of how many times I told myself “It’ll just be a quickie” only to lose over an hour. I lost two jobs already for being repeatedly late. And even if I didn’t care about this job, I had to prove to myself that I wasn’t a completely hopeless pervert. Just a few more hours, I told myself, and took several long, deep breaths to calm down.

I did it!! I practically threw a party in my head as I hurried to my car after somehow surviving to the end. But though I managed to restrain myself while at work I was too weak to do the same in my car.

“I’ve earned it!” I told myself as I let my hand take control, and it quickly moved toward the throbbing ache that tormented my mind.

“Ah!!” I moaned when I finally grabbed my hard erection through my pants. I’ve waited too long not to let out my voice like this. With one hand on the steering wheel and the other massaging my cock, I thanked myself for pushing on and getting my driver’s license. This was worth it!

I wondered how many people drove past me without any idea what a pervert was sitting behind the wheel. No doubt they cursed me as just another stupid bimbo who didn’t know how to drive. How wrong they were. I was an exceptional driver! I had to be, to be able to withstand the constant assault on my attention by my own perverted mind.

I ended up driving just a little slower than most of them preferred to, far more timidly than my skills would allow if I cared about showing off. “Just another newbie on the road!” I giggled and stroked my dick a little. It was counterproductive, I just tortured myself, winding my dick up with no intention of immediate release. But damn did it feel good!

I soon found myself getting more excited while I imagined exposing myself to the other drivers. My dick would’ve been out of view no matter how horny I was, but I could’ve showed off my breasts. Sure, they weren’t even close in size to Meg’s preposterous bosom, but I doubted that anyone would complain about getting a peak at a twenty-year-old's fresh pair.

“The police would!” I reminded myself. And sometimes that was the only thing that kept me from going all the way out. And even if they did pull me over, give me a fine, scold me for being a pervert—I had no doubt that they’d be holding back their smiles.

Everybody knew how they’d really want to punish me if they had their way. If their bodycams were off and no witnesses tell the tale. “Why else would she masturbate while driving with her tits out?” Everybody knew whose breasts they’d be thinking of while masturbating at home. All the while having no idea what I was packing down below.

“Ahh!” I moaned again, louder, and slid my hands down my pants. I often got riled up a little while daydreaming, but today was even worse than usual. I had to resist outright pulling out my hard cock.

I wanted to, I’d be able to stroke it even better if I did. But I was afraid I wouldn’t be able to stop. Even my driving skills would be pushed to the limit. But the thought of those imaginary police officers lusting after my body drove me wild.

What if Meg is a police officer? I suddenly imagined and the thought snapped my brain in half. Maybe she’s a lieutenant who often works from home due to health reasons? Or maybe she’s a secret government agent? If I exposed myself right now… If pulled up my sweater and masturbated until I shot my load all over my breasts and got pulled over by her… Would she lick the cum off my nipples?

I barely made it home. I slammed the brakes at the last second, parked at an angle in the driveway, grabbed the keys, and ran into the secluded safety of my home.

I left my shoes scattered across the floor as soon as I got them off, pulled my sweater off, my shirt, and my bra to finally free my hard nipples.

“Hnn!” I pinched my nipple and my legs gave out. I didn’t even make it to a couch before I had to lean against the nearest wall. I pulled out my cock and finally gave in to satisfy my urge properly.

“Ooohhhn!” I let my moans run truly free as I slowly slid down on the floor. I imagined myself getting handcuffed by Meg, getting bent over by her, molested, ridiculed. “Call me names! Tell me what a slut I am! Just fuck me!”

My pants were in the way, and yet I couldn’t even stop masturbating for long enough to get them off. It was only when my urge to get fucked became unbearable that I managed to pull my pants off enough to reach my gushing wet pussy.

“Oh, yes!!” I thrust my fingers into my pussy without a second’s delay and threw my head back as I masturbated and fucked myself with abandon right there on the floor. I saw Meg unbuckle her pants and unveil a giant fat cock, hard for my pussy.

“Yes! Yes!! Fuck me!!” I cried for Meg’s cock and my orgasm built up in seconds. Even though I wanted to ride one of my dildos, my fantasies of Meg’s big fat raw cock inside me drove me to a harder climax than any dildo ever could.

“OOaah!!” I cried out as I shot my first rope of cum and felt it splash across my face. The next two ropes landed in my mouth and across my tits, I swallowed it all and just kept stroking, riding the waves of pleasure until I squeezed out every drop.

“Haaahhh…” I breathed heavily and looked down on my stained tits and belly. My hand was still trembling, glistening, and sticky with cum. I brought it to my lips and licked each finger clean and only then pulled my other fingers out of my pussy.

“What’s wrong with me?” I asked myself while playing with the cum that filled my belly button. Fantasizing about being fucked on the side of the road by the police? Really?

But that wasn’t the worst of it. That I would imagine my lovely neighbor to be a woman with both a dick and a pussy, and as depraved as I was… I couldn’t believe how I, once again, found a way to fall even lower than before. But that did not stop me from licking the cum off my finger before I finally got up and looked around.

My clothes were lying here and there, all over the place, I saw a small puddle on the floor where I masturbated, and worse still—I saw a visible stain on the wall. Mortified, I ran to the kitchen and grabbed a paper towel to clean the cum stain before it ran all the way down to the floor. But, of course, by the time I returned exactly that had happened.

A fresh wave of shame overwhelmed me while I gazed into the long, wet mark of my depravity. I became painfully aware of how sticky I was. The shining stains on my body couldn’t compare to the stains on my soul.

Why would you even imagine Meg in that way? I asked myself while I got on my knees and started cleaning my mess. Stupid! Stupid! As if she’d be a freak like you! I beat myself up mentally like I often did after giving in to my urges against my better judgment. You wouldn’t be like this if you didn’t spend nearly three hours looking at porn instead of going to sleep! Idiot!

But all that mental assault ended up accomplishing was putting yesterday’s porn scenes right back into the focus of my mind and reminding me why exactly I couldn’t stop thinking of Meg the way I did: the giant futa dick flopped around, making fun of me, inviting me…

I stopped what I was doing and dug my fingers into the clothes I had gathered my clothes. Both horny and mad, I started slowly counting to ten. After that, I gathered all the clothes off the floor, threw them in the basket next to the washing machine, and went to take a shower.




Chapter 2

The shower helped me clear my head of pervy thoughts… For about an hour. I spent that time sitting at my desk, my laptop in front of me, flipping from tab to tab of content I didn’t really care about.

Might as well… I closed the browser and instead opened the folder in the corner of my desktop and opened the very first video of my favorite porn star, Alice. I became addicted to her content the moment that I first saw her. There was no other woman like her out there.

A woman with giant perky breasts with a cute little mole on her left breast, wide hips, long nails, but no tattoos to ruin her pristine white skin, prominent cheekbones, luscious lips, and big eyes, with pupils as dark as my soul. But most importantly of all—she had both a big fat dick and a delicious-looking pussy.

She often changed wigs and makeup styles to keep things fresh. Sometimes she’d even do a full cosplay of some at-the-time-popular anime girl. The titles would be something like “X character wants you to suck her cock”. And I did. And I wanted so much more.

“A woman just like me,” I’d sometimes say to myself at the peak of my delusion. The reality couldn’t be farther from the truth for countless reasons.

My cursed body wasn’t nearly as well-endowed as hers. My breasts couldn’t even reach B-cup territory. I didn’t like the shape of my nipples or the color of my skin around them. My hips were narrow, my dick was big enough to be noticed if I didn’t hide it, but not nearly big enough as anyone would expect a decent dick to be.

I didn’t like how my pussy looked and was often happy that it was hidden beneath my balls (the only use for them other than producing the cum I loved to stain myself with), not that I would ever dare show either of them to anyone ever again. The list would go on and on, and it just made me concentrate on the porn in front of my eyes more to stop thinking about it.

But the most important difference between us was simply that Alice wasn’t real. As much as I imagined otherwise when I lost myself in my countless gooning sessions, I knew that Alice wasn’t truly a woman with both a dick and a pussy like me. It certainly was amazing what modern CGI could accomplish.

After Alice’s debut, countless other imitators cropped up. None of them were as convincing, of course, many didn’t even try to pretend that the digitally added dick was really there at the time of their filming. Their movements and reactions were all off. Not like Alice.

That woman really had perfected her craft over the years. Both the graphics and the way she threw herself at her performance. I could truly lose myself and imagine fucking her pussy and making her cum through her dick while I creampied her.

It did explain why she uploaded so frustratingly infrequently. It probably took weeks if not months to edit the videos in a way that would make it look believable that she did indeed have both a real dick and a real pussy, and to blend it seamlessly with her body movements.

I often studied her videos and pictures. The pics looked flawless. But in videos, every once in a while, I caught a frame or two where things looked off. It didn’t surprise me. As if there’d be another freak like me! However, that didn’t stop my cravings to meet her, to breed her, to be bred by her.

Back when Alice used to upload, I watched her videos on the same day they appeared. I lost one of my jobs because I impatiently watched one of her videos at work. How was I supposed to know they were monitoring our wifi? If I knew I was going to get fired over it, I would’ve masturbated too.

If only Alice had been on any of the sites that promoted paying for commissions. I would have paid anything for private videos. Or at least if she did cam shows. I’d be the top donor, her very important person without a second thought.

I scoured the internet for more information about her. Maybe she had other aliases? But I never found anything. I did comment on every video and sent her messages wherever I could, but was always left without a response.

It wasn’t like I was the only one she ignored—Alice never responded to any comments. She just graced us with her divine internet presence, shower our screens with her cum, and vanished as suddenly as she appeared.

Eventually, I got used to it. Her infrequent uploads made each of them all the more precious. And it made it all the more devastating when she stopped uploading altogether. I wasn’t the only one desperately searching, asking what had happened, but to no avail. It was now well over a year since her last appearance.

I scoured the darkest corners of the internet for any trace, any picture or low-quality video of Alice that I could get my hands on long before she disappeared, and frequently rechecked if something new surfaced. Obviously, I downloaded every single pic and video I found in case they were taken down, and saved them on multiple backup storage devices.

Maybe she got tired of pretending? As encouraging as most of the comments were, she was treated as nothing more than a freaky sex object. It wasn’t like I wasn’t guilty of that too. I wasn’t masturbating to her personality, even if she did make me smile in every single video she did.

It was probably also why Alice always wore wigs, heavy makeup, and added all those filters on top of it: so that she could always escape and live a normal life without being recognized and harassed.

That was something I could not have. If I ever revealed my true self in the real world, I would always be a freak to be made fun of publicly, then be used in secret privately, and eventually discarded. Never again! I would rather stay in this secret world.

And all that led me to this: spending yet another evening with a dildo in my pussy while I stroked my cock and I watched Alice bounce up and down on one of her many, many dildos while she stroked her cock just like I did.

Back when Alice was still uploading, I both anticipated and dreaded seeing the climax whenever I watched her new video for the first time. I wanted the video to last forever, but I also couldn't wait to see how she would choose to end it.

Would it be standing and aiming her shot down on her cum-starved viewer? Would she ride her dildo and shoot the load all over herself?

Sometimes she wouldn’t even show the big money shot, the tease!

Would this be the one where she did? Did she save up for long enough to let out a jet of cum powerful enough to reach her mouth? Was she absent from uploading for so long because she was saving up?

Back then, I liked to think that as I waited for a new video while replaying her classics, fantasizing about how she loved to spend her evenings shooting her big load all over herself as much as I did.

But right now, I just wanted to be the one whose cock she rode to orgasm. I wanted to hold her hips while her pussy sucked in my cock and shoot my load deep inside her just when she started to shoot hers all over my heated body.

“Are you ready for my cum?” she asked while she moaned and stroked her throbbing cock past the point of no return.

“Oh, yess!” I stuck out my tongue to catch Alice’s ropes of cum while I pumped her pussy full of my thick seed.

I breathed heavily, resting my head on my desk while I watched Alice moan and shoot her load. As I came down, I was forced to remember that it wasn’t Alice’s pussy in my hand. But even while my dick softened inside my expensive sex toy, my horniness just barely subsided.

On my laptop, I saw Alice smear her cum all over her pussy lips and put a little inside before bringing the came closer and letting her cum drip right on the lens. I wanted to lick her pussy, marked with my cum. I pulled out my dick, brought the fucked toy to my lips, and gave in to my depravity once more…




Chapter 3

When I woke up the next morning, I followed my morning ritual as usual. I took a sip of my coffee, looked across the fence into Meg’s window, and waited for her to appear. And appear she did.

I ended up almost choking on my coffee when I saw her. Meg’s housecoat had never been so loose—it barely covered her massive bosom, and I could’ve sworn I saw the darker skin tone on the edge of her areola.

Meg just waved at me cheerfully as usual and, just like me, drank from her mug as if nothing was out of the ordinary. I just waved back on autopilot, so entranced by her breasts that I forgot to even attempt to hide my incident gaze.

Suddenly, Meg clumsily spilled her drink, and I watched white milk pour down her chin, neck, and all over her luscious, inviting hills.

“Cough! Cough!!” I choked on my coffee. A few drops already fell on my shirt, and I had to put the mug down before I spilled even more all over myself and ended up flashing my nipples through the wet shirt. A barrage of thoughts stormed my mind in a flash of a second.

What the hell!? Did she always drink milk? How could she be so clumsy? Did she do it on purpose!? No way! Who would? Wait, I almost did! No, I can’t just make myself wet. At least she’s wiping it down. I wish she’d flash her nipples. Why is she doing it while still facing me? Why did she have a towel on the ready!?

I wiped my mouth clean, finally able to breathe, and watched in shock how Meg cleaned herself while she stood dead center in the middle of the frame of her living room window. I watched her pull her white housecoat out to reach inside with the towel and slowly wipe right where her nipples had to be.

I didn’t blink. I’d kill myself if I missed the potential nip slip. I was in disbelief about how much skin Meg managed to reveal without exposing her nipples. I couldn’t help but think that she knew exactly what she was doing.

With every move of her fingers, I felt like she was always on the edge of showing me too much. Yet she never crossed that boundary. I even saw a mole on the lower part of her left breast, so close to where her nipple should’ve been.

If she’d just pull that coat back a little more… I already imagined Meg letting her coat fall to her waist to show off her assets. Stop it, you perv! I tried to bring myself back. No way, she wouldn’t!

And she didn’t. Meg cleaned herself, adjusted her white coat back so that her boobs were covered just on the border of the appropriate, made an apologetic gesture with a wink, and simply walked out of sight with the wet paper towels in hand.

“Haaah!” I breathed out and fell out of sight myself, hiding behind my kitchen counter. “What the hell was that!? There’s no way that was an accident! But who would do that on purpose? And-AH!?”

I suddenly realized something.

No way! No way! No way! I kept repeating in my head while I ran to my laptop. I couldn’t believe it. I dared not believe it. But how could I not see it before? No, that’s impossible!

I almost tore my laptop in half as I opened it. With uneven breath and trembling hands, I typed my password and opened the folder that contained my shameful collection. Please, please, please! I already knew what I’d find. I knew all those videos by memory. What I couldn’t understand was how did I not see it before.

My dream woman’s moans filled my room, and I fell to the floor as I watched her breasts bounce with that same cute mole on her left tit. I stared blankly at the screen where the futanari woman rode a big black suction dildo on the floor. She leaned back and kept her legs wide apart while she fucked her ass so that her viewers could better see her hard dick bounce around even more than her breasts did.

Yes, the hair was different. I hardly expected her to wear that rainbow-colored wig in her daily life. On her videos, the heavy makeup together with the aftereffects did hide some of her facial features, though I was certain that she could pull off that degrading ahegao expression flawlessly on command at any time of the day.

Despite how hard it was to believe I was certain that the woman who was now shooting her big milky load all over my laptop screen was the same woman who just now spilled milk all over her breasts. But my momentary excitement was quickly consumed by suffocating terror.

The same woman who I waved good morning to every day was the same woman who I jerked off to twice a day! The person who made all these shameless videos lived right next door! I should have been thrilled! I should’ve been jumping up and down.

But I did not have the strength to move a muscle. Was it because this discovery did not answer the question that tormented my mind: did she fake all these videos or not?

Of course she did! I told myself. That was what I convinced myself of from the start. And this discovery changed nothing. If anything, it only increased the likelihood of her porn being fake.

My laptop just played the next video in the folder, and I watched Alice make her dick come to life just by stroking her pussy. Sometimes I did that myself. Maybe… No! No! No! Don’t you dare!! I screamed at myself internally when I noticed my hand sliding down.

The chances of these videos being real were next to nothing. The chances of the woman in these videos being my neighbor were next to nothing. The chances of both these things coming true are astronomically unlikely! And that means… It’s fake! I concluded, using my foolproof logic as evidence.

It was easier to think that than to get my hopes up again only to get them crushed into dust. One time was one time too many. Such a beautiful, completely normal-looking woman, I thought of Meg. How dare I assume that she’d be a freak like me? I better just go get ready—

“Ah! I’m late!!” I exclaimed and jumped up. That’s why you don’t watch porn in the morning, pervert!! I scolded myself as I ran around the house searching for all the stuff I left lying around: my phone, car keys, my bag…

Despite running around my house half-naked and nearly tripping, there was one blessing in being late—it distracted my mind from the shocking discovery just barely enough to be able to get my degenerate ass to work.

This doesn’t change anything! This doesn’t change anything! I reminded myself when my mind started to wander back to Meg as soon as I took my first step into the office. But what if she really is like—

“NO!” I yelled out loud and instantly covered my mouth. Everybody was staring at me. Idiot! Stupid! Pervert! I hurried to my desk with my head hung low, wishing that I’d just fall through the floor.

I could not concentrate at all. My head was a mess. But I could not allow myself to even consider the possibility that Meg’s body was just like mine.

If I allowed myself to believe even in the chance of such a thing, of Meg really being a woman with both dick and pussy, of being naked with her, finally getting to fuck her, and suck her, and get bent over and dominated by—

Shit! I realized that I was rock hard. I pulled my sweater as low as I could, and I ran to the bathroom to pour cold water on my dick as punishment.

When I returned home, I took my sweet time in the car. I rearranged the glove compartment, went through my bag several times, checked my phone—any probable or improbable excuse to stay in my car for as long as possible while I spied on my neighbor’s house.

Meg’s car was in her driveway. She was home, at least, though I didn’t have a clue what I even hoped to accomplish. To talk to her? God, no! Just to catch a glimpse of her? What did I hope to see?

Maybe if I look below her waist, just for a second... Sick pervert! That’s sexual harassment! And it’s already dark anyway! Just go inside and masturbate like you always do you fucking freak! That’s all you’re good for anyway! As if anyone would want to be with a disgusting degenerate like you! I wiped the wetness from my eyes, got out of the car, and went inside my cold, lonely house.

Once I was undressed and on my bed, I opened my laptop and put the nastiest, filthiest, abusive porn that I could find, grabbed my biggest dildo, and fucked my ass deep and hard. I imagined myself as the woman on the screen who got choked, spanked, and fucked in all her holes like the degenerate cum-dumpster whore that I was who deserved everything that she got.

I had no right to even look at Alice’s videos. Meg’s videos? What did it matter? I had no right to fantasize about being with her. I only deserved to be driven to climax by painful anal, getting spat on my face, covered in cum until I couldn’t even open my eyes, and left alone to lie on the floor in the sweaty, sticky wet mess.




Chapter 4

The next morning, having calmed down a little, I followed my routine as usual. Taking a sip of coffee, I stood in front of the window, looking across the fence, and waited. And waited.

Eh? I slowed down with the coffee after half of it was already gone, but Meg was still a no-show. By the time that only a third of my mug was full, I felt sick at the thought of tasting another drop of that bitter liquid.

What’s going on? I felt my heart pounding against my chest. Where is she? She never missed a day. Did she get sick? Did she get tired of looking at my ugly face? Maybe she already left for work?

I ran to the door and peeked outside—her car was still there. I ran back to the kitchen, hoping Meg would finally appear. She didn’t.

She’s probably just busy with chores, I tried to calm myself down. Maybe she got a phone call? That has to be it! She’s just late because she’s talking on the phone. This time is ours alone and she doesn’t want to share it with anyone… Then why did she pick up the phone!?

Ah, what if she found out that I masturbate to her videos? I felt a cold sweat forming on my forehead. Did she see what I did yesterday!? Ah, I’d kill myself! No-no, she couldn’t have! My bedroom faces away from her house. And I always close the curtains!

“…” Dread colder than death washed over me, and I could’ve sworn my heart stopped. I ran into my bedroom. I didn’t! I couldn’t possibly—

“Oh, thank Christ!” I fell back against the wall and put my hand on my chest, feeling my heart race. The worst hadn’t happened. But that still begged the question: why did she skip out on our little ritual? I couldn’t shake off the thought that it was my fault somehow.

I waited in the kitchen until the last possible moment before I had to leave. I even got dressed right in front of the window while waiting for Meg to appear.

In the end, I was forced to drive to work while contemplating the countless ways in which I screwed up. And all my thoughts led back to the last time I saw Meg: the milk incident.

She was teasing me, surely. I analyzed every frame I had of that morning in my memory. Neither of us did anything wrong… But maybe she expected me to do something similar in response? After all, she showed off her breasts so blatantly and for so long, even getting herself dirty for my enjoyment, and I didn’t have enough brain cells to show her any sign of my appreciation?

“Argh!! What an idiot!” I hit the steering wheel. I had the perfect chance to do the exact same thing she did! I even spilled some of the coffee. It was barely warm by then; I could’ve done more! I should have done more! Nobody asked me to undress. I could’ve just reciprocated her gesture, given her a tiny little peek, and seen her response. Instead, I just stood there and ogled her breasts like some loser!

“Ngh!” I gripped the steering wheel tighter. I wanted to kick myself for not realizing it sooner. What if she did like my body? Now you’ll never know, retard!!

Even while I was working, I couldn’t get the topic out of my head. But what if it was an accident after all? Maybe she’s mad at me for staring at her breasts? Maybe she just pretended to be chill about the entire situation but was secretly disgusted that I didn’t even pretend to look away.

After all, all we did up until then was simply wave good morning and smile once a day. We’re barely acquaintances! And I somehow figured that a smile equaled “stare at my breasts with your mouth half open”? No wonder she’s staying away from that window now. I wouldn’t be surprised to find it boarded up by the time I got back home.

The good news was that Meg’s window was not boarded up when I returned. Her car was in the same place as always, the lights inside the house were on, but there was no sign of Meg.

What if she went for a walk and was assaulted? I asked myself as I looked through the kitchen window at Meg’s house. The lights were on throughout the house, as usual, but I saw no movement. I realized that I didn’t pay attention in the morning to whether the lights in her house were on then too.

I kicked myself for not getting Meg’s phone number so that I could call to check up on her but quickly realized how stalkerish and possessive that would look like: to anxiously call your neighbor because they didn’t wave you good morning for one day.

I bit my lip while I paced through my living room and contemplated my options. I had to know if she was still there. Just a glimpse. Just for a second. Just go up to her house and knock? Out of the question!! She’d instantly see right through me and call the police to complain about her creepy neighbor.

I grabbed my laptop, put on the first movie I could find, and brought it to the kitchen so that I could keep an eye on Meg’s living room. The light in her living room was on, the curtains open, and though I never saw her there in the evening even once, I resolved not to take my eyes off it.

I even considered rolling my mattress out in the kitchen so that I could keep an eye out for Meg until the last possible second, in case she came at night to turn off the lights.

“I’m not doing anything wrong,” I told myself repeatedly while I pulled up a chair to the kitchen counter. I just want to make sure she’s alive and well. I put the laptop in front of the window so that I could watch both, though all I did was half glance at the talking people on the screen without even registering what they were saying.

But the more I thought about Meg the more I wanted to put on a different kind of a video.

“…” No, I shouldn’t, I tried to stop myself. But it’s not like anyone can see the screen. This stupid movie is boring anyway, so what does it matter what I watch in my free time? Just for a few minutes. To double-check that it really is the same Meg. And if I do see her, I’ll be able to compare her directly.

At first, I flipped through all the videos to study the background. I couldn’t deny that a perverse thought crept into my head: “What if she filmed some of her videos in that very same room where she waved and smiled at me every morning? The same room I’m watching right now…”

I told myself that this was just a way to confirm that my neighbor really was the one who made all of my favorite porn, but my dick coming to life signaled that I had more perverse reasons.

Even though I never found a single video with the background walls anywhere close to the teal color tone of the room across the fence, before I knew it, I was already touching myself while imagining Meg filming her pornos in that very room as soon as I drove away to work.

She’d think of me while smiling at the camera. She’d hope I catch her at her most vulnerable moment. She’d have no choice but to continue filming with me watching. Her moans would get louder knowing that I was watching…

What if she doesn’t show up tomorrow too? What if she’s gone forever? Just when I found the woman of my dreams… Even if that thick cock on the screen isn’t real, at least she was real. She was right there, smiling at me while showing off her tits. And I didn’t get a chance to even look at them closely, to breathe in her smell, to lick her nipples, to cum all over those magnificent breasts.

“Ahhh~~!” I licked Meg’s nipples on the screen and then looked again across the fence into her room. If Meg appeared there right now, I probably would’ve leaped out of my window and ran to her as I was. She’d open her window for me, open her housecoat to welcome me into her delicious bosom…

I looked at my screen again where Meg moaned louder as I did too. Her body was on full display and my clothes fell off one by one as I played with both my dick and pussy. She toyed with herself while toying with my heart. My eyes went back and forth between the world she created and the room that she abandoned. I closed my eyes to the worlds merge into one.

I watched Meg fuck her pussy and stroke her cock, I remembered thick milk pouring all over her face and breasts. So thick and creamy... Thicker…. Stickier…

She drank it, swallowed it, let it overflow her mouth. She sucked my dick with milk still on her lips. She looked up at me, telling me with her lustful eyes to fill her mouth with milk of my own.

“Open wide!” I told her as I stepped back and watched her stick out her tongue and make a flawless ahegao face that never failed to make me cum. I felt my cock pulsate in my hand, aimed it directly into Meg’s open mouth, and aimed my load straight down the darkness of her throat.

Rope after rope of cum, I let it splash across the screen, holding my dick tightly while the waves of pleasure made me delirious to the point that I could’ve sworn I saw Meg lick her lips while looking at me like I was her prey.

I collapsed onto the kitchen counter and breathed heavily as I watched the cum slide off Meg’s horny face. It took me a couple more seconds to realize what I had done, and I ran to get the paper towels before my cum seeped into the laptop’s keyboard.

Mortified, I moved the laptop out of sight before I started cleaning. And by the time I was done removing the evidence of my depravity, I was so ridden with guilt and disgust that I couldn’t even bring myself to look outside my window again.

Even if Meg did appear, I no longer had the right to look at her. I left the laptop to dry in the darkest, out-of-view corner I could find, turned off the lights, and left the kitchen riddled with shame and self-loathing.




Chapter 5

It was finally my day off, though I felt no joy in it. It hardly mattered if it was a workday or not when I didn’t have any social life to speak of, doubly so, after I sabotaged the one chance that was gifted to me to remedy that very lack of any social life.

Still, I managed to get myself out of bed and perform my morning ritual by sheer force of habit, even if I saw no hope in it. I preemptively smothered the “what if” voices inside my head to prevent any potential further mental crashes that would undoubtedly come after foolish false hope got shattered once more.

Perhaps that was why I dropped my mug on the floor and let it shatter into a thousand pieces without even an attempt to catch it while I stood frozen in disbelief and stared across the fence, unable to move, breathe, or think.

There she was—my goddess—waving at me with a warmth that surpassed the sun itself. She was there as if nothing had ever happened, like it was just another of our little mornings. And I stood there like I saw a miracle.

Megan put her hand to her mouth and laughed softly. Not a mean-spirited, pointing-fingers-laugh. She laughed as if I was a puppy who just fell over while chasing its own tail.

I watched her in disbelief. Megan was nothing like the slutty woman I jacked off to yesterday and imagined gagging on my cock. I never would have imagined that woman having such a cute, innocent laugh. In the blink of an eye, all my anxiety vanished. I even managed to smile a little. A weak, nervous smile, but a genuine one nonetheless.

Forgive me! I asked her silently, still unable to move while I slowly recovered from my shock. I wouldn’t dare say those words out loud. That would mean confessing all my fantasies about her, all my depravities involving her.

I breathed out and made a promise to myself. From this day forward we’ll continue our morning rituals as if nothing ever happened: just two friendly neighbors sharing coffee from a distance. And I’ll carry the secret of my many perversions to my grave.

I finally raised my hand and awkwardly waved back to Megan. She smiled and pointed with her index finger down to her feet, which were well out of view below her window frame. I was confused, at first. But when I felt my feet get wet because something soaked through my slippers…

“AH!” I exclaimed and went down to pick up the broken pieces. As I did so I could clearly see Megan’s sunny laugh in my mind, and it kept me smiling even while I gathered the pieces of one of my favorite coffee mugs.

She’s back! My smile grew brighter. She’s back! She didn’t disappear! What a stupid idiot I was! What was I even thinking? All of that over nothing! Maybe I should just walk over to her house and say hello like a normal human being? Who knows, we might even become friends! Maybe?

I threw the big pieces of my mug in the trash and reached for the paper towels once more. The roll was getting really thin really fast. And I could’ve sworn I opened it just a day or two ago. I hoped that I still had another one stashed in some corner.

But what was that milk thing the other day? I asked myself as my white coffee soaked through the paper sheets. Just ask her, I suggested to myself. No way!! Don’t!! Wait, is she still there? I got up off the floor and looked across the fence once more. Meg was exactly where I last left her: sipping from her mug and, apparently, waiting for me to appear.

I lifted up the clumped-up, soaked paper towels pointed at them, and tried to laugh. “Haha, clumsy me!” I said out loud, knowing full well she couldn’t hear me, but I did try to convey the general idea of what I said.

She laughed and I read on her lips her saying “Not the first time,” before she took another sip with a subtle smile.

“Hehe,” I forcibly laughed along with her and quickly went back into hiding behind the kitchen counter. Did I read her lips correctly? What did she mean by that? And what was that smile? Her lips, her eyes… That wasn’t Megan’s warm smile from earlier. But I had seen that smile many a times on a similar pair of lips which belonged to the woman with rainbow-colored hair.

I pressed the paper towel into the white puddle on the tiles of my kitchen floor and watched the white liquid seep into the paper. A certain unnerving feeling, a certain fear, came back to life within me. By the time I rose to my feet Megan was gone.

Oh, well, I breathed a sigh of relief and got on with my cleanup in a calmer manner while I thought of a proper next action. I knew I could not leave things as is for my own sanity. Just talk to her! I told myself again. It’s not that hard! … Alright! I finally decided, before I could make more excuses not to, and hurried to make myself more presentable before my resolution evaporated.

And making myself more presentable quickly turned into a whole process. Not only did I have to go outside, but I was signing up for, perhaps, the most important meeting of my life, and I quickly came to see what a mess I had become over the past few days. The dirty shirt, the messy, greasy hair, signs of dirt under my fingernails. I grimaced in disgust. I could barely stand to look at myself in the mirror.

I rushed to the bathroom and went through my entire beauty routine to make myself into the best me I could be. At a certain point, it was not lost on me that I was preparing as if I was about to go on a date.

That’s right! I doubled down on that thought. If I tried my hardest to look the best for that heartless—I shook my head to erase the face of the person who crushed my heart—if I looked my best for that person, then I certainly should look my best for Meg! And who knows… We’ll probably just exchange a few words. But if everything goes well… A girl can dream!

With each passing minute, my mood improved. By the time I was almost ready and got my hair dry, I almost started skipping with uplifted excitement. Though I also knew I couldn’t dilly-dally for too long—what if she went out? I couldn’t miss this opportunity! I walked through my kitchen and threw a glance through my window to double-check if I saw any movement in Meg’s house.

And I did see movement. I paused when I saw Meg in her white housecoat, with her back to me, setting up her smartphone on a stand with a ring light around it. I also saw a standing mirror that wasn’t in Meg’s room before, leaning against the teal wall behind the phone setup.

As a finishing touch, Meg plugged a black cable into the phone and pressed a few buttons. I saw that the cable was connected on the other end to a laptop on the floor. Once she was done, Meg then stepped away from the contraption, sat down on the floor, with her back still facing me, and turned on the bright light.

Why does she need such a bright light? And why is she sitting on the floor? I watched Meg pull her laptop closer to her. The laptop was already opened and turned on, and Meg studied the video on the screen. She was on the laptop’s screen. The phone filmed her and she got a live feed to her laptop. Does she plan to do a couple of selfies? Or a video for a blog or something? But why on the floor though?

Meg sat far enough away from the window that I saw most of her through the window and a part of her laptop’s screen. Meg turned one side toward the camera, then the other, clearly trying out various different sexy angles. Then she undid the belt on her coat and unveiled the full weight of her giant breasts.

“Haaah!? " My jaw hit the floor. I just barely made out Meg’s assets on the partial screen of her computer, but then I looked into the mirror and saw a much clearer picture.

No way! My heart raced. No way! Why is she doing that!? Why is she undressing? Why is she filming herself undress? It couldn’t possibly be… Wait! What am I doing!? I shouldn’t be looking!

It was then that I saw in the corner of that mirror a reflection of my own window.

“AH!!” I yelped and ducked down behind my kitchen counter.




Chapter 6

Did she see me!? I kept asking myself while I curled up in a ball, pressing hard against the counter, overcompensating for my earlier blunder, as if Meg was already outside my window, searching for the pervert who spied on her.

I looked up and, at least, confirmed that Meg was indeed not standing at my window with her face pressed against the glass, staring down at my covering, trembling form. And with each passing second, the question of whether Meg saw me was quickly overshadowed by the realization of what I saw.

There is no other way to explain it, is there? All my suspicions, all the clues—they all pointed to one answer. The answer that I knew deep in my heart to be true. Maybe it’s just a couple of lewd selfies? I tried to rationalize what I saw. But there was only one way to find out. I mustered some semblance of courage, most of which was perverse curiosity, and ever so slowly rose from the floor.

Before even a single strand of my hair could pop into view, I deliberately shifted away from beneath the window so that I could instead sneak a peek from the very corner of it, so that I would not be spotted. And when my eyes finally rose above the white window frame and I could once again see into my neighbor’s living room, I saw in her mirror’s reflection Meg licking a big, cock-shaped dildo.

“Ahn,” I gasped and covered my mouth. Meg’s lewd, saliva-drenched tongue was illuminated brightly by the light around the phone that recorded her every indecent move. I wished I could be that phone, recording up close as I watched Meg make love to that big dildo in the exact same way that I used to watch Alice do so many times before.

It’s true! Everything is true! Alice! Megan is Alice! I knew it! Oh, I knew it! I fell back down on the floor and grabbed my chest. My heartbeat was out of control. As was my mind. A rush of euphoric excitement and dreadful fear.

Never would have I seriously considered that there was another woman out there just like me. Transgenders, crossdressers, ladyboys, shemales—none of them were like us. I would’ve done anything to meet her. To touch her. To be with her. To meet her. To… I swallowed hard. Now that the woman of my dreams was this close, why was it that I was so terrified?

While Alice existed only in videos, I could imagine all kinds of depravities. How many times had I imagined dropping on my knees in front of her, looking into her eyes while she looked down at me and took the back of my head to guide my face to her big hard cock? How many times had I imagined getting fucked by her while on my knees, moaning like a whore?

My hand was already beneath my skirt and I couldn’t stop touching my pussy through my panties which were already soaking wet. “Fuck me!” I moaned quietly. I wanted to get fucked and I wanted to stick my dick in Alice’s mouth.

I caressed my dick through the thin fabric but that was no longer enough. My dick was so hard that it hurt. I just had to free it from those tight, restraining panties. I pulled them to the side and unleashed my hard erection, letting my heavy balls drop. As soon as I moved my panties, I felt my pussy juices flow down my thighs, and I smeared those love juices all over my aching dick.

I remembered thinking that if I only ever got to meet Alice once, I’d suck her dick even if it was in public for all to see. What would it matter what others thought of me if I got to fulfill my one deepest wish? If I fucked Alice once, if I got fucked by her once, raw and nasty, I’d be able to die happy.

But now that Alice—Megan—was right there, just across the fence with nothing but two walls with windows between us? I covered in the corner like a terrified bunny, yet masturbated uncontrollably like a virgin after catching a naughty glimpse of her sexy crush.

“Ohn!” I moaned and held my mouth, afraid to make a noise in case Meg somehow heard me through the walls that separated us. If she found out I did something like this… Disgusting. She’d call the police. She’d get a restraining order. She’d move away. No! I could not allow that to happen!

But I also desperately wanted her to see me. I wanted her to see that I was a slut just like her. That I had a cock and a pussy just like her. That she could fuck me any time she wanted. That I would suck her dick any time she demanded.

Perhaps this isn’t so bad? Masturbating while imagining our perverted encounters, pretending that she also knew about me and masturbated to me every day... This is already so much more than I ever dared hope for.

I even imagined what it would be like to film a video like her. Film myself masturbating, Meg behind the camera, capturing all the right angles while I showed off what a horny slut I was. Maybe we could make a video together?

My insanity made me lift my head once more. I knew it was wrong; I was terrified of being seen, but I wanted to see Meg again. I wanted to see how she filmed herself. I wanted to study it. I wanted my own personal live show of my favorite star.

With my hand down between my legs I slowly crept back up to my little window corner. I shouldn’t do this, I kept telling myself while I rose higher, and my dick got harder at the thought of seeing naked Meg again. I crept up from my corner, and as soon as I saw Megan—playing with her big tits in front of her phone—my finger slid into my pussy all on its own.

I should hide. I need to hide! I tried to talk reason with my perverted mind while I touched my wetness. But it was hopeless. My dick throbbed for Meg. I no longer cared how wrong it was. And I couldn’t stop. I couldn’t even stop long enough to hide—not when my fingers slid in and across my pussy so easily while watching Meg play with herself.

“Ohn!!” I let my voice escape and stuck my head out of my corner a little more. Meg’s technique was unmistakable. I knew she was Alice, even without her rainbow-colored wig. The way she kissed and licked the head of her realistic, cock-shaped dildo made my dick swell with desire to be that dildo that she kissed so lovingly. But there was one more thing that I wanted to see above all else, one thing that I had to find out no matter what.

I stuck out my head more and more to get a better view of Meg’s crotch. Ahn, a little more, I inched myself higher and further out to finally get that view while my hand kept moving back and forth between touching my pussy and then using that lube to stroke my aching cock.

The way Meg licked and sucked that dildo was too distracting for my eyes to stay away from her lips for more than a second or two. Her breasts were so huge that she could hide that thing completely, and toy with the hearts of her fans who too wanted to disappear between them.

If I just rose a little more, I’d be able to watch her entire performance in her mirror and see what she hid between her legs. But when I finally rose up, I saw to my dismay that Meg held her legs together and I could not see her most desired assets.

Disheartened, I looked into Meg’s reflected eyes and pleaded that she’d open her legs for me. I won't do anything... I just want to see... Please... But she continued to cherish that silicone cock with her eyes closed like nothing else in the world mattered. I was envious. I wanted to suck that dildo with her. At the very least, I wanted to go get my own dildo and suck on it together with Meg, mimicking her movements, pretending I was her. But I could not possibly leave. Why would anyone willingly choose to miss even a second of their favorite model’s live show?

“Please open your legs,” I muttered, burning up with desire while I stroked and fingered myself with both hands at the same time. And that was when Meg opened her eyes and looked right at me through the reflection in her mirror.

“Ahn!?” I let out a cry when I saw that we were both looking each other straight in the eyes: she—with a silicone cock at her lips and the eyes of a predator; me—with a flushed face and a heated expression of a slut who wanted to get fucked in all her holes. Meg smiled, and slowly parted her legs, unveiling the glorious cock that haunted my dreams since the first time I saw it.

“Oaah!!” I cried out and thrust two fingers as deep inside myself as I could while I stroked my dick. She saw me! Oh, God, she sees me! And she wants me to see! I’m masturbating and she’s still looking! She's smiling!! She to see me lose myself I masturbate and fantasize about her!! I moaned loudly and finger fucked myself while furiously stroking my dick without holding anything back.

Meg put her hand beneath her big balls and showed off how heavy they were. And to my euphoric delight, behind those lifted balls, I caught a glimpse of a cleanly shaved, smooth, glistening pussy lips.




Chapter 7

Alice! It is truly Alice! My mind lit on fire and I rubbed my clit with my fingers as fast as I could. Real! Her pussy was always real! She has a cock and a pussy! She has both, just like me! She knows what it’s like to want to fuck and crave to be fucked!!

Meg’s smile grew wider while she watched my slutty, moaning face in the reflection of her mirror. She held the dildo in her boobs and used her freed-up hand to tease her pussy a little just for me. Just for a moment, before she took her dildo again.

“Ohn!!” I was forever grateful to her for that performance. Her phone was in front of the mirror, so nobody else knew that she was looking at me at that moment. Nobody else knew that she played with her pussy just for me. It was our little secret. Just like the fact that she took her dildo in her mouth while she looked at me.

“Oh yes!! Take it! Take it deep!” I cried out while I got up for a better view. “Suck it!! Suck my dick!!” My clit was hurting from the furious rubbing, but that meant I had two hands to jack off my cock while I fantasized about her sucking my throbbing cock.

And she did! She took it deeper! Two-thirds in! With the nine-inch length of that dildo, she already had it at the back of her tongue and stretched out the entrance into her throat. But I knew that was nothing for Alice. It was just a warm-up. And as a seasoned voyeur and enjoyer of Meg’s content, I did my best to pace myself.

My knees trembled; I couldn’t even keep standing properly without leaning against the counter with my arm. But I had to see everything. And I needed both hands to masturbate. But my legs could no longer support my weak and horny self.

I’m so weak, I whimpered. If I was in her arms, she’d press me against the wall and fuck me! I wished more than ever that I had Meg here with me now to rely on her strength and the strength of her cock. I had only one option.

I swept aside everything I had on the kitchen counter and crawled onto it until I was on my knees and leaning with my forehead against the window. Now I could see everything of Meg and I was free to fully immerse myself in self-pleasuring in whichever way I desired.

Meg pulled her dildo out of her mouth and chuckled before she stroked it with her hand, spreading her saliva all over it. I stroked my dick while I imagined her hand on it until I saw Meg tilt back her head, open her mouth wide, and take those whole nine inches down her throat until the dildo’s silicone balls pressed against her big lips.

“Ohh, God!!” I beat my meat while I imagined what it would be like to choke on a dick like that. I looked down at Meg’s hard dick and imagined choking on it. How did I go on for so long without choking on dick? Watching it live looked so much more visceral than through a screen, even though we had two windows separating us.

I wanted Meg to turn toward me so that I could finally watch her tits and dick directly and not through a mirror. But reluctantly, I understood that she had to keep facing the camera; I had no business getting in the way of her filming. I was already blessed by her to watch her like this. To watch her deepthroat her dildo while she played with her breasts.

We could film your videos together! I fantasized. I could suck your dick while you showed off your deepthroating skills. When Meg pulled the dildo out of her mouth and brought that sloppy toy close to her cock and pussy, I wondered which phallus would she let me suck first? Would it be her toy first, to prove my worth to her?

Would you ever ride my dick instead of riding that dildo? I wondered while I watched her rub the tip of it against her pussy. “Or would you force me to ride it? Perhaps we could throw those toys away and you could you fuck me instead? Oahh! Let me be your toy!” I groaned as I said those perversities out loud and that further pushed me toward an orgasm while I salivated for Meg’s cock.

“Pwhah~!” I breathed heavily into the glass through my open mouth. I had no strength to do anything but masturbate. My forehead started hurting from pressing it so much against the window, but instead of giving it a rest, I noticed my faint reflection in the glass and was captivated.

My mind filled in the faint, missing blanks, and even exaggerated how slutty I must have looked. I wondered if Meg liked what she saw. Was I sexy enough for her? I knew she saw me, but now that she concentrated on her show, I wasn’t getting nearly as much attention from her as I wanted. I had my body on full display, I wanted her to watch me, but she didn’t!

“What more do I need to do?” I moaned and licked the glass while I stared longingly at Meg and imagined licking that voluptuous body of hers. For a moment, I wondered how I ended up as I was: showing myself off to Meg and desperate for her attention. But that question was drowned out by my worry of not getting the attention I craved.

In my anxiety, I wasn’t even sure if she still threw even the smallest glances at me or not, completely forgetting that my body was on full display in the reflection of her mirror. Then, to my horror, Megan put her dildo down, got up, walked to her phone, unplugged it from her setup, and left the room just like that.

“NO!! Come back!” I cried and banged against the glass while my desperate cries fogged up the glass.

How could she leave like this!? I was SO close! I would have showed her how I cum. I would have shown her my indecent orgasm. I would’ve licked the cum off the glass and shown how I swallow it. Anything to entice her to show me more, anything for her to invite me even more into her life. She hasn’t finished filming her video yet, has she? Surely not! What about our grand finale!?

“Ah, I get it now!” I hastily grasped at the flimsiest explanations. “She’s testing my resolve!”

I instantly resumed playing with myself, even more provocatively, and pressed my boobs against the glass. If I leave just because she disappears for a second, I will prove that I am unworthy of her. I have to remain here and keep enticing her with my lewd body.

I watched my distant reflection in Meg’s mirror while I played with myself. I tried to imitate her moves, hoping to prove that I was a good student, hoping that she was still secretly watching me. Maybe she’s filming somewhere too? Did her camera capture my body earlier? Does she want the world to see what a sick, shameless slut her neighbor is? Will she blackmail me with that video?

“Suck my dick or I will show the entire world what a disgusting pervert you are!” I imagined Meg threatening me without knowing how much I wished she’d say those words. My mouth was open and my tongue was wet with desire when I heard a disruptive, loud knock on my door.




Chapter 8

“YAHN!?” I nearly fell over when my mind was suddenly yanked out of the world of fantasies. At first, I wasn’t even sure if I heard or imagined that knock. Has my mind finally started playing tricks on me? I turned my head toward the door, still trapped on the border of daydream and reality, and listened with bated breath. Someone knocked again.

No way! I almost fell from the kitchen counter. It couldn’t be… Could it!? I slowly got off the counter and walked to the door with uneven steps, contemplating every possible scenario. Maybe it was some other neighbor? Can’t be! That window only faces Meg’s home. Could the police have gotten here so quickly if she called them? But without the sirens? No, she wouldn’t!

In the end, the only thing that was in my control was whether I opened my front door or not. And the only path that led me to the outcome of my dreams was opening that door as quickly as I could. And when I opened that door, I was greeted by an angel in a white coat.

“Good morning!” Meg’s smile shined while she energetically waved at me after I opened the door without asking or checking who it was. I didn’t need to ask, just like Meg didn’t need to ask to know that she was welcome inside.

As soon as I closed the door and turned around to talk to Meg, I saw her standing in front of me and looking at me like she was the one who not only closed but locked the door, and trapped me inside. She undid the belt on her white coat and revealed that she still wore nothing underneath.

“Ah,” I gasped and my last strength left me. Meg didn’t need to ask for me to fall to my knees. She didn’t need to threaten me with a video for me to open wide and wait for her to grace my mouth with her huge, veiny cock.

But Meg didn’t grace me right away. She carefully watched me instead. I felt like a meal that was appreciated shortly before it got devoured.

“Please,” I whimpered and opened wider while I crawled even closer. I had come too far to be denied now. There was already no going back. I exposed myself to her completely. To be denied her cock now… I wouldn’t survive. Meg smiled at me and—without saying a word—pulled out a phone out of the pocket of her coat.

“Ah!” I gasped, horrified and excited at the same time. I remained on my knees, practically naked, with only my socks and a hiked-up shirt over my boobs, and I watched how Meg pressed on the screen of her phone and pointed the phone’s camera right at my face.

“You want it?” Meg asked and wagged her cock in front of my mouth with her hand, while she held the camera with her other hand, filming every second of it.

“I do!” I gasped. I couldn’t lie. She knew what I wanted. And she wanted me to admit it.

“Then show everyone how much you want it,” Meg said and let her big cock fall on my face. The weight of Meg’s cock stunned me. It spanned the length of my face from my forehead to my chin with length to spare.

Megan’s cock! Alice’s cock! I basked in the moment. Our first connection, our first touch was exactly as it should be—her cock on my face. I breathed in deep the smell of Meg’s meat, which had a light coat of her mouth and pussy juices on it from when she played with it. I need it! I pulled back, let her cock slide to my mouth, and took it inside with a hunger.

“MMmm!” I let out a deep moan of pure satisfaction the second that I felt the glans of her cock on the tip of my tongue. I took her cock deeper, wrapped my lips around it, and pressed the length of my tongue against it to treasure this moment and forever sear the taste of her dick into my mind.

Oh, my God! I’m sucking it! I’m really sucking it! I almost choked on my saliva just from the sheer, uncontrollable excitement. I knew Meg was filming this. She told me as much. I had a chance to not succumb, to escape this situation. But then why did my cock get harder from the knowledge that she was filming me sucking her dick? Why was my pussy so wet from the fantasy of getting fucked by Meg on camera?

I took Meg’s giant cock into both hands and started stroking and sucking it exactly how I saw her alter ego do in so many videos. A poor imitation, no doubt, but I did not want to disappoint her. She gave me a chance to film me sucking her off, so I had to put on a good show. After all—she gave me a good show earlier. The least I could do was return the favor, right?

“Take it deeper,” Meg instructed me and I instantly started gagging on her cock. I never sucked dick in my life. But I saw the act thousands of times so I knew what was expected of me. It would be a disappointment and a disservice to her cock to not forcefully bulge my neck with her cock, even if for now just trying to get it to my throat made me gag and convulse.

But even as I desperately tried to control my inexperienced body’s natural, rough response, it was every bit as wonderful as I imagined. The difficult struggle to take something so big into my small mouth was addictive.

“Not bad,” Meg complimented me and I gurgled out a sloppy “thank you”.

“But let’s make a different angle to spice things up,” Meg suggested and lowered her phone to my face. “Take it,” she said.

You… Want me to…? I looked at Meg, unclear as to what she had planned for me. Meg pretended to hold the phone in her empty hand and aimed it at her face.

“Hnah,” I moaned out, with my mouth still full of cock, when Meg confirmed my suspicions. I slowly took her phone and tried not to get it wet with the saliva on my fingers. I wasn’t sure how to hold it to get the best angles, so I just ended up holding it awkwardly while I tried to point it on my face so as not to mess up the video.

“Good, you already know the basics,” Meg chuckled. “Keep filming your face, try holding the phone from the side if you want to, just make sure not to let it drop while you film yourself sucking my dick.”

I did as she told me, and held the camera aimed at my face while I once again took her dick deeper into my mouth. My first push on her cock went slow, I kept eyeing the phone, trying to hold it steady and aligned with my face. But with each second my head bobbing picked up pace.

“Gshlock, gshlock,” my throat made perverse sounds, and I picked up the pace even more. I couldn’t believe how aroused by it I got. I kept gagging myself on cock and got off on filming my first time sucking, my first attempt at a deepthroat, my first video. I would’ve cum on the spot if anyone so much as touched either my dick or clit.

“Flip the camera,” she told me.

“Ghouhn?” I didn’t understand Meg at first.

“Flip. The. Camera.” Meg spelled it out and showed on the palm of her hand what she wanted me to do.

Oh! I felt stupid for not realizing it straight away, but sucking cock seemed to eat away at my brain power. I kept Meg’s dick in my mouth and looked sideways at the phone. Making sure not to let Meg’s dick out, I flipped the phone and searched for the button to flip the camera.

“Don’t stop sucking!”

“Shohrry!” I slobbered on Meg’s cock and bobbed my head more while I fumbled with her phone. I couldn’t believe how difficult it was to do such basic things, but finally, I managed to get it done and was instantly awarded with a reflection of a sloppy slut with a cock in her mouth.

“GHoohn!” I groaned and started bobbing my head even more while my eyes remained glued to my reflection on the screen. I watched with amazement how slutty I looked with my mouth stuffed full and salivating.  

That’s what I look like? I asked myself as I watched my slutty self film herself gagging on a giant cock. I look so much like her! I moaned from the sheer delight. I still had a free hand and I used it to stroke Meg’s amazingly long cock and guide it into the back of my mouth.

The fact that my horny, flushed face looked so similar to Meg’s from when I saw her filming herself deepthroating dildos gave me a new euphoric delight and it pushed me on to take Meg’s cock into my throat until my throat bulged just how I remembered Meg’s throat bulge.

“Ghooo~!” my forehead furrowed when Meg’s thickness broke in deeper and I started suffocating. Finally, my eyes parted from the screen, though I did not even manage to take a good look at Meg to see how satisfied she was with my performance.

My eyes rolled up, past Meg. Her naked figure doubled somewhere in front of me while I looked past her at the flashes of white which sparked in my mind from the delight of Meg’s cock finally stretching out my throat for the very first time while I filmed it all.

My cock throbbed to the point of pain as if I had not masturbated for a year. At the moment that I choked on Meg’s giant futa cock I had to stroke my own. Unable to control myself, I let go of Meg’s cock and started satisfying myself.

My pleasure spiked instantly, and the flashes of white multiplied. Meg’s cock felt even better, even tastier, I wanted her even deeper down my throat even while tears poured from my eyes and I could do nothing but jack off until the strong pulses through my cock made me groan and gurgle.

I came in seconds and my mind flashed tingly white while white cum blasted through my cock. Every shot of cum made my body tremble with delight, and I just kept filming my cross-eyed, stupefied-by-orgasm face, basking in the choking bliss of my throat-induced orgasm.




Chapter 9

“PTHUAHH~~!!” I gasped for air after I finally pulled Meg’s cock out of my throat. It was sticky, messy, and covered in my throat slop, but I kept stroking it while I tried to regain my senses.

How long was I like that? I really filmed that? Oh, God, what do I look like!? I kept asking questions while looking at the phone screen for answers. But the messed-up slut on the other side of the screen had no answers. She was too stupid to think. The only thing she was good for was to continue stroking the cock that she failed to satisfy with her mouth.

“That won’t do at all,” I heard Meg say.

“Hhneeh!?” I whimpered in confusion and looked up at Meg. Did I do such a poor job? Didn’t I look nice?

“Ejaculating before we filmed the whole scene? Tsk, tsk, tsk,” Meg shook her head. Her sly smile told me that this was far from over.

“Ahn, I’m sorry,” I apologized once I understood my mistake. I had almost forgotten that I had orgasmed all over the floor. I looked down and saw a giant creamy puddle. All that I had built up while I watched Meg by the window. All those feelings were now splattered all over the floor. A few drops were even on Megan’s toes.

“Clean it up!” Meg ordered me, and I dropped on the floor without a second thought and started licking the floor clean. I hurried my tongue to Meg’s toes to clean my goddess up as fast as possible.

“Hey, and keep filming properly!” she added, and I noticed that I had let the phone angle down and ended up filming the floor.

“I’m sorry,” I apologized again and hastily corrected my mistake. I kept eyeing the screen to make sure I did not let it drop again and watched myself lick Megan’s toes clean, one at a time, swallow all that cum, and keep filming the entire thing like Meg’s obedient pet.

“That’s better!” Meg’s praise made me tingle and spurred me on to continue. My dick came back to life just from acting like Meg’s pet and getting praised by her. The idea of licking Meg’s feet never even entered my fantasies. Why not? I wondered. It now seemed so natural to me. If I worshiped her cock, why not worship the feet that brought her to me? And if I was the one who stained them, it was up to me to clean them up.

I took my time with Meg’s feet. I even licked in places where I could not see any cum. What if there’s a tiny drop I missed? Meg certainly didn’t mind. And only once her feet were pristine did I move on to the main ropes of cum and let my tongue go wild, filming every second of it.

“You’re a natural!” I heard Meg’s voice behind me, followed by a hard slap across my naked ass.

“Ahn!!” I cried out, more so from the surprise than the pain. When did she get there? I put the camera in front of my face to see what Meg was doing behind me. I watched her big breasts sway while she got on her knees behind me. Could it be!? Shivers ran across my body when I felt her hands on my hips, and I had my answer.

“Hhhnnn!” I whimpered while my hips trembled just from Meg’s touch. She gripped my hips tight to hold me in my place. She’s going to fuck me!! I kept telling myself over and over while I watched the phone screen that filmed the moment of a horny slut’s realization that she was indeed about to get the cock that she craved.

The girl who looked back at me through the screen had her mouth open as it dawned on her what she had signed up for. Her submissive anticipation was mixed with anxiety; she still had cum on her lips and chin. So sexy… I licked my lips and reached as far down with my tongue to my chin as I could.

“Give her a kiss,” Meg suggested, and I instantly kissed the girl on the phone, right on her cum-stained lips. I would’ve tongue-kissed that slutty girl if I could, swapped cum with her while we both got fucked by Meg. I felt my cock respond to my slutty make-out session. It demanded attention once again, despite the mind-breaking orgasm from just minutes earlier.

“That’s a good slut,” Meg praised me and touched my pussy lips with her dick which made me moan even more.

“Tell everyone what you want!” Meg commanded me while she rubbed her cock all over my drenched pussy and lubed her dick up.

“I want you to fuck me,” I told Meg and held the phone far enough from my face so that the phone’s camera would film us both, and I could look at her through the screen.

“Are you going to moan for me like a little bitch?” Meg asked.

“Yes!”

“Are you going to cum as soon as I thrust my dick inside you?”

“Yes!”

“Are you going to keep filming yourself getting railed throughout the entire thing?”

“Yes!!”

“You better!” Meg slapped my ass. “If you drop that phone for even a second, if your face is not on that screen for even a moment, I will stop fucking you right then and there, and this will be over! Is that understood?”

“Yes!!”

“Now, beg to be fucked.”

“Please fuck me!” I begged, my pussy leaking and my cock swelling with desperate need to get bred by her. “Please, please, please fuck me! I want to be fucked! I need to be fu-uUUUUUUUCK!!”

I screamed when Meg thrust her cock inside me. As if something cracked within me, all those pent-up needs and feelings were unleashed from everywhere all at once. Before Meg could thrust into me a second time, my mind erupted with a dizzying spike of pleasure. My dick was already swelling from excitement and the throbbing pressure that had built up, and that one thrust broke it completely. I felt cum flow through my cock and my second orgasm overwhelmed me.

“Oooaaahn!” I moaned my soul out as I felt cum rush through my dick just as Megan thrust her giant cock into me for a second time. My first orgasm paled in comparison to this. It took all my strength to hold Meg’s phone upright and aim it straight at my face. I took Meg’s threat extremely seriously and resolved to hold her phone right even if I passed out. But even with that iron will to obey Meg’s command I just barely managed to keep that phone in my trembling fingers even though I used all ten of them.

Meg grabbed me by my hipbones and fucked me hard from behind, completely ignoring that I was utterly overwhelmed by my orgasm and barely held on as it was. No, she’s not ignoring it, I realized. She’s fucking me like this because I’m already past my limit. It’s turning her on just like me! Continuing to fuck me even as I cum and scream from pleasure, hoping to break my mind just as she broke my ceaselessly-orgasming cock!

Meg rocked her hips and fully abused the length of her cock to scrape every inch within my pussy whenever she pulled back. And she pulled all the way back to my pussy lips, threatening to slip out completely, only to thrust right back in, as hard and deep as she could. She completely controlled my hips and drove them toward her every thrust for an even rougher impact.

I wasn’t sure if it was possible to fuck a woman’s womb, but I could’ve sworn that was exactly what Megan did. Each deep hit into me milked my cock for another splurt of cum. I couldn’t possibly even begin to count how many thrusts it had been or how long my orgasm was. But even with the puddle of cum having spread to my knees, Meg still managed to fuck a few more drops each time she made me moan.

And all the while I had no choice but to hold Meg’s phone and film myself getting fucked by her. If I dared to drop her phone then this once-in-a-lifetime bliss would come to an abrupt end, and I could not possibly allow that to happen.

I wanted to know how long an orgasm could last. I wanted to know for how long a girl’s cock could be milked, how much cum could be milked out of it before it shot fumes. Would my orgasm end then? Would my mind know rest then? Or would another orgasm begin and torment me all over again?

“You love being fucked like this?” Meg asked me while she slapped her thighs against mine and screwed me with her giant cock.

“I love it!” I moaned for the camera while the slapping sounds of our wet flesh meeting spread throughout my house.

“You’ve fantasized about this ever since you saw me, didn’t you?”

“I did!”

“You hoped you’d be discovered by me and claimed, didn’t you?”

“I did!”

“You always masturbate while thinking of me, don’t you?”

“Every night!” I filmed my own shameful confession.

“You’re addicted to my videos, aren’t you?”

“I am! I watched all of them! Hundreds of times!” I confessed to even more than she asked. I couldn’t stop myself. Why can’t I stop myself?

“You’re a fan of Alice, then?” Meg chuckled and slapped my ass.

“The biggest!” I cried, loving the pain of her slaps.

“Oh, I bet!” Meg laughed and slapped my ass again. “I admit, I was surprised when I saw that you were just like me. A dick and a pussy. You understand how hard it is then, don’t you?”

“I do! Oahn! I’ve been so miserable! But then I met you, ah!”

“And have you fantasized about my pussy too? Did you imagine fucking me with that dick of yours?”

“I did!”

“I see. Though you don’t look like you’re up to fucking anyone anymore, hehe.”

“Ahn?” I could barely comprehend what Meg said anymore. But it felt somewhat important. I forced myself to lift up my head enough to rest my chin on my forearm and look at the phone. Answering Meg’s questions while getting pounded by her dick took a toll on me. My vision was blurry, tears of pleasure flowed freely from my eyes. I couldn’t even hold up my head without resting it on something.

Luckily, I still managed to hold Meg’s phone upright, and that was all that mattered. It even looked like she forgave me for not showing my face for a second or two. But while I looked at myself, and then at Meg, I slowly came to realize that I barely felt my dick at all anymore.

How long was I cumming? When did it stop? I couldn’t remember anything. The pleasure seemed to last for an eternity, and it looked like my dick and balls had finally run out of cum. I slowly peaced the puzzle together. Even though my dick had given out, my pleasure ride had continued. I moaned and cried from one orgasm into the next, without even realizing that my dick no longer had anything to give.

“Well, what do you say?” Meg asked and roughly squeezed my ass. “Do you want to know what my pussy feels like or not? Is it that hard to answer?”

I remained silent while I looked at myself on the phone screen. Completely and thoroughly fucked, I barely even recognized the red, ruined face that stared back at me with hazy eyes. I never looked at myself while I masturbated, but now I wondered if this was my natural orgasm face or was such an expression reserved for getting screwed by Meg’s giant cock?

Worse still—I couldn’t answer Meg. I was pretty certain that I wanted to fuck her at some point. Some part of me still considered it a distant possibility, if she let me. But even though Meg flat-out offered me her pussy, saying that I still wanted to fuck her, somehow, in this condition, felt wrong, pathetic even.

Me? Fucking her? With that limp thing between my legs? With the thing that I didn’t even notice going limp and can’t feel at all anymore? Fucking? When getting fucked on all fours by her feels so natural and so right that I don’t want it to ever stop?

But at the same time, confessing on camera to everyone that all I wanted out of life was for Meg to keep pounding me roughly from behind, that my dick was only good for splurting cum from her rough pounding—that felt like the ultimate fall, like I would be ending a certain part of me.

As long as I did not confess it, I could still pretend like someday I’d be fucking Meg every bit as hard and rough as she did me. Thus, my only option was to remain silent and hide my flushed face behind the hair that stuck to my face.




Chapter 10

“What a weak little slut,” I heard and looked at Meg to see her shaking her head, feigning disappointment. “But luckily for you, there are many ways of servicing my pussy, even if your limp dick isn’t up for the job.”

“GHooahn!!” I groaned and trembled when Megan suddenly pulled out of me. I didn’t even realize how sensitive I was. My pussy fucked pussy had gotten used to the comfort of her cock resting inside me, and the rough disruption was my punishment for choosing not to answer Meg’s question.

By keeping the camera aimed at my face but angling it slightly, I was able to follow Meg’s cock with my eyes through the screen while she walked around me. Even after all that fucking, her cock was still gigantic and ready for any challenge, unlike mine, which Meg conquered and submitted to her will.

“Lift your head,” Meg said. I was too weak, and she saw that. Instead of waiting for me to gather my strength, she grabbed me by my hair and pulled me off the floor. Not dropping the phone was all I could do, and only a few short moments later, I was staring right into Meg’s thick cock and heavy balls.

My face was in her groin, her glistening dick and balls were all I could see, and my pussy juices were all I could smell. I was already prepared to clean her up with my lips and tongue when Meg pulled her assets up and revealed to me her cleanly shaven, smooth pussy lips.

“Ah!” I gasped, which was lucky for me because it allowed me to get some air before Meg pushed my head forward and buried my face between her legs. She connected my upper lips with her lower ones, and our kiss made her moan.

“Plhkuah~!” I slobbered and basked in her love juices while my lips and tongue explored her womanly softness. Meg let her heavy cock and balls drop on my head—the weight reminded me of my place beneath her even while I serviced her most delicate spot. And it was amazing! The perfect mix of service and submission. I instantly lost myself between her thighs. So much so that I almost forgot that certain, absolute rule.

“That won’t do at all!” I heard Meg say and my heart sank. It’s my first time doing this! I instantly wanted to cry out. I’m sorry! But Meg quickly followed it up and added, “Give me that!” while she snatched her phone out of my hands.

The relief I felt was overwhelming. She did not scold my performance! And despite my lackluster camerawork, Meg let me continue servicing my pussy. And service I did. With both my hands now free, I instantly grabbed the back of Meg’s thick thighs and pushed my mouth even deeper into her pussy. I used her thighs for leverage to glue our lips together. I licked and sucked every inch of her pussy—outside and inside, as far as I could reach—while my saliva mixed with her love juices in my mouth and flowed down my chin.

“Not too bad,” Meg moaned above me. “You look cute from up here: working so hard… Haah… With my balls on your forehead… Use your fingers too.”

I did as she instructed. Keeping one hand still on her thigh, I brought two fingers to her pussy and rubbed it across her pussy lips. My fingers were wet and sticky within seconds. I pulled my mouth away and tried to imitate Meg’s fingerwork from my memory as best as I could.

I spread her lips apart to reveal the pink within and I went back in with my tongue. I licked that pink slowly all over, and with my tongue still there, I united my middle and index fingers, held them close, and slowly entered Meg’s moist, soft depths.

“That’s it! Keep going!” Meg’s words gave me the confidence to proceed, and I explored her pussy as deep as my fingers could reach. With the limit of my length reached, I instinctively pulled them back and then pushed back in again, kissing and licking her as I did so.

“Yes! Ah, move your fingers!” Meg moaned louder and pushed on the back of my head to keep me in place.

I moved my fingers inside her faster. With the palm of my hand pointed toward me, it was inevitable that I would curl my fingers slightly inward. And the audible reaction that I got out of Meg made me want to do it again, more deliberately this time.

Soon I curled my fingers in and out repeatedly again, faster and faster, attacking the inside of her pussy, pressing on it, stretching it. And with my lips and tongue on the outside, I could almost taste the pressure that my fingers put on her from within. What if I make her cum? I dared to wonder.

I hadn’t even considered such a thing a possibility—that someone like me could give Meg an orgasm just by licking her pussy. But Meg’s sweet reactions sparked that desire within me to hear her climax. I kept exploring with my fingers and my lips, searching for those angles that made Megan moan. Whenever I caught a tremble, I fixated on that spot and assaulted it with everything I had. At certain times I felt I was getting closer, but then I lost her and had to start all over.

“Oh, no you don’t!” Meg exclaimed and pulled my mouth away from her hot pussy.

“What?” was all I could ask before Meg pushed me down and I ended up on my back, staring up at her while she stood between my legs and filmed me.

“This one thinks she can make me cum just like that?” Meg asked as if she spoke to an audience. “Let a pro show you how it’s done!”

Meg kept filming me while she got down on all fours, and I watched her plotting face disappear beneath my legs. A moment later I threw my head back from the sudden pleasure when she kissed my clit.

“Oahhn!” I moaned while Meg ran circles around my clit with her tongue. As if that wasn’t enough, within seconds I felt her fingers enter my fucked pussy. I can handle this! I told myself while I hid my face in my hands to manage the stimulation. After her girthy dick, this is nothing! Nothing!

But then Meg started curling her fingers inside me, and my delusions of resistance crumbled. She instantly found my weak spot and assaulted it ceaselessly. I wondered if this was how I made her feel, but Meg’s attack did not let up to search for my pleasure spots. She only escalated, and unlike my inexperienced movements, hers were completely in sync and with diabolical precision.

Meg kept switching thrusts and curling, she licked and bit my clit, never too rough, never too fast, she overwhelmed my brain with stimulation, and had me at her total mercy: moaning and crying and arching my back, controlling my body completely through my pussy.

“Ahn!! I… Can’t-OAHN!!” I didn’t know such pleasures existed. I thought getting fucked like a bitch by her cock was the height of my experience, but my pussy proved equally vulnerable to her mouth. And as she kept licking my clit, I noticed her tung shift upwards. Soon I was crying in bliss from the sloppy tongue massage she gave my tingling balls. And then—

I arched my back and slammed my fists against the hard floor when I felt Megan’s lips wrap around my dick. I was shocked to realize that my dick wasn’t nearly as limp as I had thought. Meg’s fingerfucking had reawakened it, and then her mouth made it rise to its former glory.




Chapter 11

“Blowjob!! Blowjob!!” I cried deliriously on the verge of orgasm while Meg sucked and fucked me at the same time. I could not control myself. Her tongue swirled around my dick exactly as it did around my clit just seconds ago. All the while Meg bobbed and turned her head, attacking all the angles, just like she did with my pussy.

I had almost forgotten that she was filming everything. I only remembered it because I realized that my hands were empty and free to hide my face. Meg’s instructions of me needing to be filmed at all times were drilled into me even through this mind break, and that reminded me that I had to still be on camera—shaking and moaning like whore for all to see.

She’s filming herself sucking my dick just like I did! But although I did indeed also film myself sucking dick, Meg was on a whole other level and able to drive me mad with such skill that I would never have even assumed she was multitasking. I hoped I’d get a copy of the video so that I could masturbate to later.

Cum!! Make me cum! I begged her silently. I could see myself so clearly: masturbating in front of my laptop to the video of myself thrashing in orgasmic bliss, reliving the experience over and over again.

I was so glad that Meg filmed everything, that she filmed my newest orgasm approach. I’m on camera, I reminded myself and slowly raised my hands from my face. If I was going to watch myself later, I knew I’d want to see my orgasm face while I splashed cum all over. Cum!! My thoughts became increasingly singular while waves of pleasure consumed my body. “Make me cum on camera!!”

“As you wish!” Meg laughed after she rose from sucking my dick.

“N-Nho!” I cried out. Why would she do that!? I needed her lips around my throbbing dick. But without her lips around my dick, I realized that all my pleasure emanated from a certain spot inside me. Meg kept finger fucking my gushing, squelching pussy, and I threw my head back when a dam broke inside me.

“GHOOOUAA~~!” I screamed and arched my back even higher as I lost all senses and climaxed with a torrent of pleasure that exploded within me and surged up and down my body. My cock erupted, my pussy erupted, and I blasted fountains of liquid, moaning uncontrollably while Meg kept finger fucking my lewd pussy through this earth-shattering orgasm.

I couldn’t even understand what was happening to me. Did she break my body? I only saw flashes of white and wouldn’t have been able to see clearly even if I had the strength to try. I was wet and hot, getting wetter and hotter still.

Like under hot summer rain, my orgasmic cries were accompanied by the sound of liquid pouring all over our flesh, seemingly fucked out of me by Meg. She kept fucking me and it kept raining on my body Meg she squeezed every last drop out of my body and I collapsed, powerless and exhausted.

“Look at how cute you were,” Meg told me and put her phone in front of my face. Powerless to move and with my vision still blurry, I could only listen to my recorded whorish cries and watched my naked shape tremble while my eyes refocused.

“Oh,” my voice trembled weakly when I saw the truth. Meg filmed up close the exact moment when her thrusts fucked a watery stream out of my pussy. Squirting! I’m squirting on camera! I was squirting!! She made me squirt!! She filmed me squirt!!

I couldn’t believe how much liquid came out of me. My pussy unleashed a pure, translucent stream under the merciless guidance of Megan’s fingers. Meanwhile, my erect dick bounced in sync with my convulsing body and shot cum in all directions like a fountain. I could barely believe what I saw, but when I looked at my belly and tits, I saw the exact same glistening patterns staining my body, just like on the camera.

“She really likes what she sees,” Meg said, and I saw that she now had a different phone in her hands, pointing its camera at me.

“Eh?” I still had her phone in my hands. She had two phones!? She’s filming me watching my own squirting orgasm!? My chest rose up and down while my mind reeled from the fact that I was now recorded live reacting to my orgasms. I wondered if I should look at her camera directly when I suddenly felt a familiar shape push against my sensitive, trembling pussy.

“W-Wait—” I whimpered weakly just as Meg thrust her cock inside me and split my mind in two.

“Oh, God!!” I cried out and instantly lost myself again.

“You don’t want to be fucked anymore?” Megan asked and waited to film my answer.

“I do! Please fuck me some more! Fuck me up more!!” I moaned while my body and mind adjusted to the endless escalation. My pussy was done. My dick was spent. But after Megan’s fingers stirred up the shores of my pussy her thick cock plunged into my depths and pounded my insides in ways her fingers never could, in ways I needed, in ways I could not live without.

“Fuck me! Make me cum again! Make me cum just like that!” I begged, again and again, and watched my squirting orgasm on Meg’s phone on a loop while Meg fucked me up into the heavens.

“If that is what you wish,” Meg said while she groped my tits with one hand and filmed my everything with her phone in her other hand. “Would you like to be filmed more in the future?”

“Yes!! Oh, yes! Please film me more!” I cried out as I kept watching myself orgasm from Meg’s fingers. Hearing such an offer, how could I possibly refuse? In my broken mind, filming equaled fucking. I already imagined watching my next video while I got fucked even rougher.

Filming with Megan again? Getting fucked by Megan again!? I almost came just from hearing that offer. She knew my body even better than I did. And if that meant spending many more future days and nights together with her, I didn’t even need to think to agree.

“You’re going to be my lovely toy in the future too?”

“I will!”

“You will do everything I say?”

“I will!”

“Who’s my precious little slut?”

“I am!!” I cried as Megan stirred up one more orgasm within me. My dick could not even twitch anymore. Smeared with saliva, cum, sweat, and squirt, it bounced from side to side below my sticky belly while Megan raised my hips into the air to reach the deepest parts within me.

“Where do you want me to cum?” Megan asked.

“Inside!!” I answered instantly. “Please cum inside!”

“Aghn, that’s nice!” Megan groaned when she hit particularly deep within me. I felt a tinge of pain, but even that pain was sweet. She pounded me as if she wanted to shoot her load directly into my womb. And that idea was what drove me past the point of no return.

“Creampie me!” I cried as my pleasure rose and there was no going back. Megan’s cock pounded my depths again and again, throbbing with desire to break inside me, and I couldn’t have wanted anything more than that. “My womb! Fill up my womb! Creampie my womb!!”

“Who does your womb belong to?”

“To you!”

“And who does your limp dick belong to?”

“To you! Everything belongs to you!” I cried, desperate for her cum. “So, please, fill me up right now! I need it right now!”

“As you wish,” Megan groaned, sunk her fingers into my hip, and thrust as deep as she could. “OOhn!!”

“Oh yes!! Yess!!! Do it!!!” I screamed as I watched Meg tremble with her cock inside me while she held her phone and filmed me begging for her seed. My orgasm consumed me just as I felt the first hot pulse spread Megan’s seed inside me.

“OHHH!!!!” I moaned in sweet ecstasy while Meg filled my soul with her seed. I was hers, and she was mine. My womb claimed her. The sensation was overwhelming, primal. It gave me strength. I grabbed Megan, pulled her close to me, and wrapped my arms and legs around her so that we would never be parted again.

Our breasts squished together, our lips locked, and I just kept pulling her closer, and closer. I wanted us to be as one. I kissed her openly, passionately, matching the fire inside me. I instantly moved my tongue inside her mouth. I wanted her to keep breeding me. I wanted her to keep kissing me. I wanted our tongues to dance together while we made each other cum.

I felt her orgasm not just in my hot, full pussy, but in my mouth too. Her breathing was different, her heart beat wildly, just like mine. I felt her heart through our connected breasts, and it was the only time I wished our breasts would be smaller—so that our hearts would be even closer. I wanted our heartbeats to match, and I resolved to not let Megan go until every last drop of her seed was inside my womb.

We remained close and locked in our embrace long after our orgasms subsided. She was my dominant alpha who relaxed after breeding her needy slut, and I was her submissive, needy bitch who now needed the comfort of my dominant partner while her seed warmed my insides.

The two phones lay scattered somewhere on the floor. Neither of us cared that they now filmed nothing but black. This was our moment. One that we would not share with others. And if we were to film such a finale again, we’d place the camera on the stand for a steadier recording.

When our lips finally parted, we spent forever looking into one another eyes. We both knew that this was only the first of many times we’d be filming lewd videos together.

The End.
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[image: ]Gender Bender Futa Wish: Dommy Futa Summon

Over the years, Casey grew increasingly confused about his attractions and his desires. What started as an innocent interest in futanari hentai has led him down a path he can no longer turn from. But neither can he move forward. Futanaris do not exist. Neither can he become one. Stuck in turmoil between wishful fantasy and cruel reality, Casey's only hope lies within the pages of a magical tome containing taboo rituals.

Can Casey complete the shameful ritual required to summon the thick and hung magical futanari who could make his gender-bending wish come true? Perhaps he's just a little too into it and all too eager to give in and submit to his repressed desires.

[image: A couple of women walking  Description automatically generated]Please Stop Having Futa Sex With My Girlfriend!!! It’s Weird, Mom!

A little overworked, a little airheaded, I thought nothing of my daughter bringing her girlfriend over to our house for a week. I could never have imagined how quickly my world would spiral out of control.

[image: ]Christmas Futanari Gift

Real girls are done for. I knew this for a long time, I've been preparing. Finally, I had saved up to fulfill my life-long dream of having my very own real-life futanari wolfgirl girlfriend. And when she gets in heat...
Could there ever be a better Christmas gift than to give in to our desires and plow our submissive anime futa girlfriend under the Christmas tree?

[image: A cartoon of a person  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]Submitting to Futa Alpha

When a lonely young woman went on a Christmas hiking trip, she couldn't have possibly imagined what kind of miracles Santa had in store for her. A saved wounded wolf transformed into a voluptuous futa monstergirl, reality clashed with fantasy, and the dominant hung futa proved too skilled not to submit. Can any woman resist her body's desire for the ultimate gift from an alpha wolf?

[image: A cartoon of a person  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]Gender Bender Christmas Futa Wish

Ash was about to spend another Christmas Eve alone when he encountered a mysterious, captivating blonde. Before they parted ways, she gave him a card that supposedly could make any wish come true.
Unable to get the woman out of his mind, Ash made a perverted wish. After transforming into a sexy futanari and discovering the mysterious blonde to be a voluptuous, hung futa too, Ash needed barely a nudge to fall for her completely and lose all shame and decency beneath her.
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