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Thick And Juicy

It’s been a week since my roommate Dave and I uploaded our video together. Surprisingly, it’s been doing pretty well. Dave says he isn’t surprised, he says he knew I would be a hit, but I think he’s just being kind.

It’s like this… The two of us have been struggling to pay rent, lost our jobs, on the verge of getting evicted. Not good. We both got desperate. Desperate to find a way to get ourselves out of this mess. That’s when Dave had an idea. He bought these gender changing pills, don’t know where, don’t want to know. So the plan was that I’d transform into a woman, and... well… make a porn video.

And that’s what we did. It was a solo video, featuring just myself. Well, not this self. The one I become when I take one of those pills, the self that I call Sophia. After about a week, so far our first video netted us two hundred dollars. Not bad for our first video, and it’s not like it required all that much work.

It definitely makes me feel more hopeful about our current situation. However, things are still a little complicated. I started to form a very strong attraction to Dave, as did he. It really started to take off when he took my lingerie shopping for our video. I needed something sexy, something that would show off Sophia’s goods, really entice our potential viewers. It wasn’t easy for me, going out in public as a woman for the first time, trying to shop, having no clue what I was doing or what others might think of me. Mostly I was afraid others would find out who I really was and would somehow know or see me as a fraud.

Dave eased all that worry. He calmed me, supported me. And he wanted me. Oh boy, did he ever want me. He filmed the video. And as I started exploring my new sexy body, pleasuring myself, basking in all these heightened sensations of bliss, we just couldn’t keep our distance. I turned him on. He ached for me, yearned to have a taste of Sophia. Of course, I was the one who got the first taste. I couldn’t help myself. After bringing myself to orgasm, Dave watching over me, filming me, I knew what I wanted. I didn’t want that camera between us, I didn’t want anything between us. I wanted us to be as close as possible. And so after the shivers of ecstasy ceased I got on my knees and prepared to offer my worship up to him.

That was a week ago, and since then I haven’t transformed back into Sophia. The main reason that I haven’t is because there really isn’t any way of knowing if there could be any negative side effects. So I think it’s most prudent to limit my intake.

At times it’s hard. I think maybe for both of us. I certainly miss that passionate sex we had. The feeling of having him enter inside of me, his strong hands caressing my thighs, his warm breath tickling my ear. Even thinking about it now makes my cock hard, which isn’t necessarily what I want, I want it to make my pussy wet but I need Sophia for that. But it’s more than just that. It’s also this desire to have him hold me, hug me, cuddle me in bed, sweet and simple things like that which we haven’t gotten to do. I suppose I also want to experience the dating side of things as well.

That isn’t to say I don’t enjoy being my current self around him though. I do enjoy getting to just “bro out” with him. There’s no tension, sexual or otherwise this way. We can drink a few beers, play some video games, and trash talk each other into oblivion and it’s great. I also kind of like that when it’s like this, Dave has no issues just wiping his pizza-stained fingers on his shirt. Which, oddly, I find adorable, but it’s not something he’d do around Sophia. I guess I shouldn’t complain, I’m kind of getting the best of both worlds here. Still… It's been a while.

“Oh, come on man, fuck off with the rocket launcher,” Dave dropped his game controller into his lap and raised his hands in defeat just as I managed to explode his character into hundreds of bloody pieces.

“You’re the one who added every weapon to the map. I’m just playing to win,” I said.

“Fair enough… I still hate that weapon though.”

“You don’t have to like it, you just have to…” I ducked my character behind the train car, reloading as Dave respawned, then jumping out I fired another rocket, ending him once and for all, winning the match. Okay, maybe it was a cheap way to win…

“Alright, that’s enough of that,” Dave placed his controller on the coffee table. “We should probably do something productive.”

“How about we go on a date?” The words just sort of forced their way out of me. I didn’t intend to say them, it’s just… it’s just all I could think while we were playing. And now all I could do was question why the hell I said it. Was it too soon? Too much? Should I not have asked until I was Sophia.

“You wanna… like as…” I could see Dave struggling to wrap his head around what the hell just happened, and maybe turning a little red in the face too.

“Oh… um… I mean for our next video. Like as an idea. We start it off as a date, you know give the viewers a more full experience before getting to the naughty part.” I doubled back, maybe I shouldn’t have, but I did. And besides, we really should get another video out. Maybe this way we could spend some intimate time together and still get some work done. The only thing is, I don’t know how Dave would view it. Would he see it as both a date and work or just only work?

“That’s actually a really good idea. I think I’ve seen videos shot like that before, they’re pretty popular. We can shoot it from my point of view and… yeah, this could work,” said Dave. I could already tell was picturing hundreds of potential scenes in his head, I just hoped I was naked in a good amount of them.

“I’ll need some time to get ready but we should probably get started right away,” I turned off the game station and put our controllers away. My heart beated with excitement, my lips betraying me as they forced themselves into a smile that I couldn’t control.

“Sounds perfect, let’s do it.”

I headed into my room and closed the door. I needed some privacy for this part. I got undressed, grabbed a pill, and laid on my bed. Transforming gets a little easier each time I undergo it. The first time was brutal, I got so dizzy and sick and nearly puked. The second, I just felt really numb as my mind left my body and then slowly returned. This time, it happened in an instant. I was gone, then back. And When I returned I was Sophia. I was home again, in the body that felt most right.

Since this was to be a date or a date for the video… I don’t know. Either way, I felt it was a good opportunity to look my best. Whether it is or isn’t really a date with Dave at the very least I can pretend like it is, there isn’t any harm in that, right? Over the week I decided to do some shopping for myself, for this self, for Sophia. Since I don’t have much money I had to make do with what I could.

I did have some nice lingerie though thanks to Dave. I stepped into the strappy black thong, sliding it up my legs, and over my juicy booty. I turn my back toward the mirror and bend at the waist a little. I do have such a nice ass, I’m proud of that. Then I put on the matching black bra which is both sexy and offers some good support and my girls need all the support they can get. It takes me a bit to get the bra on, I’m still not very good at that.

As for the rest of the outfit I put on these thin tight white leggings. So thin and so tight you can get a hint of the black thong I’m wearing underneath, which I think is totally sexy and completely naughty. Then I put on my loose-fitting v-neck crop top, which allows for a good view of my cleavage and a little peek at the of my bra, which I think Dave will enjoy.

It takes a bit for me to get my hair in order which is so long and so curly it’s not always so easy to manage but I don’t mind, it’s lush and silky and vibrant and for whatever reason always seems to smell just a little bit like lavender.

Once ready I head into the living room. No sign of Dave. I figured he’d be here waiting for me, all he had to do was grab his camera.

“Hey, I’m ready,” I shouted.

“Coming,” Dave shouted back, the room to his door closing shut, Dave entering with the camera swing in one hand and his car keys in the other.

He looked good. Like real good. Did he get dressed up for me? A button-up shirt, nice pair of trousers with a belt, his hair looking fresh as well as his beard. I liked it. Though I also like it when he just wears a tanktop and I can stare at his arms and chests, but for a date, this is probably better… if it is a date… and… I just don’t know.

“You look good,” I said, trying to be casual but also hoping to suss out a bit more of Dave’s feelings toward this.

“Thanks, I wasn’t sure where you wanted to go, if you wanted to do this at a nice restaurant or what, so I figured it would be better to just be prepared,” said Dave. That didn’t really clear things up for me. “You’re looking sexy as fuck, by the way, those tights, mmm…” Okay, that could mean something. “The viewers are gonna love that.” And now I’m not so sure again. As Dave passed by and grabbed the door for us an alluring scent followed. He was wearing cologne. He didn’t need that to go to a restaurant, and he certainly didn’t need it for the video.

As we made our way to the car Dave had already started filming a bit. He followed behind me, focusing on the view from behind. Surely getting a good shot of my booty as it bounced and jiggled with each step. I felt a little awkward about it, but also flattered knowing Dave was the one looking through the lens, checking it out. He even opened the car door for me, which was sweet, and followed by him panning the camera over my chest.

Once we got into the car, the filming stopped. Since Dave was letting me choose where we’d host this little date I picked a place I had always been wanting to go to. A place I couldn’t really afford, still couldn’t afford, but I was feeling good about our videos working out. I figured we could just count it as a business expense or something.

I chose for us to go to The Cherry Blossom, a fancy sushi house not too far from our place. It’s definitely fancy by our standards. I’ve gotten pretty big into sushi. Especially when I’m Sophia. See, thanks to these pills, this pretty pussy isn’t the only thing sensitive about me. It increased the sensitivity of all my senses. Food tastes better, scents smell better, and so on. Dave isn’t big into sushi but they do have meatier options that I’m sure will suit his appetite.

The Cherry Blossom is designed in a feudal Japanese style. In front arching over the entrance is two lovely cherry blossom trees, their pinkish-white petals layered on the ground below. Dave had me stand in front of the building. Having me beckon him over, looking all sexy, while he filmed, moving in closer. As he neared I leaned over and blew him a kiss. And then as he joined me beneath the cherry blossoms it took everything I had not to kiss him for real. It was so serene, so peaceful, and so very romantic. The way the branches overshadowed us, the way the petals fell slowly twirling through the air. It truly was the perfect place for a kiss. But alas, I could not bring myself to do it.

Instead, as I felt my lips being drawn nearer and nearer to his, I paused and blushed. “You… uh… you got a petal in your hair.”

Dave plucked the petal out and held it between two fingers, bringing it to my lips, “Make a wish.”

I closed my eyes, knowing exactly what I wanted to wish for. I opened my eyes and blew the petal free from his fingers, watching it dance in the breeze before resting on the ground between us.

“What’d you wish for?” Dave asked.

Dave was still filming and as much as I wanted to be cute and playful, and say something like ‘if I tell you, it won’t come true,” another part of me knew I should make the most of this for the video more than anything and so instead I leaned in for the camera, bared my cleavage and said, “I wished for you to take me back to your place after dinner so I can play with that big cock of yours.” I quickly turned away, pushed the doors open, stepped inside, and gave my juicy behind a squeeze and a shake, inviting the camera to come and get some more.

Dave stopped filming once we were both inside. We didn’t want to alarm the hostess or anything. The inside was equally as breathtaking as the outside. Upon entering we came upon a koi pond with a little bridge for us to cross.

“Look at them, they're beautiful,” I pointed over the railing, orange and white koi circling under the bridge.

“They sure are.”

“I wanna pet one,” I leaned over the railing, swaying my arm back and forth, unable to reach. “Wo-ah-”

“Careful there,” Dave grabbed my shoulder, bringing me back down on my feet, “don’t go falling.”

“Oo, sorry,” I giggled, wrapping my arm around his, hugging to his bicep, “Almost lost my balance.” I held his arm like that, feeling his muscles under my touch until we crossed the bridge. Until I no longer had a good enough excuse to keep holding onto him.

We asked the hostess to seat us in a more secluded area of the restaurant, thankfully it wasn’t too busy today. We didn’t want anyone to bother us during our filming and we certainly didn’t want to make anyone else uncomfortable. I also made sure Dave promised to stop filming wherever our waitress came by, he agreed as he felt the same about it as I did. It’s great when we’re both on the same page. Now if only I could be certain that was always the case.

We took our seats across from each other at a table for two. Though we weren’t seated near anybody, their voices carried overhead, mixing with the ambiance of a nearby waterfall installation.

“This place is absolutely magnificent. I’m such a lucky girl to be dating you,” I said. I tried to think of things that I both wanted Dave to hear and knew our potential audience would just eat up.

“I’m the lucky one,” said Dave.

“Let’s see how this goes first before we decide whether you’ll be getting lucky.” With my elbows resting on the table I pushed my breasts together with my forearms, making them look all full and plump and ready to burst out over the top.

-

“Hello, I’m Kai, I’ll be your waitress. Can I get you two any drinks to start with?”

I quickly straightened up, instantly switching my demeanor, “Um…” I turned the menu over, back and forth, back and forth, “I’ll… I’ll have green tea.”

“And for you?” Kai turned to Dave.

“Just a soda, thank you.” Dave remained calm and cool, the camera now tucked away on his lap. Kai left to get our drinks and Dave asked, “You okay? Still nervous about being in public… like… this…” He means am I nervous about being Sophia in public. Which last time did make me nervous, however…

“Actually, it’s not that. It’s getting away with filming that’s making me nervous. But honestly, it’s also kind of exciting. It makes me feel kinda naughty.”

“That’s because you are naughty,” said Dave, making sure to capture every moment on camera.

“You wait and see just how naughty I can be.”

We paused to look over the menu. And, in my opinion, we were spoiling ourselves. Not that I’m complaining. A couple of pork buns and some Kani to start with. Wagyu sushi and yakitori for Dave. Spicy tuna, yellowtail, and onigiri for me. All the good stuff. The best.

Everything about this was perfect. Well, almost perfect. I suppose I would have enjoyed it more if we didn’t have to film so much. If it could instead really just be Dave and I and no one else. But I understood we needed to make money, we had to get ourselves out of this hole we were in. And our best bet at doing that right now was by selling mine… my hole… okay, that joke didn’t sound as good as it did in my head.

“Let me try one of those,” I said, pointing my chopstick at the plate of wagyu sushi in front of Dave.

“Sure thing,” Dave picked up a piece of sushi with his fingers and brought it to my lips. Damn, it looked so good. A bit of beef wrapped in rice and seaweed but the best part, the egg yolk on top.

I opened wide, wrapping my pretty lips around the piece of sushi and Dave’s fingers, sucking it into my mouth. And my god, how delicious it was. That runny yolk, so good as it filled my mouth, a little dripping down my chin, a drop landing on top of my plump breasts.

“Oops, I can be such a mess,” I dabbed my chin with the napkin.

“That’s okay, I like it when you get messy. Here allow me…” Dave swiped a single over the drop of yolk upon my breast.

Before he could do anything else I grabbed his wrist, wrapped my lips around his finger, and sucked and licked and hummed my delight. Oh yes, it was so very tasty.

“Someone’s getting a little naughty,” said Dave.

“I like being naughty in public, especially for you.”

“Is that so?” Dave raised an eyebrow as if challenging me, questioning to see just how naughty I can get.

“Mhmmm,” I glanced around, making sure our waitress wasn’t on her way, making sure nobody else was paying the least bit of attention to us. “Would you like to see just how naughty I can be?”

“Absolutely,” Dave answered. As if there was really any other way to answer such a question.

I opened the menu and placed it standing up on the side of the table, blocking everybody else's view except for Daves. Then, reaching down into my top, I freed my breasts, laying them over my shirt.

“What do you think about that?” I don’t know what came over me, or what in the world was pushing me towards this sort of behavior. Maybe I was tired of being afraid in public all of the time, maybe it was all about whatever might get us more views, or maybe it was because of how horny I was, how horny sitting across from Dave makes me.

“I like that,” said Dave, far too distracted now to continue eating. Hardly anything distracts Dave from eating. The man loves his food, loves to eat. The only thing he loves more than that? Me and these big juicy tits of mine.

“Yeah? Do you like it when I do this?” I pinched a nipple between my thumb and forefinger, teasing myself gently. Mmm, did it ever feel good! That warm glow perfectly mixed with how wrong it was.

“I fucking love that.”

I just couldn’t control myself anymore. Once I get started it’s so hard to stop. All these rushing feelings and emotions take complete hold and control of my mind and body. With one hand teasing and tugging my pretty pink nipple, exciting both myself and Dave, my other hand ventured underneath the table making its way between my legs.

I started rubbing myself, over my tights, right there in public. How wrong, and yet how sexy, how fucking naughty. A moan escaped over my lips, my breathing growing heavy and deep, my breasts rising and falling to the rhythm.

“What’s going on under here?” Dave panned the camera under the table, filming as I pleasured my sweet little pussy, then panning back to my face.

I gave the camera that look, that seductive come and touch me look, but really it was meant for Dave. If only there wasn’t this table between us, then maybe I could have him. Have him reach under my tights, his fingers finding their way over my little clit. And how I wanted him. The excitement of my self-pleasure building inside of me, driving my mind wild with fantasies.

Fantasies such as Dave lifting me out of my seat, holding me in his strong arms, and placing me on top of the table. Ripping my tights off, pulling my thong to the side, and unable to contain himself, entering inside of me. Taking me right here, right now. Fucking me on this table, in this restaurant.

“Is this turning you on?” I asked. I slid my foot out of my sandal, lifting and bringing it between Dave’s legs. Searching for his cock with my toes. Then finding it. Finding it hard and stiff, all because of me, all for me. “Mmm, you’re so hard.” I stroked the sole of my foot over his trousers, up and down his shaft. Dave, not missing a beat, filmed it all. Filmed as I teased around the tip, swaying his cock from side to side with my big toe.

God damn, I wanted this man. This big strong man. This caring gentleman. My nasty lover. Rubbing myself, teasing his cock, surging with lust and desire. Needing it, needing it all, sighing deeply, and then-

“Shit,” Dave nodded toward something behind me. I knew what that meant. I dropped my foot, tucked my breasts away, my heart nearly exploding in my chest.

“Is there anything else I can get for you two?” Kai asked. I burned up inside, with embarrassment, with the heat of the moment, with uncertain confusion. She didn’t seem to notice a thing or if she did she behaved as if she didn’t.

Struggling to keep my cool, I answered for the both of us, “No thank you, just the check.”

-

“Are you sure you don’t want any dessert?” Dave asked, “Ice cream or something? You like ice cream.”

“Uh-uh. Right now the only desert I want isn’t offered here,” I said, giving Dave another playful tap on the cock with my foot.

While waiting for Kai to return with the check I headed to the bathroom. To freshen up, I guess. But mostly because I was getting so wet down there I wanted to make sure nothing seeped through my thong and tights. Gosh, that would be embarrassing, walking out of here with that spot between my legs.

When I returned Dave had already taken care of the check. He also got me two scoops of vanilla ice cream in a little to-go container. So thoughtful of him. Finished here, we headed back to the car and started to make our way home.

I really wanted to eat this ice cream. I do love vanilla. But this raging desire burning inside of me and aching between my legs had me wanting something else all the more. And then I thought, why can’t I have both, and why not right now.

I reached over the center console and went after Dave’s trousers. Unbuttoning, unzipping.

“Hey there, what are you doing?”

“I think you know exactly what I’m doing,” I said, reaching into his boxers and pulling his cock out. Still stiff and hard for me.

Dave took no time at all in getting the camera set up.

“Mmm, such a nice big cock,” I licked my lips, the excitement swelling inside me. And the excitement swelling in Dave’s cock. Gently, I stroked my hand up and down his lengthy shaft, covering every inch of that delicious cock. Of course, there was something that could make even his cock all the more delicious.

I opened the to-go, scooped out a spoonful of ice cream, and held it in my mouth. Then, leaning over, careful not to make too much of a mess, I eased the tip of his cock into my ,mouth.

“Ooo, that’s cold,” Dave shivered.

I smirked, his cock between my lips, vanilla ice cream dripping between the two of us, dripping over his hard cock. I took him deeper, ice cream coating his shaft, sucking it off as I slid my mouth back up.

“Mmhmm, now that’s a desert,” I wiped my chin, still hungry for seconds. I grabbed another spoonful, dabbing it on the tip of Dave’s cock. I dragged my tongue underneath his cock, licking up the vanilla cream as it melted.

Dave gripped the steering wheel, tensing his muscles, trying to remain focused on the road. Which must have been hard, very very hard. I sucked and swallowed more ice cream off his big delicious cock, smacking my lips, sighing with satisfaction. Dave groaned his pleasure, placing a hand on top of my head, combing through my curls.

“Fuck baby, don’t stop,” Dave pressed on the back of my head, forcing my mouth farther down. I had no desire to stop, I wanted to lick and suck and every little drop.

Dave pulsed between my creamy lips. He was sure was loving this. And I was loving how good I could make him feel. I slid a hand underneath my thong, my pussy just as creamy now as his cock. I bobbed my head up and down, forcing the tip of his cock to hit the back of my throat. I didn’t stop there. I kept going. Faster, deeper, until I choked and gagged. Cream and spit dripping and drooling everywhere. So much for not making a mess.

I tossed my shirt and bra into the back seat. My juicy tits bouncing as I gobbled him up. Slurping, stroking, Dave throbbing in my hand and wet mouth. Precum bubbled out of the tip, happily I licked that up too.

He was close. Too close. I couldn’t let him cum for me just yet. I didn’t want this to end too soon. We were almost home, and once we got there it was straight to the bedroom, I just needed him to last until then.

I eased off his cock, “You can’t cum yet.”

“Fuck,” Dave growled, holding in the urge.

Just because he wasn’t allowed to cum yet though doesn’t mean we had to completely stop. I teased the tip using only two fingers. A light touch, gliding and twisting. A little tease that would have to last until we arrived.

“When we get home,” I cupped his balls, massaging them, feeling just how full of cum they were for me, “I want you to fuck me from behind. Can you do that for me?”

“With pleasure. Whatever you want,” Dave pinch my nipple, tweaking it between his fingers.

I sighed. I shivered. “I want you to grab me, spank me, and pound me,” I begged.

We pulled into the driveway. Finally, now we can really have some fun. I leaped out of the car, topless and bare-chested. Risky, I know. But I didn’t care. I was too excited to care and way too horny. I needed Dave, not a shirt.

“What are you waiting for?” I shouted from the front door. “Come and get some of this,” I grabbed a handful of my deliciously plump booty.

Once inside Dave quickly set up his camera in my room so he could focus more on me and less on it. Which was exactly what I wanted.

“Damn, your so fucking sexy,” Dave brushed the hair out of my face, lowering his hand to the back of my neck. The heat between us was immense, overbearingly so… in the best possible way. Internally my mind shouted, ‘fuck me.’ But outwardly I said nothing, waiting for his lips to meet mine.

As his yummy lips touched mine I once again felt that instant connection, that sense of belonging. It satisfied me so very much to have that happen again, to know that feeling wasn’t just a one-time thing. That it happened again, could happen again, and most likely will happen again. In that was so much comfort. And inside of me, burning wildly, was a fire that only Dave’s passionate love could hope to quench.

Our entwining tongues danced in each other’s mouths. Dave sucked on my tongue, bit my bottom lip, and sent those little shivers echoing inside of me. His hands found their way to my breast. Massaging and squeezing. Roughly playing just as I liked it as we tumbled, wrapped around one another, spiraling on top of the bed.

Dave gripped my thigh and parted his lips from mine. Though I will always wish those lips never leave mine, it simply meant they were ready to journey and explore more of what this seductive body had to offer.

He nibbled at my neck, sucked upon my supple flesh. Raining his sweet love down upon me his lips traveled over my collarbone in search of more, with a hunger that only my voluptuous body could satiate.

With one hand he cupped my breast, pinching my stiff little nipple between his fingers. His tongue licking at the other, latching on with his mouth, sucking it in. I lifted my hips, grinding myself against the top of his thigh. Attentive to what pleased me, Dave pressed his thigh harder between my legs. That pressure, both outside and mounting within, his fingers, his lips; working together they dug out what I had to keep repressed in the restaurant.

Once I let it out there was no stopping the ceaseless flow of heightened emotions brought on by my sensitivity to Dave’s touch. I moaned as he sucked. I whimpered when he pinched. I pulsed with electric pleasure as we ground into one another.

I sifted my fingers through Dave’s dark lush hair. I pulled, just a little, lowering his lips, guiding them to where they needed to be next. Picking up on my less-than-subtle hint Dave grabbed my tights, pulling them down and sweeping them off. Next, he removed my thong, wet with my excitement for him.

Dave licked his lips, “I thought we were finished eating out when we left the restaurant.”

“Uh-uh, now it’s time for your dessert,” I gyrated my hips in small circles, enticing my lover to fulfill another lust-filled fantasy.

Dave glided his hands up my thighs, grabbing my round booty, pulling me in closer. He lifted my legs and rested them on his shoulders. His beard tickled my thighs as he approached my center.

“Nnnn… yes, baby,” I shivered, gripping a handful of Dave’s hair, the tip of his tongue meeting with my little clit. He slid his tongue between my juicy slit. Happily, greedily, lapping it up. “Oh god, f-f-f fuck,” I raised my hips, Dave squeezing my behind.

“You like the way I eat that pretty little pussy, don’t you?”

“Mmhmm,” I whimpered, pressing down on the top of his head, expressing my desire for him to keep going.

Oh boy, did he keep going! He slurped and sucked, tongue darting from side to side. Sneaking a hand between us, Dave eased a finger inside, followed by a second. He curled his fingers, teasing a spot in there I didn’t know existed. The more he gave, the more I gushed for him. My juices glistened off his beard. My want grew. I kicked my legs out. I curled my toes. I pulled away and I came back for more. All until his mouth and fingers alone were no longer enough.

“Wasn’t there something else you wanted me to do?” Dave wiped his chin, grinning a devilish grin.

“Mmhmm,” I nodded, turning onto my stomach. I raised my hips and lifted my ass.

With a strong hand, Dave slapped and palmed my juicy behind. “What a nice big booty,” he spoke with a growl, like a wild animal in heat.

While admiring me from behind Dave undressed. Looking over my shoulder I watched. His muscular chest, those broad shoulders, and thick arms; how I just could not wait to have him take me. Take me and have his way with me as it should be.

Then he slid his belt off. Unzipped his trousers, removed his boxers, and freed that big hard cock of his. That yummy delicious treat between his legs all hard and ready to feel this tight young pussy wrapped around it.

“You gonna give your naughty girl that big cock?” I shook my ass, bouncing it up and down, making it jiggle and dance for him. I know he likes the way it jiggles. He is always staring at it.

“You know it, baby,” Dave spanked me for being the naughty girl that I am.

A soft yelp escaped my lips. My round ass stinging from his discipline. Then Dave kissed it, right where it stung the most. I’d like to say I waited patiently for it. But I didn’t. I had no patience when I was this horny, this turned on, this needy for his delicious cock.

“Give it to me… please… give me that cock,” I begged, resting on all fours.

“First you’ll need to suck on it a bit more,” Dave came around front, bringing his cock to my lips. “Get it all nice and wet for me.”

“Mmm, of course, baby,” I curled my fingers around the shaft, pulling him in closer. I slipped my tongue between my lips, fiddling it underneath the head.

Dave scooped a hand behind my head, forcing me to open up and receive it once more into my wet little mouth. I happily obliged, allowing his cock to slide over my tongue toward the back of my throat. I would suck on that cock of his all day if that’s what he wanted. But Dave, just as much as I, wanted to pleasure this yearning pussy.

I drenched his cock in a thick layer of spit. Making sure it was all nice and slippery and wet enough to slide right inside with ease.

“That’s my good girl,” Dave patted the top of my head. I can’t say why... but fuck… that made me quiver.

Dave freed his cock from my mouth, brushed it against my lips, “Now I can fuck that pussy.”

Dave sidled up behind me and spread my ass. He groaned as he teased his cock between my juicy slit, sliding it up and down, rolling over my sensitive clit. Each shiver of blissful wonder was like the first. Yet, none of that compared to what comes next.

He pressed himself against me, easing the tip of his cock inside my warmth. He grunted, pushing with greater force, his mighty cock stretching me open, sinking himself in deeper. Then, deeper still. I grabbed the pillow in front of me and hugged it to my breasts, moaning as I took every inch that Dave forcibly offered. Offering me all that he had, stuffing what was once vacant full with his endless desire.

“Fuck,” Dave grabbed my hips, digging his fingers into my plump flesh, “that pussy is so fucking tight.”

“And it’s all for you,” I squeezed the pillow tighter.

Dave thrusted. Hard and heavy. My sweet ass bouncing off him. Then, Dave commanded my hips back, sinking me down the length of his shaft. Once he knew this sweet young pussy was ready to take it, all of it, Dave held nothing back.

He grunted and growled, forcing into me, repeatedly pounding that massive cock into my tight warmth. I clutched the pillows, my knuckles turned white. I clenched my teeth, releasing a high-pitched shriek.

“Oh god, that feels so fucking good,” I reached back and grabbed my ass, spreading it, allow his cock to hit ever deeper.

“Yeah?” Dave grabbed my hair, held it in a ponytail, pulling my head back and forcing me to face him, “You like that? Huh?” His thighs collided with mine, his strong sweaty chest pressing against my back. The warmth of his body radiated upon mine.

He nibbled at my ear, sucked on my neck, and whispered such naughty words of encouragement. My lips found his. His hand, tucking underneath, found my breasts and pinched my nipples.

The tightness inside me grew. My pussy gripped his cock, my core almost ready to snap. I fought the urge. Wishing it to last, to linger on the edge for an eternity and never have the two of us part. But it would have to end, at some point. This transformation couldn’t last forever. And truthfully, neither I nor Dave could last forever either.

His cock throbbed wildly in my creamy little cunt. It ached for its release just as much as I ached for mine. The bedframe knocked into the wall, the legs scratching against the floor.

“Fuck. I want to cum in that pussy,” Dave roared, squeezing the back of my neck.

“Then do it. Fucking do it. Cum in your naughty sluts pussy,” I barked back.

He had only done it once before but I loved it when he filled me with his seed. When he drained every drop inside I felt such fulfillment, the culmination of my purpose as his lover and plaything.

Dave hoisted himself above, drilling, plunging into the farthest depths of my pussy. Dave placed a hand on the back of my head, burning my face into the pillow, taking what was his to take.

And then… it snapped, that whirling tensity deep in my core. I quiver beneath him, drool spilling over my lips. My voice, my mind, and my body all crescendoing as one.

“Oh god… P-p-please cum,” I cried out, begging for him to finish deep inside me.

Dave slapped my juicy ass one final time, stuffing his cock up to the base. The muscles in his chest swelled and so did his ferocious need to erupt. He bellowed, unleashing raw guttural noises that reverberated off the walls. And then, overwhelmed by our united pleasure, he released all that he had built up inside.

Thick warm cum erupted from his thick hard cock, filling me with his seed. Dave rested his head on my shoulder and held me tight and close.

“Fuck…” Dave, exasperated, fell onto his side and pulled me down along with him. Spooning me, I could feel his breath cascading down my neck, his cock going soft as it slipped free.

We remained still, cuddling like that for a while. I wasn’t as pressed for time as I was after our last session. More than likely I still had a couple of hours left as Sophia. Which was great because I finally got to enjoy just being held by him. Feeling the rise and fall of his chest against my back, his breathing softening, all of it was such a comfort after our rather vigorous escapade.

Eventually, Dave got up and put his boxers back on. It was nice having him walk around like that. Which wasn’t always the case. Before Sophia entered the picture, I used to hate it, but not anymore.

“I should probably get this edited and uploaded,” said Dave, picking up and turning off the camera.

“Oh, right…” I just wanted him to stay in bed, lay next to me, all that.

I never really paid much attention to what Dave did with the videos after we finished having sex. I had no idea how they turned out, where he uploaded them, or anything.

“Would you like to help me?” He asked. He never asked before.

“I’m not sure how much help I can be… but… sure.”

We went into his room. Well, first I cleaned myself up a bit. I still had his cum inside, not all of it, some already starting to drip down my thigh, so I had to take care of that first. I sat on the edge of his bed, still naked, because why not, while Dave set himself up at his desk.

He showed me the profile he created for us. NaughtyCouple69 was our profile name. Kind of lame if you ask me. Still… that one word… couple… Was that how Dave saw us? God, I hope so. He even showed me our first video together. It was a bit odd seeing myself like that. But it was also kind of hot, knowing that it was Dave’s hands teasing my tits and pussy and his cock that I was sucking.

We read some of the comments together too. Which, in an odd way, was kind of flattering. They were obviously all very dirty. I thought I would be weirded out knowing what a bunch of guys thought of me, but I wasn’t. Comments like ‘Damn, I just want to bite that ass,’ and ‘I’d love to see you cum on her face.’ That last one was more of a suggestion, but it did give us a good idea for our next video.

Our next video… I didn’t want to wait another week. It was torture the last time. Maybe I didn’t have to. I mean, what could possibly go wrong if I decided to take another pill tomorrow? I’m sure it’ll be fine, right?
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