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It was finally done. Olivia's big paper. Just in time too. The Halloween party she planned to attend tonight was only an hour or two from reaching full swing. The sun was already dipping below the horizon, casting an orange glow through her window. Olivia stuffed the pages into an envelope, sealing it with a swift lick. She grimaced slightly at the taste, her tongue flicking around her mouth in an attempt to chase away the bitterness left behind by the glue.

Tonight was going to be a special night. Olivia had missed last year’s Halloween party, but this time she was determined to make it. Her old high school friends, the ones she hadn’t spoken to in over a year, had started the tradition, and it was almost like she'd vanished from their lives. That’s what it felt like to Olivia—like she had fallen off the face of the earth. But tonight, she would reappear, in more ways than one.

Stretching her neck with a satisfying crack, Olivia stood up. It was time to get ready. But Olivia wasn’t like the other girls who would be getting dolled up for the party. She had always been different, and not just because of her towering height of 5'11". Without even counting the stilettos she adored, she stood above most of the women and men she knew. But there was something more that separated her from them, something that had kept her away from these gatherings for so long.

That secret was currently straining against the fabric of her pants, pressing insistently for release. Olivia glanced at the clock and decided she had just enough time to deal with the problem. Without hesitation, she hopped onto her bed and slid her sweats down her thighs. The instant freedom made her moan softly as her thick, veiny cock sprang free, rock-hard and demanding attention. Licking her palm, Olivia began to stroke the throbbing shaft, savoring the familiar sensation.

Two years ago, she had been someone else entirely. Back then, she had been the quarterback of the high school football team, living a life that wasn’t her own. She had been offered a scholarship to play at state, a dream for many, but not for her. Living that lie had become unbearable. She was Olivia on the inside, always had been. She couldn’t go on pretending to be someone else, and so she had declined the generous offer, choosing instead to enroll in an online program where she could finally focus on becoming the woman she had always been.

Time was running short, but Olivia knew exactly how to handle this. Her hand worked furiously up and down the swollen length of her cock, her breath quickening as she bit her lip, holding back a moan. It didn’t take long before the inevitable rush surged through her. Spurt after hot spurt shot from her tip, covering her breasts and stomach, leaving a sticky mess that dripped down her hand. She smiled at the sight, licking a stray strand of cum off her finger before wiping the rest away with a pair of panties she had left on the nightstand.

Olivia was always horny. This last-minute rush wasn’t anything new. She had found all sorts of creative ways to deal with her constant arousal over the last two years—some more successful than others. There was that time she tried jerking off into banana peels, which turned out to be far too messy. Or the contraption she’d ordered from China, which had made her room stink for a week but hadn’t even been big enough to fit her erection. In the end, her own soft hands had always been the most reliable solution.

But still, what Olivia craved the most was a man to fill her, to take her in completely. Not just any man though—it had to be someone special. She chuckled at the thought. Who was she kidding? She was the weirdo. But one day, she’d find him. In time, she told herself.

Standing up, Olivia peeled off her clothing, revealing the smooth, soft skin she had worked so hard to maintain. She reached into her drawer and pulled out a pair of frilly pink panties, sliding them up her legs with a satisfying snap as they hugged her waist. Now for the real fun. It was time to transform. From her closet, she carefully laid out her costume—a sleek, black full-body suit made of glossy latex. The material gleamed under her bedroom light as she admired it on the bed. It was her own version of a dark vixen, with a fitted bodysuit that clung to her curves and accentuated every inch of her body.

Her cock twitched as she slipped her legs into the tight suit. The latex clung to her, embracing the shape of her hips and ass. It took some effort to get the suit over the swell of her butt, but Olivia didn’t mind—it was worth it. Once fully zipped up, the suit was a second skin. She stood in front of the mirror, running her hands over the shiny material, pausing to cup her breasts and tweak her nipples through the fabric.

She let out a low moan as the material brushed against her sensitive skin. Her cock was pressing insistently against the confines of her pink panties again, one ball having already escaped and popped out. Laughing softly, Olivia tucked it back in, giving her hips a little wiggle to settle everything into place.

The final touch to her look was a matching black mask that covered just enough of her face to give her an air of mystery. She placed it on, the glossy surface catching the light as she struck a few poses in the mirror. The look was perfect—dangerous, alluring, and sexy as hell.

"Now, that’s more like it," she said to herself with a sly grin.

Her hands slid sensuously over her body, fingertips grazing the latex that tightly clung to her figure. Olivia cupped her breasts, tweaking her sensitive nipples through the thin material of the suit. She had gained a little weight since high school, but all of it had gone to the right places—her tits and ass were fuller, rounder than ever before. Coupled with the slow and steady use of hormones, Olivia was proud of the way her body had blossomed. Her breasts now filled out to a generous C cup, and with a sly grin, she decided to go without a bra tonight. Let the costume do the work.

Olivia reached for the top half of her costume, a matching latex blouse that fit snugly over her torso. She slid it on, buttoning it up halfway to reveal a daring amount of cleavage. The cool, tight material rubbed against her puffy nipples, sending a jolt of pleasure through her body that made her let out a low, pleased hum. Each movement seemed to tease her in ways she hadn’t expected.

Stepping in front of the full-length mirror, Olivia spun around, admiring herself from every angle. Her ass looked spectacular—round and high, the latex suit hugging every curve and leaving nothing to the imagination. It rode up slightly between her cheeks, accentuating the fullness of her hips and the thickness of her thighs. The extra weight she’d gained only enhanced her assets, giving her a voluptuous figure that turned heads wherever she went. She loved how she could practically feel people’s eyes on her when she strutted around in short shorts or mini skirts. Men, especially, couldn’t keep their jaws off the floor, following her like hungry puppies.

Playfully, she slapped both of her plump butt cheeks and grinned. “Eat your heart out,” she muttered to herself, the confidence radiating from her every word.

Olivia glanced at the clock, realizing she was running out of time to get ready. It was time to stop playing and finish the job. She picked up a tube of deep red lipstick she had bought just for tonight, applying it meticulously over her full lips. With a loud smack, she admired the way the bold color made her lips pop against the smooth, pale skin of her face.

Next came the final touches—her mask. She attached the sleek black domino mask to her face, feeling the snug fit over her eyes. She had opted against a full cowl because she adored her thick, jet-black hair too much to cover it up. Her dark waves cascaded down to just below her shoulders, free and wild. Two small black horns clipped into her hair on either side, completing the dark vixen look. She loved the subtle but seductive power the mask and horns gave her—a dangerous allure that made her feel unstoppable.

Slipping on her black, open-fingered gloves, Olivia gave one last look at her costume in the mirror. It was perfect. Sexy, sleek, and utterly commanding. She grabbed the pair of black nylons she had stuffed earlier and tucked them into the back of her pants. Even though she wasn’t dressing as Catwoman this year, she still had a bit of that playful mischief in her. The little touches made the costume all the more fun.

Opening her closet one last time, Olivia scanned her collection of shoes. Her fingers landed on a pair of open-toe black heels—just the right blend of sultry and powerful. She slipped her feet into them with ease, the height only adding to her commanding presence. Finding shoes in her size, a woman’s 11, was always a challenge, but Olivia had made it work. She glanced down at her nails, painted a sleek, glossy black earlier that day. The details were perfect.

Smiling at her reflection one last time, Olivia grabbed her purse and headed for the door. She couldn’t wait to make her grand entrance.

As Olivia drove to the party, her mind drifted over what she knew about the event. It was being held at one of her old friends' houses. People she hadn't seen in years would be there. This was her chance to reconnect with them but as Olivia this time. Halloween costumes gave her the perfect cover, a safe space where she could step into her own without fear of judgment. This night was going to be big.

By the time she pulled up to the house, the sun had fully set. Cars lined the street, and groups of people lingered outside, chatting and laughing on the porch. Olivia caught the attention of several men as she stepped out of the car. Their eyes followed her every move, watching the way her hips swayed as she made her way toward the house. Her latex-clad body drew more than a few lingering stares. Dracula, of all people, even followed her up the porch steps, unable to take his eyes off her ass. Olivia felt a surge of confidence rush through her as she strutted up the walkway. She had to focus hard not to let her cock stir beneath her tight suit.

The party inside was just as lively as she expected. Loud music blared, and the house was packed with people. Olivia made her way through the crowd, exchanging pleasantries and accepting a beer from a guy who immediately started chatting her up. The attention was flattering, but Olivia was more interested in finding some of her old friends. She hadn’t come all this way just for small talk.

As she moved further into the living room, her eyes landed on a few familiar faces—some guys she had played football with back in the day, along with a handful of other friends she had been close with. They were gathered around a table, snacking and chatting animatedly. Olivia didn’t want to jump right into the middle of it. Instead, she hung around the outskirts, swaying lightly to the music and chatting with a couple of other guys who were nearby.

For a brief moment, she was struck by how much she had missed this—being part of something, just hanging out with her old crew. It felt strangely good to be back, even if she wasn’t entirely the same person she had been two years ago.

Her ears perked up when she overheard a mention of her prior self. Olivia subtly moved closer, grabbing a bag of chips as cover while she eavesdropped on the conversation.

"I haven't heard from him in forever. I know he's still around because my mom sees his mom at the grocery store," said Arthur, one of her old friends, slouched on the couch. He was wearing a white shirt splattered with red, possibly meant to be a bad attempt at a doctor or a mad scientist, though to Olivia it looked like he had just spilled ketchup all over himself. She chuckled internally at the thought.

One of her former teammates caught her eye across the room. "I heard some wild rumors about him," the lineman said, his voice booming as always. "Man, I don’t care. They offered that guy a full ride to state! I woulda killed for that. He just up and turned it down. Who the fuck does that?"

Olivia’s stomach tightened. Why had she given him so many easy plays during practice? She had tried to be better, but hearing them talk like this stung. What hurt more was how everyone else nodded in agreement.

"I'm glad he's not here tonight. Who abandons their friends like that?" someone else added, the bitterness in their voice clear.

Olivia felt her eyes start to well up, the familiar burn of tears threatening to spill. She was about to turn and make a quick exit when another voice chimed in from the corner, stopping her in her tracks.

"It's his business, not ours. I don’t blame him for whatever he's going through. Have you guys even tried to reach out, or are you just here to bitch?" The guy who spoke up was reclining casually in the chair, arms crossed.

Olivia recognized him immediately. It was Noah, one of her old friends, though he hadn’t been part of the football team. He was more of an all-around guy, active in a bunch of clubs. He hadn’t dressed up in anything elaborate for the party, just a basic "spy" costume—a fitted leather jacket with a sleek black turtleneck underneath, the kind of look that could fit into any scene without standing out. His dark shades completed the look, making him seem mysterious yet approachable.

A moment later, Noah’s eyes met Olivia’s across the room. It was brief, just a second, but it made the hairs on the back of her neck stand up. She quickly looked away, her heart racing, but she didn’t leave just yet.

Olivia grabbed another beer and retreated to the kitchen, nursing her drink while trying to process everything. She was almost lost in thought when another one of her old teammates approached her, this time dressed as a devil. He complimented her outfit, leaning in a little too close, and suggested they ditch the party together. Olivia felt her face flush with embarrassment. Having a former teammate—someone she had played and showered with after games—hit on her made her more uncomfortable than she expected.

She politely declined, forcing a smile to stay on her lips. She was still composing herself when Noah walked into the kitchen, pulling a beer from the fridge. He spotted her and raised an eyebrow, giving her a casual nod as he rested the beer on the counter.

"Oh hey, I saw you out in the living room earlier, didn’t I?" he asked, his tone light.

"Yeah, yeah. That was me. Hard to miss in this, right?" Olivia chuckled, twirling the strap of her bodysuit and gesturing to her latex ensemble.

He grinned at her. "Yep. You left kinda quickly. Spot a sinner or something, miss… uh, dark vixen?"

"Well, between you and me, I'm only Dark Vixen for tonight. Normally, I go by Olivia. I’m not always chasing sinners, you know. What about you, spy boy? Saved anyone important lately?" she teased, eyeing his sleek outfit.

Noah chuckled, taking a sip of his beer. "I’ll have to think about that one. But I’ll tell you, I don’t have much sympathy for the mice you do catch."

He paused, extending his hand toward her. "I’m Noah. Spy in training, I guess."

Olivia almost slipped up, instinctively wanting to say that she already knew his name. Instead, she simply smiled and took another sip of her drink.

"You know, I don’t remember you from school. Pretty sure I'd remember someone like you," Noah said, leaning in slightly, his voice curious.

Olivia gulped down the last of her beer, scrambling to come up with a response. "Let me give you my theory," Noah continued, leaning even closer over the table. "I think you’re just here for the free beer." His straight face broke into a playful grin.

Olivia was about to reply when a group of guys barged into the kitchen, one of them blaring a boombox at full volume. They crowded around, grabbing beers and talking over each other. Noah shrugged at the sudden intrusion, gave her one last smile, and headed back out, beer in hand.

Once they left, Olivia was finally able to think. Her headache was growing worse by the minute, and the pounding music wasn’t helping. Maybe she should just leave. Her friends had just thrown her old self under the bus, and the only decent conversation she’d had tonight had been cut short by a bunch of loud guys. She wasn’t having much luck at all.

Olivia tossed her beer into the trash and began to weave through the crowd of people. As she made her way to the door, several partygoers, including some old teammates, brushed past her, using the cramped space as an excuse to rub against her latex-clad body. The constant friction only heightened her need to get home, fast. She was charged up, desperate to relieve the tension that had been building throughout the night. The thought of heading back to her apartment, to spend some quality time with Ms. Hand, was more than appealing right now.

Just as she reached the door, a voice slurred behind her. "Hey, leaving already, hottie?"

Olivia turned and found herself face-to-face with Wilson, the owner of the house. His eyes were glazed, and it was clear he’d had more than his fair share of drinks.

"Woah. You’re some kind of woman. Damn! How tall are you? I saw you from across the room and thought, man, I’d love to tap that ass! How come I don’t remember you from school? Seriously, how is that even possible?"

Olivia suppressed a groan. Wilson was clearly drunk, and she had no patience for this kind of attention, especially from someone who didn’t even recognize her. Besides, technically speaking, Olivia hadn’t gone to school with any of these people in the way they remembered. Just as she was about to brush him off, another face appeared from the crowd. Noah.

"Hey! Can’t I bring a guest?" Noah called out, wrapping his arm around Olivia in an easy, protective gesture. He gave Wilson a playful grin. "And stop hitting on my girlfriend, dude!"

Wilson blinked, a slow, confused look crossing his face before he broke into a drunken laugh. "Oh, sorry, man! I’m wasted. Great party though, right?"

Before Olivia could respond, a couple of guys came over and led Wilson away, leaving her and Noah standing by the door. But before they could share more than a glance, a slender blonde dressed as an angel sauntered up to them, offering Noah another beer. Olivia seized the moment, slipping out the door while Noah’s attention was diverted by the blonde.

Outside, the swing on the porch was miraculously free, with only a few couples lingering in the cooler night air. Olivia took a seat, sighing as she looked up at the moon, grateful for the relative peace. She couldn’t help but notice Dracula, now dry-humping a fairy princess on the hood of his Mustang, but at least the hum of the party’s loud music was muted from out here.

The door creaked open, and Olivia glanced over to see Noah poke his head out, two beers in hand. He raised an eyebrow, gesturing if she wanted one. Olivia nodded, and he joined her on the swing, handing her the bottle.

"You’re trying to slip out of here quietly, aren’t you?" he teased as they clinked their beers together.

"Something like that," Olivia replied with a smirk, taking a long sip. "Figured the angel had you covered."

"Thanks for thinking so highly of me," Noah said, the sarcasm slipping into his voice.

Olivia furrowed her brow. The last thing she needed tonight was more sarcasm.

"No, I mean it. Do you really think I wouldn’t help out a damsel in distress? You asked if I’d saved anyone important recently. I think a dark vixen like you definitely qualifies," Noah said, his tone lightening.

Olivia couldn’t help but chuckle, taking another sip of her beer. "I’m sure she could save herself, but she’d never say no to a handsome rescuer.”

"I guess I’ll have to work on being the hero," Noah grinned. "Though for the record, I don’t take this spy outfit lightly!"

"Okay, okay. You just don’t strike me as the spy type."

"Yeah, well, maybe I don’t fill out the look like James Bond would. But let’s be honest, your costume isn’t exactly low-key either. I don’t remember dark vixens being this jaw-droppingly gorgeous."

Olivia’s lips curled into a smile at the compliment.

"And I mean… just look at you. You could take down anyone in your path. Seriously… uh, I just mean you’re… well, you’re big." Noah’s face flushed red as he stumbled over his words. "I didn’t mean it like that. I’m sorry."

Olivia let out a soft laugh. "A little tongue-tied, huh? I’ll take it as a compliment, how about that?"

"That… that would be perfect. I didn’t mean to screw that up. It’s just..." He trailed off, looking uncertain.

"No, what is it?" Olivia pressed.

"Well… you’re just kinda intimidating. It was easier in there with all the noise, you know?" Noah’s hand casually rested on her leg after taking another sip of his beer. The fact that it stayed there, unmoving, wasn’t lost on Olivia.

"Yeah, I get it," she said softly. She and Noah had talked every day back in school, and he’d never been nervous around her then. But now? Now he was flustered and called her gorgeous. It was a big turn-on for Olivia. Things were definitely looking up.

"So… could I get your number? If I didn’t screw things up too much, that is," Noah asked, his voice hopeful.

"Hmm... okay." Olivia grinned.

Noah pulled out his phone and waited for her to recite her number.

"Actually, give it here," she said, reaching for his phone.

"What, why?" Noah looked at her, confused.

"I just want to do it myself. Plus, your phone will give me clues as to whether you’re a perv or not." She stuck her tongue out playfully, flashing him a mischievous smile.

"Well… if you get to do that, then I want to see what’s behind that mask of yours."

It suddenly felt a few degrees warmer for Olivia. He had looked at her former self so many times during their high school years. The mask gave her a sense of security, a shield from being recognized. What if the worst happened, and he figured it out?

"Well?" Noah asked, his smile inviting.

"Alright! Alright." Olivia sighed and pulled the mask off her face, finally free from the itchy material. It felt good to breathe without it. For a long moment, they simply stared at each other, his eyes scanning her face with curiosity. Olivia worried, knowing he was taking in every detail, wondering if he would make the connection to who she used to be.

"You're... you're beautiful. I mean, even more so without the mask."

Olivia quickly grabbed his phone and entered her number, not because she wanted to check anything, but because she just wanted to test what she could get him to do. Truthfully, she wasn’t sure if she could have handled looking through it anyway. She handed the phone back to him, and as their fingers brushed, the spark of contact felt electric. They held on to each other for a beat longer than necessary.

Almost simultaneously, both of them leaned in, their intentions pure yet charged with tension. Their lips met, Olivia’s full lips pressing firmly against his. It wasn’t long before both their mouths opened, tongues exploring one another. Olivia's pulse quickened, her erection throbbing beneath her latex suit, this kiss blowing away any past experience she'd had kissing women. His lips were soft, his tongue eager but gentle, and Olivia melted into the sensation. Her hands pushed against his body as her tongue explored his mouth, her movements becoming more insistent. She couldn’t help herself as she pinned him down on the swing, her hands roaming, groping him roughly while her lips claimed his.

"Woo! Get some, Vixen!"

Olivia snapped out of it, pulling back abruptly to see Dracula cheering them on from the porch. She blinked, realizing just how far she had let herself go. Below her, Noah struggled to sit up, looking just as stunned. Olivia noticed smudges of her red lipstick marking the corners of his mouth.

"I... I'm sorry," Olivia stammered, feeling a wave of embarrassment wash over her. "I better go."

Without waiting for a response, she quickly got up and started briskly walking toward her car. Behind her, Dracula high-fived the fairy princess he'd been dry-humping earlier.

"Wait! Olivia! Where are you going?" Noah called after her, rushing out of the house.

"Home!" she yelled back, sliding into her car.

"You don't have to go!" He managed to reach the street just as she hit the accelerator and sped off, her heart pounding the entire way home.

The aggressive way she had acted shocked her. She was supposed to be the girl now, wasn’t she? One more moment, and Noah would’ve discovered the "secret" she was hiding under her costume. A kiss had turned into something much more, something primal. Olivia shook her head as she pulled into her driveway, still trying to process what had happened.

She walked through the front door, hearing her mom in the kitchen, but made no effort to stop and talk. Olivia just wanted to retreat to her room, to be alone. Stripping off her costume, she discarded the little horns into the trash and ignored the throbbing pressure between her legs. The cold shower that followed was a welcome shock, the freezing water disguising the tears that had begun to fall. Wrapped in a towel, she checked her phone, noticing a missed text from Noah. It was simple: Are you okay? Why’d you leave?

Olivia shut her phone off, unwilling to respond.

After pulling on some comfy pajama bottoms and a loose shirt, she slid into bed and turned off the lights. The darkness did little to settle her mind, though. After a few minutes, Olivia realized there was no way she was going to sleep like this. The night’s events kept running through her mind.

Her hand slipped into her pajama bottoms, fingers wrapping around her cock. As she replayed the kiss with Noah in her head, her other hand slipped between her cheeks, teasing the entrance to her asshole. One hand moved swiftly up and down her thick shaft, while the other worked two fingers into her tight wrinkle, searching for release.

The truth was, Olivia wasn’t just any girl. Sure, the idea of getting fucked by a guy was hot, but what she wanted more than anything was to be the one doing the fucking. Her cock was a hell of a lot bigger than most men’s anyway. If it came down to sheer size and need alone, Olivia knew she’d win every time. A slow smile crept across her lips as the thought sent waves of pleasure through her.

She was close now, her cock swelling, the tip turning a deep purple. The head looked ready to blow, and Olivia could feel her big balls tightening, ready to release. With two fingers buried deep in her ass, she finally exploded. Blasts of thick, white cum shot out, splattering her shirt and hands. The hot, sticky mess covered everything. More and more cum dripped down her fingers, and once her cock had finished, she lazily rubbed the excess into her skin. It was a good moisturizer, right? She didn’t have the energy to get up and clean herself off anyway.

Within minutes, she drifted off to sleep, content—for now.

The next morning came too soon. Olivia sat through breakfast with her mom, barely speaking. She had no intention of revealing anything about the previous night, finishing her eggs in silence. After a quick goodbye, her mom left for work, mentioning she'd be spending the night at her boyfriend’s, leaving Olivia alone for the evening.

Olivia collapsed onto the couch in her pajamas and spent a couple of hours watching TV. She could’ve done some schoolwork, but the thought of it didn’t excite her at all. Instead, she eventually wandered back to her room for a snack.

Flipping through her phone, she spotted another text from Noah: I’ll call you later today.  Olivia’s stomach flipped. Would she even answer? Her mind flashed back to the kiss—the way being so close to him had thrilled her. Noah was a few inches shorter than her, with boyish good looks that only made him more appealing. Olivia sighed, knowing he was everything she wanted. Sweet, charming… but how could he possibly accept her secret? Just two years ago, they had been friends in high school. How could this ever work?

Shoving those thoughts aside, Olivia threw herself into schoolwork, finishing more than a full day’s worth of assignments before lunch. Afterward, she made herself a sandwich but found she had no appetite. Her eyes kept drifting back to her phone. Why hadn’t he called yet?

She tossed the sandwich and brushed her teeth, then flopped back down on the couch, half-watching the TV in the background. She had almost dozed off when her phone rang. Seeing Noah’s name flash across the screen, Olivia instantly perked up, forgetting she had even considered ignoring the call.

"Hey. Olivia?" Noah’s voice was tentative on the other end.

"Hi, Noah. What’s up?"

"I just wanted to make sure you were okay after last night. I mean… did I freak you out or something?"

"No, no, it’s not that. I’m not a prude or anything. I just… had to go."

There was a pause on the other end. "You can tell me what it was. What’s going on?"

"I don’t want to talk about it, Noah. Not right now."

"Alright, well… maybe we can hang out today? Catch a movie? Or grab a burger? My treat." He tried to keep his tone light.

"I don’t think so. I’ve got a lot of work to do." Her voice sounded heavy, even to herself.

There was another pause, then, "Look, if you don’t want to see me, just say it. I get it. I knew it was probably a long shot considering how many guys were drooling over you last night."

"That’s not IT!" Olivia snapped.

"Then what is it?" Noah’s voice rose, frustration creeping in. "I’m sorry, Olivia. I didn’t mean to yell…"

Olivia couldn’t help but chuckle, the tension breaking. If he thought that was yelling, he had no idea what real anger was.

"Alright, alright. You win. You want to meet somewhere and take it from there?" Olivia offered.

"Yes! Where?"

Olivia gave him the name of a park not too far from her house.

"Oh, okay. I know that area. I used to have a friend who lived around there." Both of them hung up. That "friend" was her.

Olivia didn’t have much time to get ready. She quickly combed through her hair and applied a fresh coat of lipstick, giving her lips a quick smack. Pulling on a pair of jeans, she darted around her room for a moment, scooping up the panties and bras that were scattered across the floor and stuffing them into her closet. It just felt right to tidy up before leaving.

She opened a drawer in her nightstand and pulled out a small box, sorting through it until she found what she was looking for—a picture. Slipping the photo into her pocket, Olivia checked her reflection one more time in the car mirror. She looked good, or at least, she looked natural enough for a spontaneous date like this. There hadn’t been much time to prepare, but somehow, that made the anticipation even more exciting. This was going to be a special kind of date.

Arriving first, Olivia parked her car and made her way to one of the small round tables in the gazebo. The park was quiet, with only a few people around. They’d have the privacy she needed for this conversation.

A few minutes later, she spotted Noah pulling up in his old car. She recognized it from high school. Her own car was different now, but she remembered everything about his. He saw her immediately, smiled, and jogged over to the tiny table, sitting across from her.

“You look beautiful,” he said, his voice warm.

“Thanks. I should mention—I think you look better without the spy get-up,” Olivia teased.

Noah laughed. “Yeah. And now that you’re out of that Vixen costume, I don’t have to worry about you trying to take me down. Not that I didn’t like the costume…”

“Oh, I could take you down anytime, and you’d like it,” she quipped with a mischievous grin.

Noah blushed slightly but kept his smile. “I’m really glad you agreed to meet up, Olivia. We could always go somewhere else after this if you’d prefer, and I can drop you back here later?”

“No, this is fine. I wanted to meet in a neutral spot,” Olivia said, taking a deep breath. “Look… I’ve been thinking about this since last night. There’s something I need to tell you. It’s the only way we can move forward.”

“Move forward with what?” Noah looked concerned but also a little eager.

“I have to be honest with you.” Olivia hesitated for a moment before pulling the picture out of her pocket. She slid it across the small table toward him, and Noah picked it up.

“You probably don’t realize it, but we actually did go to high school together. I’m in that picture,” Olivia said, her voice steady.

Noah’s eyes scanned the photograph. It was a picture of him and an old high school classmate—someone he had been close to back then. As the realization dawned, his face shifted to one of shock and disbelief.

For a moment, no one spoke. Noah kept glancing between Olivia and the picture, trying to reconcile the person in the photo with the woman sitting in front of him. Olivia felt her face grow warm as her nerves kicked in.

“You mean…” Noah began, his eyes wide. “Oh my god, are you telling me you’re—”

“Don’t say it,” Olivia interrupted, her hands moving to cover his on the table. “That was never really me. This is. What do you see?” she asked, her voice softening. “You have to decide. Do you see someone else, or do you see the girl you met last night at the party? The one you thought was beautiful. The one who nearly shoved her tongue down your throat and loved every second of it.”

A whirlwind of emotions passed over Noah’s face—shock, confusion, even a little fear—but after a long pause, his expression softened. He looked at her longingly.

“I see you. Olivia. The only one I see is you. The unbelievably sexy girl who also happens to be built like a tank,” he said, managing a sheepish grin as his hand slipped free from hers to brush a strand of hair out of her face. “And I mean that in a good way!”

A tear welled up in Olivia’s eye as she smiled. Noah cupped her face gently, wiping the tear away with his thumb. She pulled him closer, and their lips met again, the kiss deepening instantly. Her tongue quickly found its way into his mouth, and as their lips smacked together, Olivia’s hands picked up where they had left off the night before, sliding down his back and squeezing his tight butt.

Before they knew it, Noah was halfway in Olivia’s lap, their bodies pressed together as they pawed at each other’s clothes. Olivia’s eyes fluttered open briefly, and out of the corner of her vision, she noticed a small group of parents gathered by a nearby tree, pointing toward the gazebo.

Reluctantly, Olivia pulled away, pushing Noah off her slightly. “We can’t do this here, not unless we want someone calling the cops on us,” she said, her voice low but amused.

Noah blinked, still somewhat dazed. “Uhh… yeah…” He licked his lips, tasting her lipstick as he tried to regain his composure.

“I’ve got an idea though,” Olivia said as she fixed her clothing. “We could go back to my place. It’s empty. Unless that’s too soon for you?” she added coyly, enjoying the effect she had on him.

“Yeah! That sounds perfect!” Noah blurted out, his excitement obvious.

Olivia giggled as she stood up, offering him her hand. They walked hand-in-hand to her car, a nervous but electric energy between them. On the drive back, Olivia couldn’t help but think how strange it was to have him here again. He had been to her house before, back when they were just friends, but now? Now, things were so different.

Once inside the house, Noah paused near the mantle, where Olivia’s mom still proudly displayed the trophies from her high school sports days. He stared at the awards, likely remembering the friend he had known back then, the friend who no longer existed.

Olivia stepped up behind him, her lips brushing against his neck as she whispered in his ear, her voice dripping with seduction. “Let me show you my bedroom.”

Without a word, Noah followed Olivia upstairs to her bedroom.

"It's a lot more... pink than I remember it," Noah said, glancing around as they stepped into her bedroom.

He looked a little nervous, and Olivia felt the same, though she was also intensely aroused. Her bulging erection had yet to scare him off, which was a huge relief. They embraced once more, their lips meeting in a heated kiss, and Olivia couldn’t help but push him onto the bed.

"Oh, so you're just going to throw me around, huh?" he teased, laughing softly.

"You haven't seen anything yet!" Olivia grinned before pouncing on him, straddling his body.

Her lips crashed onto his again, filled with hunger and heat. Noah’s hands found their way to her oversized ass, squeezing and kneading her plush cheeks through her jeans. He couldn’t resist giving her ass a playful slap mid-kiss.

"You, sir, are going to regret that!" she warned him, eyes sparkling with mischief.

"I doubt that!" Noah shot back with a grin.

Olivia’s lips trailed down to his neck, sucking on his skin as she worked her magic. With a swift motion, she grabbed him like a rag doll and ripped his shirt off, throwing it aside before continuing her kisses down his chest and over his stomach. She smiled at his surprised reaction when she placed a soft kiss right over the bulge in his shorts.

"Olivia... oh... wow," he whispered, his breath catching as she teased him.

Without another word, she yanked his shorts down, exposing his erection. Her lips playfully kissed the head of his cock, sending waves of pleasure through him. Noah felt like he might wake up from this perfect dream if he blinked too hard. Olivia’s tongue darted out, sliding up the length of his shaft while one hand wrapped around the base, stroking him with just the right amount of pressure. Her other hand was busy fondling his balls, rolling them in her palm.

She knew exactly how to touch him. After all, she had plenty of experience with her own cock. Olivia’s hands fit more easily around Noah’s cock, but she knew the same tricks that worked for her would drive him wild too. Her tongue flicked over the tip of his cock, coaxing him closer until she couldn’t hold back anymore.

When Noah begged her to take him fully in her mouth, she obliged. Olivia’s lips slid down, engulfing his entire length until her nose was buried in his pubes. She sealed her lips around the base of his cock and sucked, long and deep, while her tongue danced along his shaft.

Noah groaned in response, his hands shaking as they grabbed onto her head, unable to control the waves of pleasure crashing over him. His hips bucked, pushing his cock deeper into her throat, though it hardly mattered—Olivia was far stronger than him and could have easily pulled away if she wanted to. But that was the last thing on her mind.

Her warm, wet mouth and talented tongue worked in perfect harmony, relentlessly pulling the cum from his balls. Her tongue swirled around the sensitive tip, licking and teasing it until...

"FUCK!"

Noah cried out as hot, sticky cum erupted from his cock and filled Olivia’s mouth. She swallowed eagerly, her lips not letting go until every last drop was extracted. Even as the last few dribbles trickled out, Olivia’s tongue continued to caress his shaft, her mouth locked around him, almost driving him to the edge of overstimulation.

When his cock finally popped free from her lips, Olivia licked up the stray drops that had escaped. Noah lay back, trying to catch his breath, completely spent.

Her lips hovered over his as she grinned down at him. "How was that?" The scent of his cum still lingered sweetly on her breath.

"That was... the best thing that's ever happened to me. Thank you, thank you." He kissed her, his gratitude evident.

"I'm glad to hear that," Olivia said, her voice dropping to a sultry purr. "Because now it’s your turn to take care of my girl."

Noah’s gaze dropped down, and he saw her cock straining against the fabric of her jeans. His eyes widened at the sheer size of the bulge. If her hands and feet were any indication of what lay beneath, Noah was in for quite the surprise.

"You're not hiding a beer can in there, right? That's your dick?" he asked, his voice a mix of awe and disbelief.

Olivia didn’t answer right away. Instead, she stood up and pulled off her shirt, letting her breasts bounce free. Then, with tantalizing slowness, she undid the button on her jeans and slid them down her thick thighs, revealing her drenched pink panties underneath.

Noah’s eyes were glued to the obvious outline of her cock, clearly visible through the sheer material of her panties.

"That thing is BIG!" he exclaimed, his voice filled with admiration and shock.

"Mhm." Olivia moaned softly as she wrapped her hand around her bulging erection. She had been leaking pre-cum since they started kissing back at the park. Her panties were soaked through.

"I don’t suppose you’d like to get better acquainted with my girl here?" Olivia teased, giggling as Noah reached out to touch her cock.

His hand tried to wrap around the shaft, but it was too thick for him to get a proper grip. His fingers grazed the warm, pulsing flesh, causing Olivia to moan in response. His hands were trembling slightly as he hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and slid them down her thighs, leaving Olivia to kick them off the rest of the way.

Noah’s mouth fell open as he stared at her fully exposed cock. He lay across her legs, taking in the impressive size from every angle. It was huge—porn-star huge—a beautiful, veiny masterpiece standing proudly at attention. The flared mushroom head pointed straight up toward the ceiling, and her balls hung low, resting against the bed, each the size of a peach.

He struggled to find the words, "Urm... what... what should I do now with it? Should I try to suck it? It looks too big."

Olivia tilted her head, her cock stretching from his chin up to his hairline. She smirked, looking down at him. "Don’t you think you should kiss her first? Romance her a little?"

Noah propped himself up on his elbows, his lips brushing against the spongy head of her cock in a soft kiss. Olivia’s need to feel him fully taking her in was overwhelming now—she couldn’t keep playing around. Grabbing the back of his head, she pulled him down on her cock, his lips stretching wide to accommodate the girth.

"Suck it, Noah!" she cried, her voice full of desire.

Noah swallowed around her thick shaft, his mouth struggling to handle the size, but he tugged and sucked at her cockhead, trying to take in more. Another inch slipped between his lips, and Olivia felt the pleasure building, though it wasn’t enough. She wanted more—needed more. Keeping a firm grip on his head, she spun them both around in one swift movement.

Noah was on his back now, Olivia kneeling over him with her cock still stuffed in his mouth. She slowly lowered her hips, pressing more of her cock into his mouth, her hands gripping his head for control.

"Your mouth feels so good. My girl loves it," she purred.

At first, Noah struggled, but as the fear subsided, he focused on sucking her off, his tongue lapping around the veiny shaft. Olivia pressed more of her cock between his lips, pushing it deeper, testing his limits as it reached the back of his throat.

Noah remembered how she had taken his entire cock earlier, giving him the best blowjob of his life. He wanted to return the favor, even as tears welled up in his eyes from the strain. He fought through it, opening his throat wider to take her deeper, inch by inch.

"Oh, Noah, you crazy boy. I can’t hold back much longer. I’m gonna fill you up with so much cum."

Their eyes met, his throat stretching to accommodate her thickness. Olivia's cock slid deeper as she began to rock her hips, fucking his face with short, controlled thrusts. He could feel her growing inside him, the cockhead swelling against his throat, and he knew she was about to explode.

"NOW!" she cried.

The cum shot up from her balls, racing through her shaft before erupting deep into his throat. Stream after stream of thick, sticky cum poured down Noah’s throat, and he swallowed greedily, feeling the hot liquid fill his stomach. Olivia’s cock was like a fire hydrant, and her balls seemed to hold an endless supply of creamy goodness. Noah didn’t mind the taste—he liked that it was distinctly Olivia. The volume was overwhelming, so much so that it dripped down his chin.

Another heavy spurt, and finally, Olivia was done. Her cock softened just enough to pop free from his throat. Noah’s face was flushed red, and he swallowed the remnants of her cum before she pulled her cock fully from his lips.

Olivia collapsed next to him, a silly smile plastered across her face, basking in the sweet relief. Her sticky cock lay across her thigh, cum still dripping down her legs.

"She likes you. She really likes you," Olivia giggled, leaning in to kiss him again and again. His face was still covered in cum, and she licked it clean, savoring every drop.

Pulling his head against her chest, Olivia sighed contentedly as Noah’s lips kissed and licked the soft flesh of her breasts. It felt incredible. She pushed her tits against his face, encouraging him to play with her nipples. He eagerly nibbled and sucked, sending shivers through her body.

"So, do you like my girl?" she asked playfully, his face nestled between her breasts.

"Yesss," he hissed, blowing hot breath on her nipples.

"Why don’t you fuck my tits if you like them so much?" Olivia teased.

His eyes lit up from between her breasts. "I can do that?"

"You better, you little titty fucker," Olivia teased, smirking. "Come on and straddle them."

Noah didn’t need to be told twice. He swung a leg over her, positioning himself with his knees on either side of her chest, his cock already stiff again. Olivia wrapped her hands around it, stroking him with expert precision.

"Do we need some cream or something?" he asked, a bit uncertain.

Olivia’s response was simple—she grabbed his ass and pulled him closer, slurping his cock into her mouth. She bathed his length in saliva, coating it thoroughly before using the leftover cum from her earlier orgasm to slick up her breasts.

"Well, titty fucker? Time to live up to your name."

Noah pressed his cock into her cleavage, the warm skin enveloping his length like silk. Olivia pressed her tits together tightly, trapping his cock between them, and the excess cum from earlier worked as the perfect lubricant.

"I think you can do better than that, Noah," Olivia teased, sticking her tongue out at him. "You might as well get it all out now, baby, because after this, I’m going to put you down on that bed and fuck you."

The words spurred him on, and he thrust his cock harder into the tight crevice between her tits, faster and faster, the wet flesh slapping against him with each movement.

"Oh... you are, huh?" he panted, his thrusts growing more urgent.

"Mmmhmm. You better be ready. Just wait until my girl is buried inside you." Olivia slammed her breasts against his thighs, her words teasing him relentlessly.

"Yeah... well... not before I give you a pearl necklace," he gasped, thrusting with all his might.

Olivia would have laughed if she wasn’t so focused on catching the tip of his cock with her tongue every time it pushed through her cleavage.

The pleasure built quickly for Noah, and with one final thrust, he couldn’t hold back any longer. He and Olivia moaned together as thick ropes of cum shot out, covering her chest. Olivia held her tits tightly around his cock, milking every last drop from him. His cock throbbed, far too sensitive now, but he had no choice but to endure it as she continued to squeeze him.

When he was spent, Olivia scooped up the remnants of his cum from her chest, sucking her fingers clean. She was promised a pearl necklace, but in reality, she got only a few pearls. Noah would soon learn how quickly her balls refilled. She was as hard as ever and still just as horny, ready to keep going all night.

She patted his back with a knowing smile.

Olivia grabbed a pillow and placed it in the center of the bed. She pointed to it and commanded, "Lay on top of it, on your back."

Noah obeyed without hesitation. Olivia lifted his legs onto her strong shoulders, giving her the first full view of his sweet, delicious-looking ass. His vulnerable little hole was perfectly exposed, ready for her. She couldn’t wait any longer. Olivia worked up a thick glob of spit and dropped it right on his tight anal ring. But before she continued, she reached into the bedside drawer, pulling out a bottle of lube.

"Can’t forget this," she teased, smearing the slick lube generously over her thick shaft. She poured some onto her fingers and gently rubbed it around his tight hole. The lube added a smooth, slippery layer that would make what came next much easier—though Noah was still in for quite a ride.

Olivia rubbed the pre-cum leaking from her tip down her shaft, eyes locked on him. "Tell me you want it."

His little butt wiggled on the pillow as he gazed up into her eyes. "I want you, Olivia. I want to feel all of you inside me."

"Me too. A million times over."

With that, Olivia pressed the slick head of her cock against the entrance of his lubed-up asshole. Noah's face contorted, the pressure evident. Slowly, the thick cockhead slipped inside with a snap of her hips, stretching him in ways he never imagined.

"It's so fucking big," he managed through clenched teeth, his body shuddering.

"So fucking tight," Olivia replied, her voice low with pleasure.

She inched deeper, each movement sending waves of pleasure through her entire body. Olivia’s cock had never been this hard before, and she had never felt so sensitive. Noah moaned as her thick, pulsing cock filled him, pushing his limits. She gripped his legs tightly, thrusting further, until every last inch of her shaft was buried inside him. His chest heaved as he struggled to adjust to the fullness.

Olivia started slowly, gently pumping her hips against his ass, feeling his tender walls grip her cock with each thrust. But soon, her need took over, and her movements became less gentle. She pulled halfway out, then slammed back in with force. Her big balls slapped hard against his backside.

"This is incredible! Your fucking ass... is so tight, Noah," she groaned, pounding him to the hilt.

Noah tried to speak, but all he could manage were desperate moans of pleasure. Olivia bent his legs down lower, leaning forward to kiss his lips, her long hair cascading around them. His arms wrapped around her back, nails digging into her skin as their mouths crashed together in a messy, heated kiss. Olivia’s hips didn’t stop—her cock continued driving deeper and deeper into him, relentlessly.

His ass clenched and tightened around her with every thrust, gripping her massive shaft like a vice. Noah kissed and licked her chin as she moaned into his mouth, completely lost in the rhythm of their bodies. Her eyes were squeezed shut, and every ounce of her strength was focused on pounding his tight hole.

"Damn... your ass is... FUCK!" she gasped, her hips slamming into him harder.

The pleasure was almost unbearable. The only reason she had lasted this long was because she had already cum in his mouth earlier. She knew she wouldn’t be able to hold out much longer—the pressure inside her was building fast.

Each brutal thrust pushed her closer to the edge. Noah’s body shook beneath her, his ass hugging her cock tighter and tighter. Her shaft swelled inside him, the girth growing even thicker as her climax neared.

Noah’s moans became louder and more frantic, his entire body trembling. With Olivia pounding deep inside him, his own cock began to throb uncontrollably. The pressure of her huge cock slamming into his prostate over and over sent him spiraling into his own orgasm. He gasped as his cock twitched violently, and without even touching himself, a steady stream of cum dripped from his cock, pooling onto his stomach and chest. He had never experienced anything like this before—an orgasm that just kept coming, even after already cumming twice tonight. But this one was different, intense in a way that left him craving more. He couldn’t believe how powerful it felt, and now he knew—he was going to keep getting more, over and over because he was with Olivia now. They were together now, and he felt lucky as fuck.

"I can’t hold it in! I’m gonna BLOW!" Olivia cried, dragging her lips off his just long enough to shout.

In an instant, her cock erupted. Hot, sticky cum surged from her balls, shooting deep into Noah’s ass. He could feel the warmth flood his insides as volley after volley of thick cream filled him to the brim. The excess spilled out around his stretched hole, dripping onto the bed in sticky streams.

Olivia’s orgasm rocked them both. Her legs trembled as she emptied every last drop from her swollen balls, filling Noah completely. Tears streamed down both their faces, the intensity of the moment overwhelming them.

Finally, Olivia set Noah’s shaking legs down. Her cock slipped free from his well-fucked ass, and she collapsed on top of him, her heaving breasts pressed against his chest. Neither of them could move, even if they wanted to, and neither had anywhere they’d rather be.

Noah couldn’t imagine driving home after this, but it didn’t matter—Olivia would take care of him.

"Thank you, Noah. That was perfect. Better than perfect," she whispered, kissing him softly.

"Mhm, it was," he breathed, still catching his breath. "Hopefully I won’t have to wait too long for my turn." His hands squeezed her ample ass playfully.

Olivia giggled, "Don’t worry. You’ll get it—and more. Just remember, I’m the top in this relationship. You’re mine."

They lay there together, the afterglow of their passion settling in as the night grew quieter around them. Olivia smiled down at him, gently stroking his cheek. At this moment, nothing else mattered. Noah was hers, and he wouldn’t have it any other way. Together, they drifted off to sleep, wrapped in each other’s arms, knowing that whatever came next, they'd face it together—happily ever after.
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