
        
            
                
            
        

    
*Author's note: All characters depicted in these works of fiction are 18 years of age or older. No familial relations between any characters. All characters are fully consenting adults.*

______________________________________________________

I watched my wife pull away from the driveway on her way to work as a pharmacist. My heart was racing and my mind was buzzing with euphoria.

I couldn’t help but feel a little bad, ever since I was laid off — the brunt of the breadwinning was on her shoulders, but god, I needed a break.

I bit my lip as I watched her car drive down the street. My legs rushed towards her closet.

It was a total mess in there, but in the best way. Racks of thin-strapped tank tops, blouses with plunging necklines and puffy sleeves and little pearl buttons, sundresses with bright flowers, pencil skirts ready to grip an ass and make it pop. Her bras were in a drawer, a garden of lace and smooth satin, all different colors. Panties and thongs and those tiny mesh boyshorts, piled like candy.

I took my time, touching each fabric, letting my fingers skim the textures. I pulled out the pretty white miniskirt and matching white tube top. They were so revealing and slutty.

I bit my lip, my cock throbbed already as I laid the miniskirt and tube top on the bed.

I ripped all of my clothes off in an instant — desperate to dress up like the slut that I knew I was deep down. I grabbed the miniskirt and tube top, pulling the delicate fabric over my skin.

“Mmmh~” I moaned, feeling the soft clothing ghost over my trembling body. My nipples pushed up against the thin white tube top, and my hard cock tented up against the miniskirt.

God… I looked amazing.

I tried to walk. I tried to pose. I couldn’t stop laughing at myself, but it wasn’t mean laughter—it was this giddy release. I moved to the mirror, twisting, posing, making kissy faces, arching my back and flipping my hair.

My cock was already dripping, perhaps a pair of slutty panties would hide my manhood?

I opened up her panty drawer, picking out a thin pink pair that looked more like dental floss. A dainty bow on the waistband was the cherry on top.

I laid on the bed, wiggling the panties up my toned legs.

I whimpered as the panties covered my cock, the fabric already wet with precum. Fuck, the feeling of the strand digging into my ass was so good… so dirty.

My hand groped the bulge pressing up against the miniskirt. I was already so close to blowing my load.

"I'm such a fucking slut," I moaned, stroking myself harder through the thin fabric. "Such a dirty little slut in my wife's clothes."

The front door clicked open.

"Hey babe, I forgot my wallet!" Hannah's voice echoed through the house.

My blood turned to ice. My hand froze mid-stroke as panic seized my chest. I couldn't move, couldn't breathe. The sound of her heels clicked against the hardwood floors, getting closer with each step.

"Babe? Are you still home?" she called out, her voice now in the hallway.

I tried to jump up, to hide, to do anything, but my body wouldn't respond. I was caught—dressed in her clothes, cock bulging against her panties, sprawled across our bed like some perverted mannequin.

The bedroom door swung open. Hannah stood there, keys still in hand, mouth dropping open as she took in the sight before her.

"What the fuck?" she whispered — her wavy blonde hair falling over her flushed face.

“J-John?”

I scrambled to cover myself with a pillow, but it was pointless. "Hannah, I can explain—"

Her eyes narrowed, scanning me from head to toe. The tube top stretched across my chest. The miniskirt hiked up around my waist. The tiny pink panties barely containing my erection.

Her lips pursed together, a glimmer in her eyes. It didn’t seem like anger… but something else.

Hannah crossed her arms over her chest, her blue eyes devouring me in the pathetic, dirty state.

“I can’t believe it… I’m out, busting my ass to provide for us — and you are dressing up like a sissy.”

Her words cut through me like a knife. She was right… I was… pathetic.

“You aren’t a man.” She huffed, walking into the bedroom. “You’re a pathetic little sissy, aren’t you?”

Blush seared across my face. There was no denying it.

The corners of Hannah’s lips broke into a smile. “You know… this may be perfect.”

I gulped. What was she going on about?

Hannah walked over to her desk drawer with authority. I laid on the bed, shaking like a deer in headlights as she hummed gently, fingers digging in the desk.

“Ah, perfect.” She purred, pulling out a tiny pill bottle.

The woman scoffed as she tossed the bottle onto the foot of the bed.

“Wh-what is that?” I croaked, the bedroom closing in around us as beads of sweat ran down my shaking body.

Hannah strolled to the bed, her hips swaying with each step. She sat on the edge, the mattress dipping under her weight. A wicked smile spread across her face, her eyes glinting with something I'd never seen before.

"It's an experimental drug from the lab," she said, picking up the bottle and shaking it. The pills rattled inside. "We've been testing it for months. It rewrites DNA."

My throat went dry. "What does it do?"

"It'll make you exactly what you're pretending to be," she purred, twisting the cap off. "One pill and you'll grow tits, lose that cock, get a real pussy. Everything you're playing dress-up for."

"That's—that's impossible," I stammered, my heart pounding so hard I thought it might burst.

Hannah laughed, a sound both beautiful and terrifying. "Is it? You think I didn't notice the browser history? The way you look at my clothes? This pill will make those dreams real."

She tipped a small pink pill into her palm. It looked so harmless, like candy.

"I don't believe you," I whispered, but my cock twitched hard against the panties, betraying me.

Hannah smirked, holding out her palm with the pink pill resting on her skin. “Try it… if you want to stop playing dress-up and experience the real thing.”

I gulped. My trembling hand reached out with a mind of its own. This was wrong, an experimental pill? Who knows what this may do to me… but the risk seemed like nothing compared to what it could do.

Secretly, I dreamed of being a girl. Dreamed of being a dirty slut — if this pill worked, then my dreams would come true.

I took the pill, whimpering as my eyes met hers.

Hannah nodded, smirking.

With a deep breath, I tossed the pill into my mouth.

The pill slid down my throat, and for a moment, nothing happened. Hannah watched me with those hungry blue eyes, waiting.

"How long does it—AHHH!" A bolt of lightning shot through my body. I collapsed back on the bed, my spine arching as fire raced through my veins.

"Oh god, oh fuck!" I screamed, clawing at the sheets. My skin felt like it was melting, reforming, stretching in impossible ways.

Hannah stood up, watching with a wicked smile. "It's starting. Don't fight it."

My chest burned first, the flesh bubbling and expanding. The tube top grew tight as my pecs swelled outward, forming soft mounds that kept growing. My nipples darkened, spreading wider across my new tits.

"Hannah!" I gasped, my voice cracking higher. "O-oh!"

My waist cinched inward, bones shifting in a way that wasn’t painful — but so strange. Hips flared outward, stretching the miniskirt to its limits. My ass filled out, growing plump and round.

The strangest sensation came from between my legs. My cock felt like it was being sucked inside my body, the skin folding inward. The panties grew loose as my bulge shrank, then disappeared completely. A wet heat spread as new folds of flesh formed.

My face burned as cheekbones shifted higher, jaw narrowing. My lips plumped up, and my eyelashes grew longer.

With a final gasp, I collapsed on the sheet, sweating and panting like a bitch in heat.

“O-ohhh~” I whimpered, my new, feminine voice filling the air as the room spun around me.

Hannah laughed, “Fuck, it works better than I thought.”

The woman eyed my new body up and down. “Perfect.” She huffed, her smile was evil as she licked her lips.

"L-let me see," I begged, my new voice high and breathy. I stumbled to my feet, wobbling as I tried to balance on legs that felt too long, hips that swayed without my permission.

Hannah grabbed my wrist, her fingers easily circling it completely. "Come on, princess. Let's see what you've become."

She dragged me to the full-length mirror in the corner of our bedroom. My eyes went wide, a gasp escaping my plump lips as I stared at the stranger looking back at me.

"Oh my god," I whispered, touching my face with trembling fingers. My skin was smooth as silk, cheekbones high and delicate. Long eyelashes framed bright eyes that seemed bigger, more expressive. My hair had grown several inches, falling in soft waves past my shoulders.

The white tube top stretched obscenely over my new tits—full, perky C-cups with hard nipples poking through the thin fabric. My waist curved inward dramatically before flaring out to wide, feminine hips. The miniskirt barely covered my ass, which had grown so round and juicy it made my mouth water.

"This can't be real," I whimpered, turning to see myself from different angles. My ass jiggled with each movement, and between my legs, the pink panties now hugged a smooth mound with no trace of my former cock. “Holy shit…”

Hannah stood behind me, her hands sliding around to cup my new tits. “Mmh~” She purred, groping my chest. “It’s real, honey. Everything that you hoped for?”
I moaned as her hands grabbed at my new, sensitive tits. My new clit throbbed as I whimpered.

I nodded. This was… surreal. Deep down, I always yearned to be a girl. And now…

Hannah’s eyes flicked up to meet mine in the mirror’s reflection. “We’re only getting started…”

I whimpered, what was she talking about?

Hannah pulled her hands off my chest, my nipples hard and straining through the tank top as she sat back on the edge of the bed. She draped one leg over the other, tossing her hair back as she giggled. “You know our neighbor? Phil, the tall guy?”

I nodded.

“Well,” She continued, “He is a real pervert. Guy hits on me every day, talking about all the dirty things he wants to do to me.”

“What?” I said, heart racing. “I had no idea.”

Hannah just laughed, “I never took him up on his offer, as enticing as it is…” Her eyes glimmered. “I bet he’d pay a fine penny to take a crack at your sexy new body, don’t you think?”

My heart was racing like a stallion. Me, being fucked by a man?

Sure, I had a woman’s body… but I couldn’t do that, right? Despite my brain telling me no, my body was screaming to be fucked. My nipples tingled, and my pussy was sopping right through the paper thin panties I had on underneath.

“I think it's only fair, don’t you?” She purred.

It was wrong. But god, I couldn’t help it. Dressing up like a girl was one thing, but being fucked like one?

I nodded, stray hairs sticking to my blushing face. “Y-yes. I’ll do it.”

“Are you sure?”

I gulped. I was sure. I didn’t care how wrong or dirty it was — I needed this.

Hannah smirked as she stood and walked to her phone on the counter.

"Let me get a picture of you first," Hannah said, holding up her iPhone. "I need to show Phil what he's getting."

My face flushed hot. "Wait, you're going to send him pictures of me like this?"

"Don't be shy now," she cooed, pointing the camera at me. "Give me a sexy pose. Show off that hot new body."

I stood frozen for a moment, then awkwardly put one hand on my hip, trying to look seductive. My heart pounded against my new breasts.

"Come on, you can do better than that," Hannah laughed. "Pout those lips. Push those tits out."

I did as she instructed, arching my back to thrust my chest forward, parting my lips in what I hoped was a sexy expression. The camera clicked several times.

"Now turn around," Hannah commanded. "Show me that juicy ass. Lift the skirt up."

I swallowed hard but obeyed, turning to face the mirror. I slowly lifted the hem of the miniskirt, revealing the pink panties stretched tight across my plump ass. I bent over slightly, looking back over my shoulder at the camera.

“That’s it, slut.” Hannah moaned, licking her lips.

My hot blush was enough to put the sun to shame. This was so slutty… and so fucking sexy.

My new cunt was sopping wetness all over the panties, the scent cutting through the air like salty honey.

“Now… let’s send them over.”

I watched as Hannah typed away, giggling to herself.

“My new friend is in town, and she needs a huge cock to play with…” Hannah muttered to herself as she typed.

“W-what about the payment?” I muttered.

Hannah darted her eyes up to me, “First round will be free, show him a good time, and he’ll pay whatever we want after.”

First time? How many times would I fuck him?

My knees rattled as my clit pounded like a war drum.

“Perfect.” Hannah giggled, “He’s on his way.”

“A-already?” I gasped.

Hannah smirked, “I guess he liked what you had to offer.”

The minutes ticked by like hours as I paced the bedroom, tugging at the tiny skirt that barely covered my new assets. My heart hammered against my ribs, threatening to burst through my chest.

"How do I look?" I asked Hannah for the tenth time, smoothing my hands over the tube top.

"Like a perfect little slut," she replied, fixing my hair. "He's going to love you."

A sharp knock at the front door made me yelp in surprise. My new pussy clenched tight, leaking more wetness into the already soaked panties.

Hannah giggled, her eyes lighting up with excitement. "Wait here," she whispered, giving my ass a hard slap before heading to the door.

I heard muffled voices from the hallway, then footsteps approaching. Hannah returned, holding Phil's hand as she guided him into our bedroom. His eyes went wide when he saw me, his gaze traveling slowly up and down my trembling body.

"Holy shit," Phil whispered as he ran his hand through his shaggy black hair. He was taller than I remembered, broad-shouldered with dark stubble and hungry eyes. "You weren't kidding, Hannah."

Hannah squeezed his bicep. "Told you she was hot."

Phil stepped closer, circling me like a predator. I could smell his cologne, something musky and masculine that made my nipples harden instantly.

"What's your name, sweetheart?" he asked, his voice deep and gravelly.

"J-" I stopped. “Janice.”

He smirked, tilting my chin up to meet his gaze. Already his cock was bulging against his pants.

“So fucking sexy.”

His masculine, manly aroma filled the air. It was intoxicating.

Hannah smirked, leaning against the dresser as she stared at us hungrily. “Janice here needs a real man to fuck her, isn’t that right?”

I gulped, nodding. “Y-yes~”

Phil laughed. “Well, you found him.”

His strong arms wrap around my waist as he yanks me against his hard chest. Before I can say another word, his mouth crashes down on mine. The shock of his lips against mine makes me freeze for just a second—this is my first kiss as a woman. His stubble scratches my soft skin in the most delicious way.

"Mmph!" I moan against his mouth as I surrender completely, my body going limp in his arms. His tongue pushes between my lips, exploring my mouth with authority. I've never been kissed like this—so rough and demanding. So masculine.

His huge hands slide down my back and suddenly grip both of my ass cheeks hard, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh. I gasp into his mouth, my new pussy gushing wetness down my thighs.

“Ahh yesss~” I moaned as he sucked my tongue.

"Fuck, her ass is perfect," Phil growls to Hannah without breaking the kiss.

Hannah laughs from somewhere behind us. "Squeeze it harder. She loves that."

Phil obeys, digging his fingers deeper into my plump ass, nearly lifting me off the ground. My legs spread instinctively as I press my tits against his chest, grinding my soaked pussy against the massive bulge in his jeans.

“Oh god!” I gasped, my mind reeling as the pleasure surged through me. “OH FUCK!”

The man chuckled, lifting my new body effortlessly.

I whimpered, wrapping my legs around his waist as he let out another groan. “Dirty whore… can’t wait to breed that cunt of yours.”

Hannah bit her lip. “Fill her. Best part is that she’s a virgin.”

Phil raised an eyebrow. “Oh, is that so?”

I blushed, nodding as my spine tingled. “My pussy has never been fucked.”

“Good. I love a fresh cunt.” Phil grinned.

Without warning, the man tossed me onto the bed. My legs spread in the air as the mattress creaked.

“Oh fuck!” I panted.

Phil crawled onto the bed like a hungry animal, his eyes locked on my soaked panties.

"Let's see how sweet you taste," he growled, grabbing my ankles and yanking me toward him.

He started at my ankles, planting wet kisses up my smooth legs. Each touch of his lips sent electric shocks straight to my core. His stubble scratched against my inner thighs as he moved higher, making me squirm.

"Please," I begged, not even knowing what I was begging for.

When he reached the thin fabric covering my pussy, he inhaled deeply. "Fuck, you smell amazing," he groaned, hooking his fingers into my panties and slowly pulling them down.

“Ah~” I gasped as cool air hit my exposed pussy. Phil stared at my glistening folds with pure lust.

"So pretty and pink," he whispered, running one finger along my slit.

"Oh god!" I cried out, my back arching off the bed at just that light touch.

Hannah moved closer, watching with hungry eyes. "Taste her," she commanded.

Phil didn't need to be told twice. He buried his face between my thighs, his hot tongue parting my virgin folds with one long, slow lick.

"FUUUUCK!" I screamed, my entire body convulsing. Nothing had ever felt this good. His tongue was rough yet soft, exploring every inch of my new pussy.

His hands explored every inch of my body as I squirmed. My skirt rode around my waist as he grabbed the fabric of my top, yanking it up and freeing my bouncing tits.

His dark eyes glanced up as he continued to devour my pussy. I whimpered, blushing with trembling eyes as his manly hands grabbed hold of my chest, groping and massaging my tits expertly.

Phil's tongue gives my clit one final flick before he starts to move upward. His mouth travels over my stomach, leaving wet kisses that make me shiver. My back arches as he reaches my tits, taking each nipple into his hot mouth, sucking hard enough to make me cry out.

"Oh god, oh fuck," I whimper as he continues kissing up my neck, my jaw, until finally his mouth finds mine again.

The taste hits me immediately – tangy and sweet. My own pussy juices coat his lips and tongue as we make out. It's dirty and nasty, and I loved it so fucking much.

"You taste yourself?" he growls against my mouth.

"Yes," I moan, my hand sliding between our bodies until I find the massive bulge straining against his jeans. "Oh my god!"

I squeeze his cock through the denim, amazed at how thick and long it feels. Nothing like my old one. This is a real man's cock.

Phil grabs my hair, yanking my head back as he stares into my eyes. "Take out my cock, slut."

Something primal awakens in me. My eyes glaze over as I look up at him. "Yes, Daddy," I purr, my fingers fumbling with his belt buckle.

Hannah gasps from the corner. "Oh, she's a natural."

I yank down his zipper, my hands shaking with excitement. When I pull down his boxers, his thick, hard, and throbbing manhood sprang free — already dripping precum onto my belly.

“Mmmh~” I moaned, grabbing the shaft. I panted again, my hand stroking up and down his thick manhood.

The pleasure was already so intense as I spread my legs around his body.

Phil groaned, his hands on either side of my head as his muscles tensed. The scent of his musty aroma was so strong — so intoxicating.

My delicate fingers traced every inch of his cock — feeling the veins and hard rod beneath the skin.

"Please," I whisper, my eyes wide with need. "I need it inside me."

Phil smirks, positioning himself between my spread legs. He takes his massive cock in hand and starts rubbing the swollen head against my virgin pussy lips. Up and down he drags it, coating his shaft with my juices, pressing just enough to part my folds but not entering.

"Ohhh fuck!" I cry out, bucking my hips desperately. "Please, please, please! Put it in me! I need your cock so bad!"

"Listen to her beg," Hannah laughs from beside the bed. "Such a little cockslut already."

Phil continues his torture, circling my throbbing clit with his tip, then sliding down to tease my entrance. Each pass makes me wetter, needier.

"You want this dick, baby?" he growls, pressing just the head against my opening.

"Yes! Fuck me, Daddy! Please fuck my pussy!" I'm practically sobbing now, my body on fire.

With one powerful thrust, Phil slams his entire length inside me. The stretch is incredible, painful and perfect all at once. My virgin pussy burns as it's forced open, but the fullness is everything I've ever wanted.

"FUUUUUUCK!" I scream, my back arching off the bed. My nails dig into his shoulders as he bottoms out inside me.

"So fucking tight," Phil grunts, holding still for a moment.

His body pinned mine down as I wrapped my legs around his waist, locking him inside me. My cunt milked his shaft, gripping it like a glove. I could feel each vein throbbing inside of my wet walls as the pleasure burned so fucking good.

Without warning, Phil pulls back until just the tip remains inside me, then slams forward with brutal force.

"OH GOD!" I scream, my entire body jolting from the impact.

He doesn't stop. He doesn't slow down. He fucks me like a man possessed, each thrust harder and deeper than the last. The wet slapping sounds of his hips against mine fill the room as he pounds my virgin pussy mercilessly.

"FUCK! FUCK! FUUUUCK!" I wail, my voice reaching pitches I never knew possible. My tits bounce wildly with each impact, jiggling up to my chin before crashing back down.

"Take it, slut!" Phil growls, grabbing my ankles and pushing them back beside my head, folding me in half as he drives even deeper.

The new angle hits something inside me that makes stars explode behind my eyes. "RIGHT THERE! OH MY GOD, RIGHT THERE!"

Hannah watches wide-eyed as Phil destroys my pussy, her hand between her legs as she masturbates to the sight of her husband being fucked senseless.

"Harder!" I beg, tears streaming down my face from the overwhelming pleasure. "Fuck me harder, Daddy!"

Phil's hands grip my waist, his fingers digging in hard enough to leave bruises as he jackhammers into me. My pussy makes obscene squelching noises as his cock pistons in and out.

“TAKE IT!” The man roared.

He pulled his cock out of me, making me pant as my white juices ran down his shaft as he gripped my waist.

In one movement, he spun me around on my stomach.

“Ah!” I wailed, squirming on my stomach as my hands gripped the sheets.

Phil slapped his wet, hard cock on my ass, making the cheeks ripple as I moaned into the bed. “Mmmh~”

“Such a perfect ass.” He groaned, grabbing one cheek with his hand.

He spread my ass, revealing my two, wet holes as I panted like a bitch in heat — arching my back.

“Mmh, so hot.” Hannah moaned from the side, her hand deep inside of her pants as she sat perched on the edge of the dresser. The woman’s eyes were glazed with lust as she watched me — her ‘husband’ — being claimed and fucked by a REAL man.

With one hand spreading my ass, Phil slowly pushed his cock back inside of me from behind.

I wailed as the pleasure shot through my body once more.

Phil's fingers tangle in my long hair, twisting it around his fist before yanking my head back with a brutal snap. The pain shoots down my spine, making my pussy clench around his cock.

"AHHH!" I scream as he uses my hair like reins, controlling me while he slams into me from behind. My scalp burns deliciously as he pulls harder, forcing my back into a deep arch.

"Take this fucking cock, you little whore!" he snarls, his hips becoming a blur as he pounds me with animal ferocity. The bed frame slams against the wall with each thrust, pictures rattling on the walls.

My tits swing wildly beneath me, my nipples grazing the sheets with each violent thrust. The new angle lets him hit places inside me I never knew existed, sending lightning bolts of pleasure through my trembling body.

"OH FUCK! OH FUCK! I'M GONNA CUM!" I wail, my voice breaking as the pressure builds to unbearable heights.

The man picked up the pace, grunting as sweat fell onto my back. His pelvis slammed against my cheeks with each thrust — leaving bruises as he claimed me.

The man pulled on my hair like reins on of a horse, my eyes rolled back in sheer ecstasy as all I could muster were pathetic whimpers.

My back arched so much that I feared that it may snap in half — but I didn’t care at all. All I cared about was taking the man’s thick cock.

“AHH YES YES YES!” I wailed.

“Fucking whore.” Phil grunted, giving my ass a hard slap. I yelped as the red handprint seared my ass like a brand of ownership.

From the side, Hannah moaned softly, fingering herself wildly at the sight of her once-husband being fucked.

"You're nothing but a worthless cum bucket," Phil growled, his voice dropping to a dangerous rumble. "That's all you're good for—taking cock like the brainless slut you are."

His words shot straight to my clit, making it throb harder. Each degrading syllable turned me on more than the last.

"Yes!" I sobbed, drool dripping from my open mouth onto the sheets. "I'm just a hole for you to use!"

"Look at you," he sneered, slapping my ass again, harder this time. "A cute woman, reduced to a whimpering bitch. Pathetic."

He grabbed my shoulders, driving his cock so deep I felt it in my stomach. "This is what you wanted all along, isn't it? To be treated like garbage while a real man splits you open?"

"Yes, yes, yes!" I couldn't stop the words pouring out. "I'm garbage! I'm trash! Use me like the worthless whore I am!"

Phil laughed cruelly, his fingers digging bruises into my hips. "Your pussy's the only thing about you worth anything. And even that's just a hole to dump my cum in."

Hannah moaned from the corner. "Tell her what she is, Phil. Make her say it."

Phil yanked my hair again, pulling my ear close to his mouth. "Tell me what you are, bitch. Say it loud so that the entire neighborhood can hear.”

"I'm a worthless cu-cum bucket! AH!” I wailed, my orgasm rocking through me. The pleasure hit me like a bolt of lightning. So fucking intense! “AH YES FUCK YES!”

My pussy convulsed around his shaft as I came, my entire body shaking uncontrollably. Phil growled, suddenly yanking his cock out of me with a wet pop.

"Turn the fuck around," he commanded, flipping me over roughly.

I barely had time to catch my breath before his hand gripped my jaw, forcing my mouth open. He slapped his thick, glistening cock against my cheek, leaving streaks of my own juices across my flushed skin.

"SMACK! SMACK!"

The sound of his heavy meat hitting my face echoed through the room.

"Suck it, you worthless slut," he growled, rubbing his dripping cockhead across my trembling lips. "Taste your pussy on my dick."

My orgasm was still pulsing through me, making my thighs quiver as I opened my mouth wider. He slapped my other cheek with his cock, harder this time, making me whimper.

"I said SUCK IT!" Phil roared, grabbing a fistful of my hair.

“Oh!” I eagerly wrapped my lips around his massive shaft, moaning as the taste of my own pussy filled my mouth. My cunt was still spasming, sending aftershocks of pleasure through my body as I took him deeper.

"That's it," he groaned, watching my lipstick smear along his length. "Choke on it."

Hannah moved closer, her eyes wild with lust. "So. Fucking. Hot.”

“Ghhgghhgggg~” I gagged.

Phil gripped my head like a basketball as he thrusted his cock in and out of my mouth — using me like a dirty hole.

My tongue lashed against the filthy, sticky shaft as saliva rolled down my chin. The cock tasted so filthy, but in the best way.

I sucked it like a lollipop, my teary eyes blinking open as I stared up at the man, panting and sweating as the pleasure filled him.

“So fucking nice.” He groaned. “A natural cock sucker.”

“Mmmh~” I moaned, gagging on the shaft.

“Ready for my load?” He chuckled.

“Mmph!” I gagged, unable to speak — but he knew exactly what I needed.

Phil pulled out of my mouth with a wet pop, his cock shining with my spit as he stroked it rapidly.

"Open wide, cocksucker," he growled, aiming his throbbing member at my face.

I obeyed instantly, my jaw dropping open as I stuck out my tongue. My eyes stayed locked on his, pleading for his cum like the desperate slut I'd become.

“C-cover me!” I moaned shamelessly. “I need your cum!”

"Fuck yeah, take it," Phil grunted, his hand a blur as he jerked himself off. "Gonna paint that pretty face."

Without warning, he shoved his cock back into my mouth, thrusting hard and fast. My throat bulged as he used my face like a fleshlight, his balls slapping against my chin with each brutal stroke.

"Gluk! Gluk! Gluk!" The obscene sounds filled the room as tears streamed down my cheeks. I couldn't breathe, but I didn't care. All that mattered was pleasing him.

"Look at her take it," Hannah moaned from beside us, her fingers still working between her legs. "Such a good little face-fucked whore."

Phil's rhythm grew erratic, his breathing heavy as he fucked my throat raw. His cock swelled even larger, the veins pulsing against my tongue.

"Gonna cum!" he roared, suddenly yanking his cock free. "FUCK!"

“MMMH!” I sucked like a vacuum.

His cock throbbed one last time before erupting like a volcano.

The hot, thick ropes of cum shot out, flooding my mouth with the salty goodness. “Ggghggg~” I gagged, trying to devour all the cream that I could — but there was so much!

Phil pulled his cock out of my mouth, grunting as he stroked the shaft.

I tilted my head back, letting the rest of the creamy filth cover my flustered face.

“Ohh yesss!” I gasped, more ropes shooting across my face and into my hair. The thick cream glazed me like a donut as the pungent scent filled my lungs.

“Fucking shit.” Phil panted, the last drops of his cream landing on my tongue.

“So good.”

I collapsed, squirming on the sheets as I struggled to breathe. The cum and sweat combined, rolling down my body as the remnants of my orgasm lingered in my head. It was so amazing.

“Fuck…” Hannah moaned, standing onto her feet. She pulled her hand out of her pants, her fingers glistening with her own grool as she walked over. I bit my lip as she crawled onto the bed like a stalking lioness.

Her smile grew as she licked her lips. “That cum looks so good. Mind if I have a taste?”
Before I could respond, Hannah licked the cream and spit off my mouth. I moaned as she licked the cum, moaning as she did. “So yummy!”

Phil grunted, wiping the sweat from his brow as his cock dripped with filth. “Such a good whore. What’s your name, again?”
I blushed, the shame flooding me.

“Her name is… John. My husband.” Hannah giggled.

The red blush on my cheeks seared as I squirmed on the bed.

Phil raised an eyebrow. “Your husband?”

Hannah nodded, “I have a special little pill that turned him into a depraved slut. Works like a charm.”
Her hands reached over, grabbing and massaging my tit.

“Ohh~” I moaned, feeling her fingers dig into my skin.

Phil laughed. “Goddamn. Well, I gotta say John. I like you much more as a girl.”

“So do I.” Hannah added, “I think we are gonna have some fun with her, don’t you think?”
Phil nodded, his hands forcing open my thighs again.

I panted, already soaking wet again.

“Indeed we are. I think we are gonna push her girly body to the limits.”
“She can take it, right, babe?” Hannah asked.

I took a deep breath, nodding. “Y-yes! I can take it!”

“Good girl.” Phil purred, aiming his filthy cock right back at my cunt. “Now take Daddy’s cock like a good whore.”
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