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Story One

Futa MILF and her Goth Neighbor

Cheating on my Cheating Wife


"Hey Mrs. Harper," Trixie called out from her driveway.

I smiled and waved at her while my eyes roamed her body. Trixie had such an interesting taste in clothing. I didn't quite understand the goth culture, but Trixie didn't seem to worship any devils or anything horrible like that.

Her short black skirt barely covered the curve of her ass and the black and gray bra she wore covered her top. In our community, it wasn't a huge deal on Sunday. Most everyone was out socializing at the church in these early morning hours. I would have gone, but they didn't quite appreciate that I married a woman. Little did they know, my wife got her fair share of cock from me.

"Hey, Trixie. How are things going over there?" I asked.

"Not so great, my microwave just died and I'm not in the mood to cook a tiny damn pizza in the oven. Call me lazy, but I'm probably just going to wait until lunch to eat," she called back.

I sighed and lifted my hand to gesture for her to come over, "No ma'am, you're not going without breakfast. I was just stretching and making sure it didn't look like it was going to storm before I made something to eat."

"You sure? I mean, people talk. I doubt you'd want this kind of thing to get back to your wife," Trixie called back.

She seemed to be a thinking about something a little more sensual than just breakfast. Then again, I couldn't pretend like I wasn't curious as to what her slit looked like, "Girl, if you don't bring your little ass over here, I'm going to come over there and bend you over my knee!" The thought of her tight ass bending over at all was enough to make my futa-cock stir in my pajama pants.

She giggled and started walking towards me. I didn't quite have a reason for her to be outside this early in the morning, but I couldn't bring myself to question it. She had such a nice, petite body. Maybe some would have preferred her to have more in the ass department, but I loved a thin woman with long legs.

"Now, was that a treat or an offer, Mrs. Harper?" she asked.

"A little bit of both, depending on how you keep acting," I teased. "And you can call me Kim, it's fine."

When she got closer she looked down at her attire, "Are you sure I shouldn't put something on? I wouldn't want anyone looking to get the wrong idea."

"If I was worried about it, I'd tell you. Now scoot your little butt inside!"

"You keep calling my butt small and I'm going to start talking about yours," she huffed. Trixie was being playful and that was a nice change of pace. As much as I loved my wife, our relationship had grown a little stale.

I chuckled and led her inside. Once inside, I shut and locked the door, "No worries. I don't mind people talking about my butt. My wife does it all the time." A little white lie about my wife wouldn't hurt, besides, if Trixie talked, I'd like to at least pretend that things were going better than they really were.

Trixie's hands played along the bottom of her skirt, "Er, is she going to be okay with me being here like this?"

"I don't see why not? Besides, we don't have to tell her. It's not like anything is happening, I'm just making you breakfast. She thinks you're a little weird but I'm sure she's fine with you getting to know me a little."

Trixie sighed, "I hope she doesn't hate me or anything."

"It's not that. She grew up in the south, the goth types were more than uncomfortable to be around. So yeah, she's got a little stigma about the culture but she's not out to get you or anything."

"Doesn't help that I'm like half of her age," Trixie mumbled.

I laughed, "Don't worry, you look great for your age."

Trixie stamped her foot, "Are you kidding me? Shouldn't that be my line?"

"If you were quick enough. I guess being eighteen doesn't mean you're all that witty or sharp, huh?" I teased.

"Mrs. Harper, you keep playing these games with me and I'm going to take off the gloves," she said.

I took a minute to collect the dishes I would need to make a breakfast and get the ingredients. Sausage, eggs, and pancakes would have to be good enough for her. "Take them off, but don't be surprised if I give you more than a run for your money, Trixie."

"So your wife is fine with you cooking a half-naked woman breakfast?" she asked as if that might put me on the defensive.

"She'd be more than fine with it, especially if she could watch me feed you my sausage," I said.

Trixie's eyes widened, "Well then, that was definitely not what I thought you'd say."

"What? I can't be a little bit of a tease because I'm older than you? Poor little thing, you think you're going to get coddled over here?" I asked.

"I definitely hope not, but I don't know if I'm going to be able to stay if you keep joking like that," she said. Trixie took a seat at the table and crossed her legs.

For the briefest of moments, I could see between her legs and her sexy white and black panties had a damp spot forming already. "Mm, if you're getting wet, you should know that I'm just getting started. I don't mind having a good time," I said. I turned back towards the stove and started cooking the meal.

Her hands slammed onto the table, "Mrs. Harper! You shouldn't be looking at another woman, you're married!"

"You're half-naked in my house and I'm cooking you breakfast. If that doesn't afford me a tiny glance, then what does? Besides, I wasn't joking. If my wife could sit on the bed and watch you choke on my cock, she would," I said. Why would I back down from a little challenge? If Trixie was willing to come over here nearly naked, I might as well see where the lines were drawn.

Trixie coughed and had to take a moment to regain her composure. "K-Kim, you're starting to get me a little worked up. I don't know if this is all a joke or not, but if it is, I'm going to need a little bit of a break."

"No, I'm not joking," I turned towards her and patted my crotch. The bulge in my pajama pants was beyond obvious and Trixie's eyes were glued to it.

"Holy shit. That thing looks huge," she whispered.

"Eleven inches when I'm hard, but that's not a huge deal, is it?" I purred. Really, my wife would probably detest what I was thinking about doing. The issue with that, I didn't really care. I'd caught my wife cheating on me in the past and I tried to remain faithful. She said she had a 'business' trip, which was why she wasn't currently at home. I wanted to believe that she wasn't lying again, but really, I didn't care anymore.

Trixie stood up from the table and stepped behind me. Her hand reached around and she grabbed my girl-cock and then immediately pulled away, "F-Fuck, I thought it was a toy. I'm so sorry, I thought you were fucking with me."

"How about you put that hand back and play a little while I make our breakfast? Sure beats waiting around, doesn't it?" I asked. She deserved a little teasing and I needed to cum sometime today. If I could manage to make this little goth chick's day, I would happily pound her into submission.

She slowly reached back around my waist and put her hand into my pajama pants. I wasn't wearing any panties and she didn't seem to mind that at all. Her fingers wrapped around my shaft and she moaned softly as she started stroking me, "You've got nice veins."

"Great pickup line. Hey girl, so uh, you wanna step back to my place so we can bang? You've got nice veins, by the way," I teased. The feeling of her thin fingers wrapped around my cock was pleasant. Try as she might, she couldn't connect her fingers all the way around my thick shaft. I knew I was big, but she just made me feel massive.

She squeezed my cock hard enough to get the point across that she didn't approve of the joke, "Bang? Really? That's the word you're going for. How about this for a line? Hey, Mrs. Harper, I doubt your wife would be able to twerk on your cock while she nibbled on your tit, you down or nah?"

Her hand continued to make long pulls along my girl-cock and I let myself enjoy the sensation for a few moments before I finally responded, "Ooh, I've heard of twerking. I could definitely let you try, but how about we up the ante a little? I want to record us." I turned off the stove and divided the food up between two plates.

"Uh, but what if someone finds it?" she asked. Her hand finally pulled away from my cock and she took the plates to the table.

"Well, if that happened then you would just have to let me room with you and pay my half of the rent. But don't worry, nothing like that's going to happen. I don't plan on putting this online or anything. You know that my wife leaves for work occasionally and on those times, I'd love to have something to take care of myself with," I said. I grabbed us two bottles of water and two forks before joining her at the table.

"Let me think about it while I eat," she said quietly.

The meal went by slowly. The food was delicious and Trixie seemed to love it but I could tell that she wasn't too comfortable. When we finished, she mumbled, "If I didn't want you to record it, could we still have sex?"

"Yeah, of course. I don't want you to feel like that's something you have to do. It's just something I'd really appreciate. I don't get to have sex with a sexy goth half my age whenever I want, you know."

She gave me a weak smile and nodded, "Then we can do that. I'm fine with you recording it as long as you make sure that neither of our faces are in the shot."

"Done, I'll set up my camera to record from the chest down. How's that sound?" I asked.

"Sure, I'm going to make sure that you don't accidentally get a face shot though. So uh, I guess that means we’re going to be stuck on the bed for our first time?” she asked.

I kept my remark about giving her a facial to myself and nodded, “If you want to come back for seconds, we’ll probably not worry about the camera. But, just in case this is a one-time thing, I want to have something on hand when I’ve got my cock in my hand.”

She laughed at my joke and helped me clean up the dishes. Trixie leaned over the sink as she rinsed the dishes and her wet panties came into view again. My futa-cock jumped at the sight and I struggled to contain myself. To hell with my marriage, even if my wife found out, I wanted a piece of Trixie bad enough to risk it all.

We walked to my room and I set up my tripod and got my camera ready. My wife got it for me for Christmas last year, but I never had a reason to use it. When we did have sex, she got a little camera shy and we ended up having to stop and turn the camera off before she would really get into it.

Since I didn't get as much pussy as I would have preferred, I didn't complain when my wife made stipulations but was still willing to give it to me if I played along.

Once everything was set up, Trixie looked over the setup and nodded, "Alright, so then, uh. I guess lay down? I'll try to do the twerking thing, but don't get too mad if I don't do it just right? I've only practiced with a dildo."

The idea of Trixie practicing something sexual at all had my cock rock hard. I stripped and she once again had her eyes glued to my cock. I chuckled, "You're going to want to get naked before we get on camera, remember? And you can't say my name and I won't say yours. Privacy and all that jazz, right?"

"Right," she whispered. Trixie slowly took off her bra to show her perky breasts, then went the skirt, and finally, her panties slid down her legs. A trail of her arousal strung from her panties to her pussy until they reached her mid-thigh and it finally snapped.

A bead of precum formed on my cock and I moaned quietly at that sight. There were a lot of things I could ignore. An eighteen-year-old goth chick with a soaked pussy because she was about to ride my cock, that wasn't something I could just write off.

I moved to lay on my bed and she called out, "Ready for me to press start?"

"Yeah. Just make sure you don't hurt yourself on my cock, Trixie," I purred.

She hit the button and walked over to the bed. The previous hesitation she seemed to hold onto was nowhere to be found as she swung her hips over my waist and straddled my cock. Trixie had to lift away to get my futa-cock's head to line up with her pussy. Once she did, she looked down at me and whispered, "I'm going to steal you from her."

I responded just as quietly, hoping that the words wouldn’t be picked up by the camera, “If that’s what you want, we’ll just have to see how things go over the next few months.”

She dropped her hips slowly onto my cock and I let out a quiet gasp. Her tight, wet pussy slid further down my girl-cock until she was about halfway down. She leaned forward and wrapped her lips around one of my nipples. Her teeth gently bit into the sensitive bud and it hardened quickly as her teeth and tongue danced around it.

Her hips bounced on my cock, barely moving more than a few inches at a time but she moved so quickly that I couldn't contain my moans. I'd never experienced something quite like it, but if that's what twerking was, I might just have to consider letting her actually steal me away from my wife.

The way her body moved took my breath away. Just when I thought she was slowing down, Trixie picked back up and rocked her hips in a different direction. Even as I gasped for air, I felt a massive pang of jealousy. Her fucking toy got to experience this so many times already.

A dull marriage in comparison to this horny little goth? No contest.

She moaned around the nipple in her mouth and slowly worked more of my cock into her tight cunt as she rode my cock. Trixie couldn't handle my full eleven inches and I couldn't even be upset, having her do this much was already more than I expected.

My hands slid down her waist and held onto her ass as she continued to work herself up and down my cock. Her quick motions slowly turned into more of a controlled pace. The parlor trick was nice, but having her pull away until just the thick crown of my girl-cock was in her before her pussy swallowed me nearly to my base felt much nicer.

I don't know how I managed to get this beautiful woman in my bed with my teasing but I didn't want to tempt fate. “God damn, you’re more than a handful, baby,” I purred.

She broke away from my nipple and looked at me with her half-lidded eyes, “C-Can I stay the night?”

“Don’t think you’ll be able to walk when we’re done?” I asked teasingly. As much as I tried to play it cool, my nights had been lonely for a few days. I missed having the warmth of someone I cared about in my bed and Trixie could easily fill that void for me.

“I just don’t want to be a-alone,” she whispered. Trixie continued to ride my cock while she waited for my answer. Before I could tell her she could stay, her pussy convulsed around my futa-cock and she called out, "F-Fuck I'm going to cum."

I moved my hands to her sides and rolled her over onto her back while her walls continued to squeeze my cock. She looked up to me with glazed over eyes and I whispered, "Good girl. And don’t you worry, I’ll make sure you soak my sheets at least three more times tonight."

I rolled my hips into her, pushing my futa-cock as deep into her body as she could manage. She moaned like a whore as I fucked her, each of her desperate cries only getting louder as I slammed into her. Trixie couldn’t stop bucking her hips into my thrusts as she tried to extend her blissful orgasm. Trixie's juices gushed out of her pussy, squirting onto my hips and soaking my cock.

Trixie’s hands clutched onto my wrists and she bucked her hips against me. Her eyes were shut and I craved to see the look of desire in those orbs. That was a look I missed seeing from my wife, and if I had to sneak around with this sexy goth, I would craft lie after lie to tell my wife.

When her soft blue eyes finally opened enough to see, I leaned down and pressed my lips to hers for a moment. Trixie returned the kiss but I couldn’t feel much passion behind the kiss. Of course, I understood that she just came and probably needed a moment, but I could feel her trying. That was much more than I could say from what my wife did for me.

I pulled away from the kiss, “You can stay the night and I’m going to delete the video. I’m going to hope that you’re not going to abandon me after one time, Trixie.”

She tensed up for a moment when I said her name, then she leaned up and kissed me softly. She broke our kiss and licked her lips, “Coconut lip balm? Kim, I’m not going to abandon you. You’ve been nothing but good to me and I don’t want this to ever stop. I don’t know what life will look like in a few years, but I know that my life will be brighter with you in it.”

“Yeah, it’s coconut,” I said and smiled at her. Even in the midst of a serious conversation, she managed to bring a smile to my lips. That was just another thing to add to the growing list of things my wife couldn’t do for me. Then again, having her tight lips still around my futa-cock made it a lot easier to take things in a light fashion.

“Now, mind if I keep going, Trixie? As much as I enjoy chatting with you, my balls are about to go on strike if they don’t get honest pay for honest work,” I said.

She laughed and wrapped her legs around my waist, “Fuck me hard, I wouldn’t want them to feel like they never got the chance to make a good impression on their employer.”

“This wordplay is awful, you know that, don’t you?” I asked.

Trixie’s thumbs rubbed along my wrists, “But it’s being awful with you. That makes it much better.”

I started thrusting into her with hard, deep strokes and her moaning picked back up. Trixie’s pleasure became my pleasure and with each hissing breath we took, my girl-cock dove into her. The pace became frantic, no longer could I pretend I was in control of my thrusts. I needed her, I needed to cum in her and let her see how much pleasure she brought me.

She let out a soft cry and lifted her hips from the bed as much as she could to make it easier for me to slam into her. The base of my cock crashed into her hips and even though she groaned from the deep insertion, she didn’t pull away. My futa-cock was finally as deep into her as it could possibly be.

Trixie whimpered as I pounded into her and she squeezed my wrists as hard as she could. I could feel her walls milking my cock for a second time tonight. This time, she wouldn’t be the only one climbing to the top of the mountain.

My orgasm ripple through me, igniting my entire body with a fevered passion that accumulated in my heavy balls before erupting from my girl-cock. I thrust deep into her body and unleashed shot after thick shot of my cum into her depths. Trixie’s warm juices squirted onto my thighs and I could feel them trickling down my smooth skin.

We rested there for a few moments before she finally unwrapped her legs from behind my back and whispered, “Son of a bitch…”

“Tell me about it,” I groaned.

Trixie pulled away from me and rolled off the bed. She then waddled her way to the camera and turned it off. “You want me to get you something to drink from the kitchen or something?” she asked.

“I just want you to come lay back down, baby,” I purred.

“Huh?” she asked, seemingly confused.

“What do you mean, huh? If you’re not going to grab something for yourself, I’m not sure why you’re offering,” I said.

She sighed and put her hands on her hips, “I was trying to give you an easy option to tell me to leave, Kim.”

I chuckled and patted the bed beside me, “Didn’t I say I wanted you to stay the night? I don’t believe in sweet nothings, Trixie. If I wanted to tell you to fuck off, you’d know. Now bring that cute little ass back here, alright?”

For the first time in a few months. I was thrilled to have a person join me in bed. My wife couldn’t compare to Trixie. As long as this goth chick wanted to be with me, I’d let her. While things might be hard to break to my wife, I knew that I could make things work out if Trixie and I got more serious with our desires. Besides, it wasn’t like I didn’t have a video of my wife fucking my other neighbor as a bargaining chip.

She would regret buying me that camera if she didn’t let me enjoy the same lifestyle she was out living.


Story Two

A Futa Prison Guard and her Sissy

A Favor Turns into a Future


Working as a prison guard has its ups and downs like any other job. Being a little on the crooked side only makes my life more entertaining. While I don't condone anything too serious, I have no issue smuggling in some food for an inmate if they're offering something in return. Hell, on occasion, I've even done things out of the kindness of my heart. Even if they did go on to do me a favor.

The inmates all love me, or at the very least, I haven't been told any rumors that anyone was plotting on shanking me. It might sound silly, but the prison politics kept me on my toes and always alert.

"Hey Warren," an inmate called to me. I preferred my first name, Jackie, but they all used my last name.

"What's good, Stan?"

He looked around to make sure he we weren't being listened to, "You get me hooked up?"

"Yeah, the movie will play after lunch, just make sure you're in the break room. And no drama over the TV or it's not happening again. You said you had people onboard for it," I said.

Stan nodded a few times, "Yeah, thank you, you're a cool chick, you know that?"

"I know, but I also know you're setting me up with Nattie, aren't you?"

"Yeah, laundry room at eight, he'll be there," Stan said.

It might be a little demeaning for Nate that I had to go through Stan to get to him, but that's how their system worked. Stan protected Nate, someone had to after all. As far as I knew, Stan didn't ask Nate to do anything too extreme in return. I think their current deal was Nate gave Stan anything sweet that came through the chow line.

As tough as Stan looked to others and with the assumptions of what a feminine guy like Nate would be doing in return for Stan's protection, it wasn't hard to imagine that Nate was safe. You didn't fuck with someone's property, especially not an old hat like Stan.

I smiled and walked away. Nate had been the object of my fascination for a while. He never asked for anything. His sentence was a little rough. Three years for not reporting a felony. It sucked, but in here, it got him a little bit of respect and that went a long way for him.

Nate's feminine nature was obvious and he seemed a little too passive at times. There were times when people took his food right off his tray and he said nothing about it. The poor thing didn't need to skip meals, he was tiny enough as it was. From what I heard, Nate did at least have quite the stash of commissary items in his storage.

How he managed to avoid getting made into someone's bitch by now, I didn't know. Even after talking with Stan about it a few times, he seemed a little unsure as to how the femboy slid under the radar.

Something I did know was that I wanted to make him mine. The fraternization policy was clear, but who really cared about that? Both inmates and guards got away with so much more than we should have, but it also kept a maintained a certain sense of trust.

The prisoners would have probably been much more unruly if they felt they had no wiggle room whatsoever. Letting them haggle and bargain for something as simple as a bag of rice gave them some sense of freedom. On the inside, that was the difference between being a number and feeling like a person.

When the time came for me to meet up with Nate, I slipped down to the laundry room. He stood at the folding table and smiled warmly at me when he saw me, "Hello, Jackie, is everything okay?" he asked.

I didn't know how he knew my first name, but I wasn't complaining. It was better than being called Warren by a long shot. "Yeah? Why wouldn't it be?" I asked.

He continued folding his clothes as he talked, "Well when someone tells you a guard is wanting to see you alone, you can only assume the worst."

"Er, well, I was hoping to get you alone so I could talk to you. You've always been a little distant," I said.

He giggled and shook his head, "If you want to fuck me, you'll have to be a little more charming, sweetie."

I shrugged my shoulders and pulled a king-sized chocolate bar from the side of my pants, "It isn't much, but hopefully you like chocolate? It might be a little soft, sorry, I'm not cold-natured. Just, uh, let it sit it your box and it should be edible?"

He flashed his smile at me and my heart melted. His soft blue eyes met with mine and he nodded, "I definitely do like chocolate, but I'm not sure that it's enough to make me want to let a woman use my dick. But thank you, I really appreciate it."

I cleared my throat and mumbled, "Well, something that isn't exactly common knowledge, I don't exactly mingle with prisoners like this typically. But from what I hear, you're a little on the submissive side when it comes to bedroom activities."

"You're being so formal, it's okay, Jackie. I get it, you're into me. I've met a lot of guys here that are, but lucky me, I've got someone that makes sure they don't try to hurt me," he said.

I nodded, "Stan is a good guy, but he knows something about me. Something he seems to think you'll enjoy."

"And what might that be?" he brushed his long black hair over his shoulder. Regulation said guards could demand prisoners to get a haircut, but we all thought Nate looked better with long hair. Not to mention, the poor boy would probably cry if we asked him to. No one wanted that on their conscience, Nate was as good of an inmate as we could ask for.

"Well, he said the reason you don't play with others is because you're just not that into dudes."

"That's a true statement. I don't mind them, but these guys are mostly just brutes."

"And if there was a woman with a cock that you had access to?" I asked suggestively.

He smiled, "Well then, that would change how the game is played. Maybe a chocolate bar and a nice smile could convince me to hear that kind of woman out?"

I couldn't stop myself from smiling at his words. Even after hearing about how kind-hearted he was, the polite attitude caught me off guard when we were talking about sex. Nate tilted his head and asked, "So if we were to do stuff, does that mean the other guards are going to try and do the same?"

"As far as I know, they're not quite interested in you. Believe it or not, we're more concerned about you than predatory. I'm pretty fond of you, but trying to do anything with that just feels a little wrong right now. You know, if we met at a party or something like that, I would have loved to ask you out on a date. But in here? It just feels wrong. No matter how I approach it, I'm going to be a bit of a predator," I said.

He sighed and nodded his head, "Don't worry, I understand what you mean. It's not like I'll be in here much longer, another three months and I'm out. So I mean, if you really wanted to see where things went, you could always follow up with me on the outside."

"You know, I just might take you up on that offer if you're being serious. It's not like you don't understand my job, and you know, maybe you'd need a place to stay?"

"Would you really be willing to trust a convict alone in your house while you work?" he asked.

I nodded, "Why not? you've done nothing wrong in my books. Not telling on your brother for taking care of an issue? I looked into the case. I hate to hear what happened, but I understand the situation."

He sighed, "You're not going to tell anyone in here about it, are you?"

"Of course not. Nattie, you're a sweet person and you got caught up in the wrong situation. That's not your fault. If anything, I feel like you were fucked over by the system. But you're keeping your head up and making the best of a bad situation," I offered.

When I came down here, I only had thoughts of possibly getting a blowjob. Yet here we were, chatting about possibly making this into something more serious. I can't pretend that I'm not interested in him. He's sweet, he's loyal, and if I'm being real with myself, he's a sissy. That shouldn't be criteria for us talking about possible dating at some point, but it definitely stacked the deck in his favor.

"So what now? I mean, you wanted to see me for a reason. I don't want to take the candy if you're not getting something out of it. I'm not that kind of person, Jackie."

I chuckled and patted my crotch, "Well, let's be honest, we both know what was on my mind. But that's not a requirement. The chocolate was a gift. I wanted to talk to you, anything that happened after that wasn't decided. Stan doesn't own you and neither do I."

Nate stopped folding the laundry and walked closer to me, "So what if I told you that I wore a pair of lace panties when I came to meet you. Maybe Stan told me you were packing a nine down there, maybe he didn't. Maybe I've been thinking about it for a few months. Maybe I wasn't."

"Well, maybe you'd have to do some explaining about how you got a pair of lace panties in the first place. Maybe you'd have to show me them. Maybe I wouldn't even ask you to take them off," I responded in kind.

He giggled and unzipped his jumper, "What if someone comes down here?"

"They won't. Stan wanted me to get a movie played on the TV earlier, so he's watching the door while we have our little chat. That's how the system works here, Nattie."

"Mm, I like the way the system works," He slid out of the jumper and kicked off his shoes. True to his word, he wore a pair of black lace panties that covered his small bulge. While his cock wasn't large, it looked beautiful in those panties.

I let my hand drift down his naked stomach to the bulge in his panties. My fingers wrapped around his cock and he hissed out a breath of air, "I like when it works for me. And right now, I'd have to say it's working pretty damn well, wouldn't you?"

"Y-Yeah, I'd say so," he whimpered.

"That's a good boy. But I don't have any lube for your little ass. So what are we going to do about that?" I asked.

He smirked and pulled his hips away from my hand. Nate slowly sunk to his knees and started tugging at my zipper, "If I had any real choice, I'd say go get some. But I want to enjoy this, so we'll just have to make due with good old fashioned spit, won't we?"

I didn't bother responding as he pulled my girl-cock out of my panties and through the gap of my pants. His mouth wrapped around my cock and he greedily sucked in my flaccid six inches. Nate's tongue danced around my cock and it grew to its full length within his warm, wet mouth. I was never one to brag, but my nine and a half inches was more than enough to get the job done.

Nate seemed to enjoy it. He moaned as he bobbed along my thick shaft and looked up at me with half-lidded eyes.

"Such a good little girl, aren't you?" I asked. It might have been pushing things to assume he would be fine with the sissification, but then again, he seemed too comfortable in those panties and far too comfortable with my cock down his throat.

He hummed, "Mhmm!"

"That's a good girl. Get my cock nice and wet so I can stuff your cute little ass. How's that sound, baby girl?" I cooed.

He answered with wet, slurping sounds as he prepared my cock for the upcoming fun. With as good of a job as he was doing, I almost wished he wouldn't stop. Nate's tongue wrapped around my cock's head and gave it a final lick before he pulled away and stood up. He walked to the table where the clothes were folded and bent over, "Do me a favor and use a little spit, please?"

"I'll bring lube next time, I didn't know we'd be going this far tonight," I said. I walked behind him and pulled his panties to the side. His tiny bubble butt was finally mine to enjoy as I saw fit. I leaned down and spat on his pucker. He deserved better than spit, but it was all we had right now and I didn't want to stop what we were doing because of it.

"Mm, now you're telling me there is going to be a next time? Is that a promise or a threat?" he asked.

"I'd hope it would be a promise, baby girl."

He giggled and wiggled his ass at me, "Trust me, I'm looking forward to it."

The crown of my futa-cock pressed against his tight ass, "Are you sure you want to do this?"

"Oh, now you're just teasing me, that's so rude," he said.

I couldn't help but giggle. For a prisoner, he was awfully cheerful and I loved that about him. Then again, he was getting out of there soon enough.

She eased the tip of her thick cock inside him and felt him clench around her. It couldn't have felt too pleasant at first, not without proper preparation. Neither of us could be blamed for that though. This got out of hand in the best way rather quickly, and we were just making the best of the situation.

When he relaxed enough for me to keep pushing my cock deeper into him, I ended up balls deep in his tight ass. I leaned down and kissed his neck and whispered, "Let me know when you're ready, baby girl."

"I just need a second. It's the biggest I've had in a long, long time," he groaned.

I kissed my way up to his ear and purred, "Maybe it'll be the last one you'll ever need."

"A girl can hope, can't she?" he responded.

My girl-cock throbbed in his ass at that comment. I loved that he referred to himself as a woman. Hell, from behind, it was impossible to tell that he wasn't a girl. His hips were wide, his ass was round, and his waist was rather small. That was a winning combination for me.

"I'm ready, Jackie," he said.

I rested my hands on his hips and started slowly thrusting into his incredibly tight hole. My cock appreciated the death grip, but his soft groans told me that it was a little uncomfortable for him. I spit on my cock as it pushed back into him and the added slickness helped make the thrusts easier.

There was a lot on the line for me, I was offering this little sissy a place in my life. Now more than ever, I realized just how dangerous prison could be. He still had three months left on his sentence and if anything happened to him while he was in here, I would never forgive myself. This was a possible chance at a life of happiness and I didn't want to see that ruined.

The soft groans he was making turned into moans rather quickly after I added additional lubrication to my cock. He pushed against the table into my cock as often as he could. We didn't have much time before he would need to be back in his cell, but I wanted to enjoy every second of it. These constraints wouldn't be on us for too much longer, but while they were in place, we would need to abide by them. If I wanted him to ever have a chance at being my lover, I would have to just deal with the minor inconveniences.

My hips slammed into him and I didn't bother covering my moans. With Stan at the top of the stairs making sure no one came down here, there was little chance we would get caught. He looked back at me, his mouth hanging open and his eyes glazed over. Each time my hips crashed into his, he let out a feminine moan and I felt myself grow more endeared to him. Why had I waited this long to meet with him? Why would I deny myself this much pleasure?

I leaned further into him and cupped his chin with a free hand and pulled him close enough to kiss. From the position, it was barely more than a peck on the lips, but it conveyed enough of how I was feeling to get the point across. I straightened up and held his hips firmly.

"I've got to hurry up, baby girl. I don't want to, but we don't have long," I said.

He nodded his head, "I'm close, Jackie. I'm so close."

"Why don't you make those panties dirty for me, baby girl? I'll take them back to my place and you can know what I'll use them for while you're still in here," I cooed.

My futa-cock never stopped pounding his tight ass. Each time I bottomed out in him, I could feel his walls massaging my cock. The pressure on my cock coupled with his body's warmth felt better than any pussy I'd ever been in. Maybe that was just preference, but I'd like to think that it was because of who Nate was. I had a bond with him that I couldn't explain, but sometimes, life didn't need a reason.

Never one to question a good thing, I continued fucking his tight ass while his moans got louder and louder. I covered his mouth with a hand to stop him from screaming out in ecstasy. My cock must have been grinding against his prostate, something I knew quite a lot about from personal experience because he couldn't stop bucking against me.

His cock rubbed against the table and he finally let out a deep moan. Nate's cock erupted into his panties. The tightness around my cock intensified as his ass clenched with each spurt of his cum. My futa-cock drilled into him throughout his orgasm. It seemed that seconds after Nate's orgasm subsided, my balls started tightening up.

Pleasurable tingled danced through my body and I grunted as I continued to fuck his boy pussy as hard as I could. Each time our hips met, I pictured our life together after prison. Maybe it wouldn't be as glamorous as I was imagining, but it helped me reach my climax in the moment.

My girl-cock throbbed powerfully as my hot cum rushed through it. Each rope of my cum shot deep into his ass and he moaned like the sweet girl he was with every treat I gave him. By the time I finished, sweat had collected on my brow and his body glistened with perspiration. If I wouldn't have created evidence against myself, I would have taken a picture of him like that. The image would forever be in my memory, and that would have to do.

I slowly pulled out of his ass and he smiled warmly at me as he stood up. His hands hooked into the waistband of his panties and he slid them off. He neatly folded them and tucked them into my pocket, "I don't want them back until I'm out of prison, okay?"

He slid to his knees and took my cock into his mouth. Nate's tongue licked my shaft clean of the residual cum. Once he finished, he swallowed and smiled at me, "And I hope to see you again next week, same time?"

I let out a deep breath, the little minx wore me out, but that was fine. He was worth the slight exhaustion, "Of course, baby girl. I'll make sure to bring another chocolate bar."

"Mm, just bring lube and I'll be happy. Anything extra is a gift, baby."

Six months later, Nate and I were still going strong. He'd managed a job as a waitress and even went by 'Nattie' at work. At home, he kept that same name and tended to wear a skirt and a blouse for me. Every so often, I'd bring him home a candy bar and he'd smile and slide to his knees. When people asked how we met, we always went with the lie about how we met at a laundromat, but we both knew the reality of it. He was my naughty little girl, and I was his crooked prison guard.


Story Three

A Futa Tattoo Artist and an Innocent Goth

A Chance Encounter with a Fertile Client


I heard the bell chime against the door as a customer walked into my tattoo parlor. After a few moments of browsing, she walked towards the counter where I was standing. Her two-toned blue and green hair barely reached her neck in length, but the style fit her well. Her bright blue eyes caught my attention, but that attention was immediately stolen by the two rings that pierced her lip. Nothing wrong with a goth girl, especially not one that looked as sexy as she did.

The thoughts had to be pushed aside so that I could take care of her request. My shop only should have been open for another forty-five minutes, then the doors would automatically lock. "It's a little late, but what can I help you with?" I asked.

"Kerry, right?" she asked.

I nodded, "Yeah."

"Cool, I've heard good things about you. I was hoping to get a tattoo done on my lower back, I was thinking something along the lines of this?" she pulled her phone out and showed me a picture.

So she did want a tattoo, under most other circumstances I would have told her to come back tomorrow. There was something about the twinkle in her eye that told me I shouldn’t send her away. Hell, I was curious to see what the chick would want in the first place. I looked it over, definitely within my wheelhouse, but I hated the idea of copying someone's art. "Awesome, looks good, but were you wanting to modify it at all?"

"Yeah, so instead of a rose, I was thinking of doing a lotus and if we could change the way the hearts look, that'd be dope. I was thinking they look a little too peppy, like, they're perfect. But everyone's had their heart broken, so why not do something that kind of shows a little wear and tear," she offered.

I nodded, "I can sketch something up, what's your name by the way? Calling someone dude or chick usually ends up annoying them if I never ask their name."

"Miles," she said.

I grabbed a clipboard with the forms she would need to fill out, "Awesome, well get started on this. Mind sending me a text with that photo so I can sketch it up?"

"Just take my phone, I'm not expecting anyone. Try not to swipe too much, you'll find some pics of me you might not want to see," she said and then winked at me.

"Mm, I'll have to skip out on that. I'm not into dudes."

"Lucky me," she purred. Her attention turned to the form and I went into my room and started sketching up a design.

She didn't give me any real restrictions, so the final product only vaguely looked like the picture she showed me in the first place. The core of the hearts and the flower were there, but I didn't include a lot of the frills. Instead, I replaced them with thorny vines, I felt like she would appreciate that more. She was definitely a goth type, not that I minded that at all.

Miles wasn't being depressing, so why would I have a reason to dislike her? The tight fitting band shirt and baggy jeans she wore appealed to me, but I think it was the snakebites that sold me on her. I loved a girl with piercings. The small chest was an added bonus for me, but then again, this was a client, not a date.

She finished with the paperwork and came to sit in my room. I didn't mind, she was quiet and seemed to be enjoying the work I was doing. If she had a problem with the art, she didn't make it known.

Once I finished with the quick sketch, I handed it to her and took the clipboard from her. Her license read "Emily Barrow" but I could see why she wanted to be called Miles. I copied the license and documented it before she asked, "How much is this going to run me?"

"Depends on you," I said. Truthfully, I didn't need the money. This business was run as a hobby for me. I'd already retired from the military and my stock market investing had me set up pretty nicely. I usually only charged customers more than the cost of materials when they were either arrogant or a pussy.

Nothing worse than a dude bawling his eyes out because the needles don't feel like a damn massage.

She groaned, "I need to know how much it is. This looks pretty damn complex and I'm not sure I've got five hundred to slap on a tattoo."

"Look, I'll work with you. I didn't have a client booked and I'll be honest, Miles, you're a nice looking chick. I'm not even going to pretend I'm not looking forward to having you face down on my chair for a few hours," I teased.

I walked back over and handed Miles her license back. She smiled warmly at me, the two rings in her lip glinting in the light, "Well, why don't I at least make it worth your time?"

"You do you, chick. I'm not asking you to do anything but take your shirt off," I replied. She's a damn fine girl, but I'm not going to pretend that I'm some kind of prize. I mean, sure, for forty-three, I look damn good. But, when most people that flirt with me find out I've got an eleven-inch girl-cock, they usually get a little more reserved.

She chuckled and unbuttoned her pants. The baggy jeans fell down her thighs and she stepped out of them. Her black and white dotted panties had a layer of ruffles around them which made it look almost like a skirt. Cute, but I wouldn't have expected her to wear something like those. Her shirt joined the pants on the floor and her olive bra came into view, "Sorry they don't match, I wasn't expecting to show a stranger my underwear today."

"Nah, they look fine. It's not the focus of what we're doing anyway," I said. Maybe later, it could be. My thoughts on this nineteen-year-old minx were anything but pure.

"Sweet, so what do you need me to do?" she asked.

I went to the machine to make my outline into a stencil, "Just give me a few minutes."

Soon, I had the stencil placed on her and made her check it in a mirror to make sure the placement was right. Once it was set, I got my ink ready and took out my gun. She chose to sit in the chair, hugging the back of it. While it wasn't ideal for a position, it tugged her panties down and I couldn't deny myself from seeing the crack of her ass.

Having a sweet, young, goth chick purposefully showing off for me felt nice. Sometimes, a little ache in the wrist was worth it. I started tattooing her and she stayed relatively quiet throughout the process. Towards the end of the session, when I had to make sure my lines were perfect, she started hissing in breaths and letting them out in soft moans. The pain must have been annoying for her, but she was handling it well.

Once I finished, I took a picture so I could show her in a few moments. After, I put some ointment on her fresh tattoo and put a wrap over it. I showed her the end result and she let out a squeal of excitement. Her arms wrapped around my lower back and she purposefully pressed her chest against mine. The problem came when her hips got too close to mine. My massive bulge in the jeans I wore rubbed against her hips and she looked into my eyes, "Er, what?"

I shrugged my shoulders, "If you don't like it, you should probably move."

"I mean, why would you have a strap-on under your clothes at work? That's kind of what I was wondering. I definitely don't mind it, though."

"It's not a strap-on," I responded calmly.

Her eyes met mine for a second, then she pulled a hand away from my back and rubbed along my bulge. Her eyes widened and a smile crossed her lips, "Well son of a bitch. I thought it was fake because the damn thing is massive. Mm, I need to stop before I get excited."

"Yeah, I wouldn't want you to do something you'd regret, chick."

"Who said I would regret it? I just don't want to make you uncomfortable."

"Good luck with that, you already groped my cock. I'm still standing here chatting with you, Miles."

She let her hand glide back to the base of my bulge and she rubbed down its length. Her fingers curled around my thick head and she looked me in the eyes, "So how much is the tattoo going to run me, and how do you feel about leaving me a tip?"

"Let's say sixty for the tattoo, and if you want a tip, you'll have to promise to keep your mouth shut about it. Having people come here for a reasonably priced tattoo is one thing. Having them show up to get laid, that's not what I'm down for," I said.

Miles nodded, "I might have to get more tattoos done if you're down for that."

"I close at ten, so if you show up around nine-thirty, we'll figure something out."

I pulled away from her and walked to the register. She handed me three twenties and I gave her a receipt. She looked at the door, "Should I lock it?"

"It's already locked. It's on a timer," I said.

"Huh, that's handy. So where should I put my panties?"

I smiled and nodded back towards my room, "Let's do it in there. If someone does walk by, I wouldn't want them to get a free show."

She hurried back into the room and unclasped her bra. A barbell ran through each of her nipples and I felt my cock throbbing in my pants at the sight. Her panties came down and I was a little disappointed that her pussy wasn't pierced. Not that I could blame her, I didn't want a piercing in my cock.

Her tight slit was damp already and I followed her back into the room. Miles's smile lit up the room and she reached for my jeans. I pulled my hips back and grabbed her wrists. She didn't fight with me and let me hold her hands to her sides. I leaned forward and took one of her pierced nipples into my mouth.

A soft moan escaped her and I teased her barbell with my tongue, gently tugging at it a few times before I started suckling on her nipple. Her breathing got faster the more my tongue played and I finally moved to the other nipple. Her resolve broke and she whimpered, "F-Fuck I need you, Kerry."

I pulled away from her perky breast and chuckled, "I know. That's why you're going to let me have my fun first. Why don't you sit down on the chair?"

She poked her lower lip out but did as I requested. I raised the chair as high as I could and swiveled her my way before locking the chair. My hands fell to her knees and I pushed them out wide. With her tight slit on full display for me, I said, "Scoot up a little. I don't want to have to come to you to eat your pussy, chick."

Her face lit up with a light shade of red and she bounced in the chair until her glistening folds were within inches of my mouth. I leaned in and ran my tongue up her delicate petals. The taste of her feminine nectar made my cock beg for release. I needed this, it'd been far too long since I've let myself enjoy the company of another.

Taking on a client late in the night was ending up as quite the reward for me. My tongue danced along her folds and I leaned in closer. I wrapped my lips around her clit and let my tongue press against it for a few seconds. When her long, low moan came to an end, I started rocking it back and forth with my tongue. Occasionally, I slipped my tongue lower to collect her juices once more, but my focus was on her sensitive nub. She was letting me enjoy her, so I might as well let her enjoy herself first.

It wasn't long before her quiet moans got louder and louder. Her thighs opened and closed slightly as she bucked her pussy against my mouth, desperate to get more of my tongue. I held onto her waist and let her ride my face as much as she wanted, she couldn't make my tongue miss a single motion. I knew what I was doing when it came to pleasuring my partner. Being this age with as many encounters as I had in the past, I knew my way around a woman's body like the back of my hand.

Her moans turned into cries of ecstasy. She stopped bucking against my mouth and I heard the splattering of her juices onto the thin sheet of plastic under her. Warm juices sprayed along my face and neck. They trickled down into my shirt, dampening the collar.

I pulled away and she looked at me with lust-filled eyes. She opened her mouth and tried to stammer out a few words, but she couldn't formulate them.

My hands reached for my shirt and I eased it over my head. My heavy breasts came into view and she offered a weak smile. I lifted my foot and unlocked the chair, then brought it closer to hip level. It was the first time I used my chair to have sex with someone, but I knew how to get a body into the best position for my comfort by now.

I kicked off my shoes and unbuttoned my pants and that was when she finally found words. "Y-You're my first."

My eyes widened, but I didn't stop undressing. If that was the case, she certainly picked the wrong woman to have sex with. While her pleasure was important, I wanted to make sure the little minx got me off as well. "That's curious. So why are you letting me fuck you, chick?"

She looked away from me, "Because you're the first person that's wanted me and hasn't looked at me like a degenerate piece of shit."

"You should leave, Miles," I said as calmly as I could manage.

"W-What the fuck? Why?"

I shook my head, "You're caught up in the moment. I don't know if I should follow through with this if you're not absolutely sure about me. Shouldn't your first time be with someone you love or some shit like that?"

She rolled her eyes, "I don't know how love is supposed to work. I've tried before, Kerry. Look, I want to do this. I'm tired of being a virgin and toys just aren't fun enough for me. I want a real cock and I want a real partner. You've been good to me so far, and if I wouldn't have said anything, you wouldn't have stopped."

"Emily, if you want this, you're going to have to tell me you'll come back. Often. I'm not asking to go out with you, but chick, I'm not going to let you start whoring yourself out after your first time."

She cocked her head to the side, "What are you trying to say?"

"I don't know. Maybe I can hire you on to help out around here. Do my scheduling and order my ink and shit, maybe take care of the cleaning and shit. I've just seen too many good girls throw their lives away for sex. Chasing a moment that doesn't mean a damn thing come next morning."

Miles smiled warmly, "If you fuck me, I'll come back. Otherwise, I'll just have to keep you guessing on what route I took. So are you going to be the cause of a problem or are you going to fix it?"

I sighed, "Are you really trying to tell me that you're using your pussy as a bargaining chip right now?"

"You bet your ass, Kerry."

A slight chuckle escaped my lips, "Deal, but you're going to have to give me your number before you leave."

"How else would I send you those pics I talked about earlier?" she replied coyly.

Taking her virginity never crossed my mind earlier. If anything, I assumed that with the way she carried herself, she was confident and probably comfortable with her body. She didn't have a care in the world when she took off her pants earlier and she didn't even hesitate to take her panties off. If she was really a virgin, she seemed pretty sure about letting me be her first real partner

I pushed my pants and panties to the floor and stepped out of them. Her eyes were glued to my futa-cock. Each beat of my heart made my massive shaft bounce and she moaned quietly.

My eyes glanced at her pussy, of all things, I wanted to make sure she was wet enough to take my cock without hurting her too much. Miles's drenched slit was leaking its juices onto my chair, she was definitely wet enough to fuck.

I stepped closer to the chair and reclined the seat for her, "Comfortable?"

"Very. Are you nervous?" she asked.

"Why would I be? You're the one that's about to get stretched out," I teased.

She smiled and reached down to pat her pussy lightly, "Well, why don't you stop telling me what you're going to do and just do it?"

If that's how she wanted to play, I was down. I grabbed her hips and slid them closer to the edge of the chair. I used one hand to hold my cock steady and the other splayed her pussy. The thick head of my girl-cock slowly pushed into her incredibly tight slit and she let out a loud groan as it disappeared inside her.

With the hard part out of the way, I let the hand spreading her pussy move to her clit, "Don't worry. I'll give you a few seconds to get used to it."

Her eyes were closed and she nodded, "T-Thank you."

"Don't thank me yet. You can thank me when I'm done making you squirt around my cock, chick," I said. My arrogance was well earned and so far, she seemed to enjoy my cocky attitude.

Once her walls stopped convulsing around my cock, I pushed in further. Inch by inch, I spread her insides and let my cock make her heated pussy its home. I couldn't recall the last time I had sex, nearly ten months ago, and that was assuming I was remembering the years right. Maybe it was almost two years ago. Either way, my right hand couldn't come close to comparing to how Miles felt around my cock.

After the initial penetration, Miles managed to open her eyes halfway and I could see that she was trying to say something, but all that came out were soft moans. I chuckled and spoke softly, "If you need me to stop, just raise your hands." Seeing as how her arms were limp and dangling off the side of the chair, that seemed like enough of a signal to me.

She nodded her head and I rocked my hips into her. Short, shallow strokes of my thick futa-cock were all I would give her right now. At least until she seemed to be more coherent. Even with the tiny motions, I couldn't pretend that I wasn't loving every second of being inside her. Her tight pussy gripped my cock and milked it. Each time I pulled away and pushed back in, I could feel my girl-cock's head pressing against her cervix.

Miles was a moaning mess, her legs were limp and her jaw could never fully close. Every time she tried to regain composure, my cock pushed deep into her and she lost all focus once again. I usually hated seeing my partner go limp noodle on me, but this time, it felt right. Having her overwhelmed by the amount of pleasure I was giving her made my world keep spinning.

As soon as her pussy stopped clenching so tightly around me, I let myself thrust fully into her. Each time I pulled out of her heated desire, I waited until the tip of my cock was the only thing left inside her, then I pushed deep into her again. Her soft moans were a thing of the past. Each moan had become a cry of bliss, a call to the Goddess of love to pay homage to the euphoric act.

Her walls convulsed around me and I knew that Miles's second orgasm was about to drench my chair. It didn't bother me. My hands moved to her milky thighs and I lifted her legs to angle her hips further. Each stroke of my futa-cock into her became much easier as her juices squirted onto my cock. The droplets that splashed onto my chair were now trickling from the edge and dripping to the floor.

The quiet plop of her juices occasionally rang out, but not nearly as loudly or as often as the sound that came when my hips slammed into hers. I felt my balls tightening up and I knew that my climax was coming.

"I'm about to cum, chick!" I cried.

Her legs locked around my waist and my eyes widened with shock. I wanted to pull out, but she wouldn't let me. It was too late to turn back. Her hips bucked against mine and her wanton movements were too much for me to take. I had no intention of cumming inside her, the poor girl was just nineteen! How could she handle a child if there wasn't someone to help her raise it?

My cock throbbed powerfully within her and she let out one last scream of ecstasy as she squirted a third time. Ropes of my hot futa-cum poured into her, my cock's head was held tight against her cervix and I knew without a doubt that she would end up pregnant. I wanted to be angry but I couldn't be. This sweet woman knew exactly what she was doing and I felt responsible for this. I should have felt terrified but all I could feel was excitement.

Miles chose me to be her first, and she chose to have me shoot my seed deep into her pussy. She wanted me to be the first cock she ever had, and she might have even wanted me to be the last she would ever need.

Her legs relaxed and I slowly pulled out of her. I collapsed into my rolling chair and let out a deep sigh. "What did you do?" I asked softly.

She took a few deep breaths before she could respond. "I made sure that I'd never forget you," she said.

"W-What do you mean?" I asked.

"You didn't want me to come back, did you?"

Our eyes met and I spoke softly, "Of course I did, Miles. You're a cool chick, people like you are rare nowadays."

Her cheeks flushed red and she spoke softly, "O-Oh god. Then I just, oh my god. I'm going to be a mom."

"Don't worry, Miles. If you don't want me to be around the kid, I'll just help from the sideline. I've always wanted a kid, but not like this."

She shook her head, "I want you to be there for them."

I cocked my head to the side, "You realize I'm old enough to be your mom, don't you?"

"Why can't I let myself love someone that's older than me? Is that going to be a problem, baby?" she cooed.

Holy fuck. Today was a day of extremes. First, she flirts with me as a stranger, then shows her body off, then asks me to fuck her, and now this? A baby and a relationship both starting to form on the same day?

Even with the knots in my stomach, I couldn't deny that I felt that this was somehow going to work out. She seemed like my kind of people, the kind of person that I would love to hang out with. Even without the 'insurance' of getting her pregnant, I would have loved to see her around more often.

"I guess not, Miles. But you're going to have to start spending some time with me, hopefully without surprising me twice every night. At least, not surprises like this," I said softly.

She giggled and pushed herself off the chair and stumbled her way over to me. Miles plopped in my lap and pressed her lips to mine. Her sweet, coconut flavored chapstick lingered on my lips even after she pulled away and she whispered, "Don't worry. I'm not going to surprise you like that again. I got a little carried away, but I think it'll all work out."

I smiled and kissed her again. My hands held onto her hips, I would have wrapped them around her, but that tattoo was too fresh to touch. At the very least, I knew she would make sure the tattoo was well taken care of, otherwise, she'd have a pissed off girlfriend. Curious to say the least, but I didn't mind the outcome of today. Forty-three dating a nineteen-year-old, I'm going to have to get used to that.

A year later, Miles and I are still dating, our baby boy is healthy and happy. That night definitely threw us both for a loop, but we've been getting along amazingly. My Emily started as a stranger, but now she was my lover. More importantly, she was my best friend. Getting mistaken for her mom all the time was more comical than not, especially when I kissed her to prove a point. The men my age were jealous, the girls her age were jealous. It was a strange world we lived in, but it felt amazing to be able to say that she and I were a 'we' now. All because of a silly little tattoo.


Story Four

A Futa Teaches her Stud a Lesson

An Alpha Male’s Secret


Marrying into children is never easy. My wife and I were happy with one another, but she wouldn't let me move in until we were officially married. That was something I didn't quite understand, but I loved her enough to not ask too many questions about it.

Finally, after three years of a relationship, she proposed to me and we finally got married officially. Her son wasn't too happy about that. Zack was of the mindset that two women shouldn't be together. While he held his tongue when his mom was around, the guy was a bit of a bully. I thought the majority of his generation were accepting of these kinds of relationships.

Maybe the nineteen-year-old crowd was the odd group out. Then again, I knew plenty of people around his age that were just fine with a lesbian relationship. Maybe if Zack knew I had more in my panties than the typical woman, he might have been a little more forgiving. The few times he mouthed off at me, I took it in stride. No reason to cause a situation for Hannah to deal with, for now, he was just saying rude things.

I would have left that alone, but when I got a call from the college's dean saying that Zack called someone a "carpet muncher", it was time to take care of the problem.

When he came in from school, I called out, "Zack, I got a call today."

"Is your new dildo on the way?" he asked.

I rolled my eyes. As much as he tried to give me hell, it rarely bothered me. His tight t-shirt clung to his muscled frame. He towered over me, but that didn't intimidate me. If he wasn't such an asshole, I might have been inclined to call him a stud. He had his mother's green eyes and I could only guess that it was his father's brown hair. Hannah's was blonde, so obviously it didn't come from her.

"No, but the dean informed me that you're being a problem around campus. He said that you were going to be kicked from the team if you kept making homophobic remarks," I said.

"Fucking snitch told on me," he mumbled.

I stood from my chair and looked up at him, "It's not about someone telling on you. You've been talking a lot of shit since I've been with your mom and it needs to stop. If you're comfortable doing it here in front of people you should respect, then heaven knows you're only doing worse out there."

"It's none of your damn business, bitch."

My blood boiled and I glared at him, "Give me your keys."

"Excuse the fuck out of you?"

"Right now. Give me your keys. If you're going to be an ungrateful shit, you don't deserve to have nice things."

He shook his head, "You're not getting shit from me, Olivia."

"I swear, I'll have the damn thing towed if you don't give me your keys and I'll make sure your mom stops paying for your education. Wouldn't have to go work at a restaurant as a waiter, would you? That kind of thing is beneath you, isn't it, prick?"

Zack's eyes widened. He fished in his pocket and slammed his keys into my open hand, "That's low, even for a bull dike like you."

"Oh it's low, is it?"

"Dragging my mom into this shit. The bitch always takes your side anyway," he grumbled.

I balled my fists up, "Have you ever stopped to think that maybe it's because you're such an intolerable asshole?"

"I've thought about that a time or two, but then again, why would I stoop to a homo's level?"

"I don't know, your mom sure loves bending for my cock," I said. In the heat of the moment, all I wanted was to make him uncomfortable and angry.

He looked from my eyes to my hips for a moment. There was a faint bulge, there always was. I'm certainly not small in that department.

"So you're a damn tranny? That figures, mom always did like cock too much to really go les. So what now? Did you want me to beg for forgiveness and tell you how sorry I am so I can have my damn truck back?" he asked.

I shook my head, "No, that would be too easy. I think it's long overdue that you learn a lesson, Zack. I'm not going to have you acting this way around me or your mom. Damn sure not going to have you saying the kinds of things you've been saying at school."

For once since I've known him, Zack looked a little worried, "Then tell me what it is so I can go the fuck on. I've got a friend's house to be at, she's wanting to spread her legs for me, so let's get this over with."

"You know what. That's a good idea. If you want to have your truck back, you'll spread your legs for me. I know you'd never tell a soul that you let a transwoman fuck you, so that isn't a problem. But I think it's long overdue that someone showed you just how horrible it is to experiment with your sexuality."

Zack chuckled, "I'm not going to be some kind of faggot for you. Screw the truck."

"Then you'll stay in your room and I'll let your mom know that you've just decided to give up football and your education," I purred. Having him in the palm of my hand felt amazing. What I was offering felt a little wrong, I loved Hannah and I wanted the best for her. But, it's not like we hadn't talked about being open with our relationship. Both of us had needs that we couldn't fully satisfy for each other. Like we agreed on, as long as neither of us got any kind of diseases and still came home to each other at the end of the night, things should be fine.

"You're such a fucking bitch!"

"I might as well be. As horrible as you've been to me and your mom, not to mention the other people you've probably tortured. You deserve this, Zack."

He sighed and shook his head, "If I do this, you're giving the truck back and no one ever finds out, right?"

"Of course, as long as you're a good boy."

"Son of a bitch, always a fucking catch, isn't there?"

I giggled and nodded, "You think I want to be known as your new mom when you're such a douche? Now, why don't we head upstairs to your room? I want to make sure that whenever you close your eyes a night that all you can think about is how hard I fucked your ass."

He shuddered, "Shouldn't you be trying to take the high road or something?"

"Do you want your truck back or not, asshole?" I asked.

Zack led the way to his room while grumbling the entire time, “I don’t know why anyone would ever want to be with you. Such a fucking manipulative bitch.”

I stayed quiet as he got into his room. As much as he seemed to resent the situation I put on the table, the outline of his hardened cock in his pants told another story. If this was supposed to be such an issue for him, why was he aroused?

"Poor Zack, always mistreated and abused. No one ever does Zack right. Zack is always such a sweet boy who would never deserve this kind of treatment," I cooed. "Is that the bullshit you want to hear? You've been such an asshole since I've known you, Zack. So what's the deal? You want me to somehow act like you're a perfect person who has done nothing wrong in his life?"

He rolled his eyes and took off his shirt. His chiseled abs were a sight to behold, but I couldn't let myself get lost in them right now. "Let's just get this over with. I don't want to fucking look at you anymore," he shot back.

I must have hit a nerve, but that was a good thing. If I could get him to see how much of a douche he was being, then I could possibly get through to him on a personal level. He wouldn't make it through college, much less through life, if he continued to act this way.

Zack pushed his pants and boxers down and bent over his bed. For someone that was supposed to hate anyone that wasn't straight, he sure seemed willing to bend over for me. I giggled and asked, "Do you expect me to go in dry?"

"I've got a bottle of lube on my nightstand," he mumbled.

"Now why on earth would you have lube? Can't get the women wet enough with your charm?" I taunted. The bottle of lube had been used quite a few times. I might not be an expert on the subject matter, but unless he was fond of anal, he probably wouldn't have needed the lube. Hannah never needed it when I had sex with her and I'm well above average when it comes to cock sizes.

Zack huffed and turned his head away from me, "Why are you still dressed?"

"Because I want to be? I don't have to listen to your whining right now, Zack. If you want your life to go back to the way it was, then you'll be a good boy. Won't you?" I asked.

He stayed silent and I leaned over the bed and cupped his chin with my free hand, "Won't you?"

"Yes, ma'am," he spat.

"Was that so hard? It certainly couldn't have been harder than your cock," I teased. He wasn't as large as me, but I had to give him some credit. If he knew how to use it at all, the women around his college would have probably loved him for it. It was the personality they probably couldn't stand.

I walked behind the bed and rested the bottle of lube on his back while I stripped. He didn't move his body, but he did look back at me and I could have swore he moaned when my panties fell to the floor. I took the bottle of lube and started applying it to my cock as I spoke, "So after this, what are you going to do?"

"Probably go out to see that chick I told you about earlier, Olivia," he said.

"And if I tell you not to?" I asked.

He sighed, "Then I probably won't go."

"Why not?"

"Because you'd threaten me with something else, like telling everyone at the college about this."

I giggled and pressed the head of my lubed up cock against his ass, "Maybe I would. Maybe I wouldn't. But either way, you've got to take my cock, don't you?"

"You know, if I've got to be fucked by someone, at least it isn't a faggot with a shrimp dick."

My hands fell to his hips and I pushed the first three inches of my cock inside him. He let out a whimpering cry of pain and clutched the covers. "Watch your fucking mouth. There is nothing wrong with being gay, or lesbian, or bisexual, or transgender. I'm not going to have someone like you running around talking shit about everyone. Cussing is one thing, but being a dick for the sake of being a dick isn't going to fly around here, bitch."

I watched his jaw as it clenched and relaxed a few times. He finally spoke, "Sorry, Olivia. It won't happen again."

My cock eased further inside him and I heard him let out a soft moan, "Good. I'm glad to hear that, Zack. I wouldn't want to have to keep punishing you. Especially not if you're making it sound like a reward."

Zack looked ahead and stayed as quiet as he could. I didn't see a point in making a display of the act right now. His tight ass around my cock certainly felt nice, but I didn't want to let myself get too lost in him. He needed to learn a lesson and I was more than willing to teach it to him. Zack's was a stud and I couldn't deny that I wanted him on a physical level.

My hips rocked into him and each one brought a soft grunt from him. I let my hand reach around his waist and I took hold of his firm cock, "It's not so bad, is it?"

"No, ma'am," he said. A soft sigh escaped him as I started stroking his cock in sync with my thrusts into him.

"So why do you give people such a hard time for doing this?" I asked.

He turned his head to look at me for a second before looking back at the bed, "Because I do like it."

I cocked my head to the side, "Excuse me?"

"I like the way it feels. You know, I used to think I was gay. Then the guys in middle school made my life hell. So fuck it all, right? Just be the asshole everyone was to me. It got them through, why can't it get me through?" he asked. His voice seemed frail like he might burst into tears.

I slowed my thrusts and let my free hand rub his lower back, "Oh god, Zack, why didn't you say something sooner." My hips slowly pulled away, but he pushed his hips back against me to keep me inside him.

"P-Please don't stop. We can talk all you want, but don't stop," he begged.

Well, this was unexpected. I didn't want to make light of the situation and I tried to do the right thing. Or at least, I was trying now, earlier I can admit that I pushed the envelope a little too far. But this was good, my stepson was finally opening up to me!

"Zack, I just want to do right by you. You've made it so hard and I was at the end of my rope. I hate that it came to this, but you're safe now, you know that, don't you?"

He nodded his head, "I'm so sorry, Olivia."

"Sweetie, it's okay. It's not me that you need to apologize to. It's the other people you've hurt. Hannah, the people at school, and most importantly, you need to apologize to yourself. How long have you been hiding this from yourself and living a lie?" I asked.

He sighed, "Too long. I'll try and do better, Olivia, but I, uh, I need to ask a favor of  you."

"Anything, sweetie."

"Could you finish in me? I've always wanted that, but yeah, it's a little hard to get someone to fuck you when you call them a sissy faggot."

"Aww, but you're my sissy faggot, Zack," I teased.

He chuckled and wiggled his hips on my cock, "That was a bad joke, mom."

My heart fluttered in my chest. It was the first time he called me mom, but I hoped it wouldn't be the last. Who knew that ten inches could be all the distance he needed to toe the line of being a good person?

"I know, pumpkin. Now, let me take care of that little favor for you, okay?" I cooed.

He leaned further into the bed and raised his hips, "Please and thank you."

I giggled. He was being so polite now. Why couldn't he just tell me he enjoyed being fucked in the ass before? If I'd known that, I could have solved this problem a while ago!

My girl-cock continued to slide into his tight ass. I rested my hands on his hips and held onto his firm body. He had so many of his mother's qualities that fucking him felt rather natural to me. The differences he had weren't jarring, but I couldn't imagine doing this too often. Hannah was the woman I wanted to be with all my life, even if she and I were fine with having sex with other people.

Soft moans poured from him and I basked in that delight. Zack had been such an aggressive 'alpha' type for so long that having him in such a defenseless state was bliss. The way he bucked his hips into my thrusts and how desperate he seemed to be for my futa-cock made things all the better. I truly hoped that Zack would learn from today. If not, then remedial lessons wouldn't hurt my feelings.

For his own sake, I hoped would accept that he could enjoy this kind of pleasure with another. He was my stepson officially now and I wanted the best for him. All he had to do was know he would be accepted and loved no matter what he chose, as long as he wasn't being an asshole.

My girl-cock continued to slam into his warm hole, each stroke bringing me closer to my inevitable orgasm. I didn't want to cum just yet, but I knew that I would end up unloading in his ass before too long. One of my hands reached back around his waist and I stroked his cock furiously as I pounded into him. His soft moans turned into desperate grunts and he cried out, "Fuck, I'm going to cum!"

"That's a good boy! Make a mess for Mommy," I purred.

His tight ass clenched around my cock and he shot his hot load onto the bed. I pounded into him as hard as I could while I milked his cock with my hand. He collapsed onto the bed and took deep breaths as he laid in his own cum. The visual was too much for me and I planted my hands on his lower back as I rutted into his ass.

My balls drew up and a heated rush of pleasure tore through my body. I slammed into him one last time and I leaned over his body. My breasts pressed against his back and my arms slid under his chest. I held him close while my girl-cock unloaded its hot cum into his tight ass. Zack let continued to moan as I filled him with my seed.

Once I finished, I kissed his upper back. I would have kissed his neck, but the fucker was at least a foot taller than me. "So what are you going to do if I give you your truck keys?" I asked again.

He sighed, "The girl I told you about, she's not a she. I've been seeing him for a few weeks now and he's so sweet. He's a crossdresser and honestly, if I didn't tell you, you might never know he wasn't a she."

"Why don't you invite her over for dinner, sweetie? I'll let your mom know you came out to me and I promise, we'll treat him like family. You've just got to be more careful with how you act from now on, okay? We love you, but we can't have you making other people as uncomfortable as those bullies made you."

He nodded his head, "Well, that means you've got to get off me and let me take a shower. I wouldn't want my boyfriend to know that I let someone fuck me. He's been chomping at the bit to do it for weeks."

I giggled as I pulled out of him and started getting dressed again, "This is going to stay between us, pumpkin. But remember what we talked about, alright?"

"Alright, mom. Thanks for this, by the way. It feels stupid to say it and I know it's not how it should be, but it feels nice to be given permission to be the way I am."

"I'd do anything for you, Zack. I love you, even if you've been a dick up to this point," I said.

It was the truth, he was my wife's son and I had to care about him, but anyone could have seen that he was struggling. Hell, if I hadn't gone through his browser's history, I would have never known he had fantasies about being fucked. So maybe I was the one being a bit of a bitch, setting him up for this, but hey. It worked out, didn't it?

Three hours later, the four of us sat around the dinner table. Laughter filled the room often and for once in a very long time, I saw Zack truly smile. His boyfriend was as sweet as they come, and I might just have to teach him a different kind of lesson some day. Then again, maybe I could just teach it to Zack and he would pass on the knowledge. No matter the case, life seemed to be looking up for all of us. Hannah was happy that her son came out to her and that he seemed to be in a better place because of it.

Life doesn't always work the way we think it should, but in the end, it still works out. It's a funny thing, and sometimes taking a chance isn't such a daunting task. Especially not if you've done your research.


Story Five

Futa Park Ranger and the Fertile Goth

Tricked into Getting her Pregnant


The warm summer rays trickled down through the forestry onto the beaten path I walked. My eyes wandered the lush plant life and I sighed as I kept walking. As beautiful as nature was to me, someone didn't seem to share my ideals. Trash littered the right side of the path and I kept having to bend over to pick it up. I'd collected quite the handful of candy wrappers and stuffed them into the soda can I found earlier.

Whoever was leaving this trial behind couldn't be too far ahead of me. Her footprints were hard to follow which told me she was a lithe female. I never thought that being a park ranger would have me hunting down pesky littering women, but hey, the job had plenty of benefits.

I could barely hear the sound of some kind of screaming metal band coming from further down the path. Great, one of those types of people. I sighed and started jogging down the path to finally catch this person before I had to follow them all the way through the four-mile nature trail. When I saw my lithe litterer shaking her hips while she half-walked half-danced her way down the trail, I lost my desire to stop her.

Outside looking in, the woman looked like she was having the time of her life. Her long black hair swayed behind her and if her hands were any indication, she was a pale woman. She wore a pair of skinny jeans that showed off her tight ass and I couldn't see her shirt, but the black hoodie she wore clung to her frame. The pockets of that hoodie were bulged out and she dipped her hand into one of them and pulled out another caramel candy. I watched her unwrap it and toss the wrapper down before continuing her way down the trail.

The music came from her phone in the pocket of her skinny jeans. For a second, I thought about just letting her go. My futa-cock strained against my cargo shorts already and if she kept shaking that ass of hers, I might just lose it. Being a park ranger wasn't all bad, but this was one of the few situations I hated. My social awkwardness and love of nature led me to this job in the first place. This was a situation that I really didn't want to handle.

I walked behind her quietly and gently tapped her on the shoulder. The ensuing scream and following deep blush as she turned around and saw me made my heart freeze. I didn't mean to scare her, but damn, it was hard to think about that when those soft blue eyes looked my way. Her black hair framed her face well and ran part way down her back. She looked like she was the type of woman that would hide from the sun at all costs. Her face had no makeup on it and that made my heart finally start pumping again. Someone that wasn't concerned with how people saw them in this day and age? Impossible.

"Ma'am, I wanted you to know that I've been having to stop and pick up these little plastic wrappers of yours for the past thirty minutes. I really don't want to fine you for that, but if you're going to keep doing it, that's going to be a problem," I said.

She nodded her head and reached into her pocket. The music quieted down until it was barely audible, "Isn't it just going degrade?"

"Eventually, yeah. They could survive longer than either of us. It's not such a huge deal with these plastic wrappers but if people see you doing that with these little things, then they'll think it's fine. This is a beautiful trail to walk, isn't it?" I asked.

"I'd like to think so, I come here every three days," she said.

"Wouldn't you like to keep it that way?"

She nodded, "Yeah, but are a few wrappers really going to hurt anything. I've seen condoms tied to trees, drink bottles, and all kinds of shit just thrown around."

I rolled my eyes, "So your answer is to be part of the problem instead of the solution?"

"You've got a point. Also, you should really think about wearing some tighter panties or tucking that thing. I'm not going to lie, it's a little distracting to talk to a sexy ranger while her cock is tenting her shorts," the woman purred.

I blushed and crossed my legs, "You know, I was honestly hoping you wouldn't notice. It's not like I had a lot of options here. Follow you around until it finally went down, which I don't think would happen, or just confront you and find some time to take care of it later."

She seemed to perk up when I mentioned taking care of myself later. "So, ranger girl, why don't you tell me a little bit about how many people walk this trail every day?" she asked.

I cocked my head to the side. She was prying for information that shouldn't have mattered under most circumstances. I figured I'd humor her, "Well, it's not exactly an easy or a quick trail. We don't get many people coming down it in the morning. The afternoon is a different story, plenty of joggers come here to get their workout in. And my name is Anna."

"Laurel, but I'd prefer it if you just called me baby," she said. Laurel shot me a wink and continued, "So if we've got a little time, then why couldn't we walk a bit further in? Maybe check out that neat little wooden bench together? I'd love to show some appreciation for the lesson you taught me in the conservation of the trail or whatever."

My girl-cock told me to say yes. I shouldn't have let her talk to me like this, and much worse, I shouldn't have actually considered it. But realistically, who would know? This woman knew what she was asking for and if she wanted me to have sex with her and she stopped littering, well, that was just a perk of the job, right?

"Sure, just make sure you put those wrappers in your pocket or something, Laurel," I said.

She rolled her eyes and turned her music back up. Laurel continued down the trail. The sway of her hips ensured that my poor futa-cock never got a break. I needed this release. As wrong as it was to have sex on the job, especially with a stranger, I didn't think about the possible repercussions. Who was going to stop me? The park ranger? I was the only one our small town had assigned to this area. Worst case scenario, I'd deal with a heavy conscience.

I finally mustered up the courage to walk beside her and slid my hand into her back pocket. My fingers curled around the swell of her ass and Laurel looked to me and smiled, "About time. I was worried you might have gotten shy on me."

This was a big step for me. She might not think much of it, but I tried hard to be more of a romantic than this. I wanted to show the woman I was with that she mattered to me before I ever considered touching her. Laurel seemed to be desperate for it, then again, most women that found out I had a cock seemed to be pretty excited to play. Maybe that was because of my size, but I could hope that it was just my personality that they liked.

Once we made it to the bench, she pulled her phone out of her pocket and dumped her pockets of the caramel candies. She unzipped her jacket and put it over her belongings and smiled at me, "Just going to stand there or are you going to show me what I'm working with, ranger?"

Well, she certainly didn't seem to have any inhibitions as to what she wanted to do. I unzipped my cargo shorts and pulled my thick cock out of my panties and through the hole. Nine and a half inches of sweet girl-cock got Laurel's attention.

"God damn, Anna. That's a nice little toy you brought me to play with. So, some ground rules. You don't slap me, you don't hit me, you damn sure don't talk down to me, and you don't cum inside me. We good on that?" she asked.

I nodded, "Are you fine with leaving your panties on?" It was a strange request, but if I couldn't cum in her, I'd at least like to cum in her panties. Something about having her wear them for the rest of the day just seemed arousing to me.

"Sure, why not, perv," she teased. Her hands moved to her jeans and she unbuttoned them and pushed them to her ankles. Laurel wiggled her ass at me, the black panties she wore made my mouth water. There was nothing too sexy about them, but knowing that I would get to enjoy the treat beneath them made them so much more arousing. I could even see the outline of her sweet pussy through them and there was no denying her wetness.

"Then what are we waiting for?" I asked.

"I was kind of hoping that the stars would align, the moon would block out the sun, and the new world order would come to save me from my monstrous futa assailant," she said. A smile crossed her face. "Fucking with you, I'm literally just waiting on you to fuck me, ranger."

At least she was peppy, her clothing and taste in music would have led me to believe she was an angst-filled rebel type. Instead, she seemed to be quite carefree and willing to let the moment take her wherever. That was something I envied. If she hadn't offered, I would have just left her alone to do whatever else she might do today. Maybe fine her for littering, but never ask her if she wanted to have sex on a public trail where anyone could show up.

I pulled her panties to the side and let out a groan when I saw her tight lips. They gleamed in the morning sunlight and I could feel myself getting more aroused by the second. Laurel had quite the body on her, but I couldn't imagine why on earth she wanted me. Sure, I looked pretty good in my own right, but I was still a complete stranger to her.

She looked back at me and mumbled, "If you're just going to look, I'll find someone else."

"Is there something wrong with enjoying a masterpiece of modern art?" I purred.

"Have you even seen what they call modern art? People fucking put cardboard down and call it art. So either put it in me or pull my pants back up. It's not exactly the warmest day, ranger."

Yikes, well, at least I tried to be charming. I pressed the head of my futa-cock at her entrance and slowly eased my thickness into her.

Laurel moaned and pushed back against me and had no issue taking my full length. Her tight walls gripped my cock and she held onto the bench. She rolled her hips and ground herself on me, "Not bad at all, ranger."

Hearing her voice praising me made my girl-cock throb within her. I didn't want to admit it, but I was already struggling to keep myself from exploding within her. Something about her calm demeanor, her well-practiced hips, and playful personality were scratching itches I didn't even know I had.

I thrust gently into her and she seemed to enjoy the pleasure, but she groaned after a few strokes, "I want you to fuck me, ranger. I don't want you to make love to me. This isn't a nice bed after a candlelight dinner, this is a fucking fling out on the nature trail. Slam my fucking cunt until I scream your name!"

Well, so much for playful. My hands fell to her hips and I started slamming myself into her. She should have known that I wouldn't be able to last long at this pace, but she didn't seem to care about that. I wanted her, I wanted this release, and I wanted to hear her praise me.

Laurel's grip tightened on the bench and she moaned each time she was rammed with my cock. She pushed against the bench, forcing our hips to clash together even harder. The loud clapping sounds we made echoed out into the morning air.

I wanted to pleasure her, to at least show her some measure of appreciation for what she was doing for me. My hand slipped around her hips and I pressed two fingers against her sensitive clit. Trying to keep my pace while fucking her was difficult, but her breathy moans made it all worth it.

Her pussy tightened around my cock and she whimpered, "J-Just like that, ranger. A little h-harder, p-please!"

I wasn't sure if she wanted me to fuck her harder or to rub her harder. So I did both. My fingers ground into her clit and I pounded her tight pussy as hard as I could. My thighs were starting to burn from exertion, but she made it all worth it.

Laurel's moans went silent and I heard her stammering something under her breath just before she let out a high-pitched squeal. A wave of her juices gushed around my cock and flooded her panties. She let out a whining moan and looked back to me with appreciative half-lidded eyes. Her mouth was partially agape and she struck me as slightly familiar in that moment.

I didn't put too much stock into it. My heavy balls were drawing up and I couldn't last much longer. I pulled my hand away from her clit and held onto her hips again as I plowed into her. She hung her head between her shoulders and tried to focus on rocking her hips into me.

The effort was wasted. I was already too close to my orgasm to be ushered along any faster. Her soaked lips sucked at my cock as I thrust into her as hard as I could without hurting her. A long, low groan escaped me and I started pulling my hips away.

Laurel pushed against me and tightened her pussy around my cock, "D-Don't pull out."

"But you said—"

"Don't you dare pull out!" she screamed.

I didn't quite understand her thought process, but I didn't want to deny her either. Hopefully, she would be on the pill or something. I didn't know, and it was too late to care. My futa-cock throbbed within her and I gasped as the waves of euphoria washed through my body. I couldn't recall the last time I had sex with someone so tantalizing, but I did know that I hadn't came so hard in months.

Rope after thick rope of my hot futa-seed streamed into her. I knew that with as deep as my girl-cock was inside her, she would end up getting pregnant if she wasn't pill. Now more than ever, I wished I carried a condom with me, but up until today, I hadn't needed one. Even as I flooded her with my cum, her pussy tightened around my cock and I felt a second warm rush of juices around my cock. Two orgasms from her? It must have been my lucky day!

When I finally finished unloading into her, she wore a thin smile and pulled away from me. "You know, Anna. Mom would be pissed if she found out you fucked her daughter."

I cocked my head to the side, "W-Wait, what?"

"Just tell me if the name Irene Walker sounds familiar," she purred.

Irene Walker was my boss, "What does that have to do with anything?"

"Mm, Laurel Walker, Irene Walker, you tell me, ranger."

Holy son of a taint. I thought she looked familiar. What mess had I just gotten myself into? This was my boss's eighteen-year-old daughter. I wanted to panic or throw a fit, but in the end, I just sat down on the bench and chuckled to myself.

"Well, Laurel, pull up your pants and clean my cock off. I don't think your mom would appreciate it if I didn't make her daughter do the same things I made her do," I said.

Laurel's eyes went wide, "Y-You fucked my mom?!"

I giggled, "No, but you should really see the look on your face. Really though, I'd appreciate it a lot if you could clean my cock, sweetie. We've still got another two miles of trail to walk and I'd hate to have a messy pair of panties."

She rolled her eyes, "You ever make another joke like that and I'm going to tell mom that you're the one that got me pregnant."

"W-Wait, you're not on the pill?" I asked.

"Why would I be? I've been trying to find someone with a nice job to knock me up. You just happened to be the first person I tried with," she purred.

Well, that would explain why she wasn't in college. I did feel a little used, but I couldn't pretend that this was such a bad thing. Laurel leaned down and took my cock into her mouth while wiggling her jeans back up. Her warm lips surrounded my cock and I moaned quietly as she bobbed along my shaft.

I stroked my hand through her hair and whispered, "So how do you feel about dating the person that knocked you up?" I used her terminology. While I wasn't too much older than her at thirty-two, I still wanted her to see me as trying to be 'cool'.

She looked at me, made sure she had my attention, then rolled her eyes. I loved her snarky personality, but damn she chose the wrong time to be so coy. My cock throbbed within her mouth and she gagged around it.

Laurel pulled off of my cock and coughed a few times before giving my shaft a playful slap, "S-Son of a bitch, the thing tried to bite me. Anyway, I'm fine with dating a ranger. I know that if I marry you, I might even get some decent benefits. Not that having a huge cock to fuck when I want it would be a bad thing. Besides, can you imagine the look on mom's face when I tell her I met you while I was out for a walk?"

"I can imagine it won't be pretty. But it's fine. You're worth a little bit of getting chewed out. You know she's going to hate both of us for a little while, don't you?" I asked.

"Mm, maybe. I don't know, ranger. I can just turn on the waterworks and she'll treat me like a saint. You're the one that might get the cold shoulder and have to work shitty jobs," Laurel purred.

So this was my life now. Sleeping with my boss's daughter with a baby on the way. I could live with that. Even if I did have to work horrible jobs or longer hours. At least I had a person to come home to. Laurel wasn't the sweetest woman I'd ever met, but she was honest and loved to joke around. That meant something in my books, even if others would write it off.

Six months later, we were still dating. I'd popped the question in our fifth month and even got Irene's blessing. That wasn't easy, but getting Laurel to turn those waterworks on and tell her mom how much she loved me worked like a charm. Who would have known that taking a chance with a pesky litterer on a nature trail would have resulted in this?

We found out the baby is going to be a girl, or at least, the estrogen levels are high, even if there is a little extra down below. She's going to take after her futa mother and I've never been so proud.


Story Six

A Futa Therapist and her Cheating MILF

Enjoying the Session


The waiting room smelled like peppermints. As much as I enjoyed that smell, my stomach churned at the thought of talking to this new therapist. My normal one would be gone on vacation and even though I insisted on just getting a different appointment, my normal therapist encouraged me to come anyway.

According to him, seeing a new therapist might help me with gaining a different perspective. I felt like what Mr. Waylin had to offer was plenty for me. He kept me in line and any time my anxiety got too bad, he managed to calm me down.

Last night, my husband once again turned his back to me when we were in bed. I just wanted him to show me a little affection like he used to. Twenty years of marriage must have dulled his desire, I guess.

The woman sitting behind the desk called out in a soft tone, “Fiona? You can come on back when you’re ready. Ms. Jensen is ready to see you.”

“Thank you,” I responded. After picking up my purse, I straightened my black button-up shirt and shamefully plucked my panties from between my cheeks. These tight jeans didn’t do much for practicality, but at least people looked at me like I was attractive.

The woman said nothing about my antics. One less thing to worry about for now. I walked down the hall and into the room I was all too familiar with. My eyes immediately met with the woman’s deep green eyes. I felt my breath hitch in my chest. Her brown hair draped down her shoulders and the casual attire she wore did nothing to hide her curves.

Ms. Jensen sat with her legs crossed, the short skirt she wore barely reached her mid-thigh. I couldn’t imagine this woman being out of her twenties, but I wasn’t complaining. I’d never considered myself to be bisexual, yet Ms. Jensen had a certain appeal about her.

Shit, just how deprived was I?

“Hey! Nice to meet you, Fiona. Mind shutting the door so we can get started?” she asked.

Her honeyed voice made sounded so smooth. I shut the door and sat down on the small sofa in the office. I didn’t want to say the wrong thing just yet. Telling her too much might mean that she would start digging into things that I didn’t want to talk about to a stranger, so I kept myself quiet.

“Right, thank you for that. So, I read over your file and I’m glad to see that you’re doing better in general. The sheet you filled out seemed pretty normal with the exception of your anxiety spiking off the charts. Do you want to talk to me about that?”

“I’m just not really feeling too sure of myself. Confidence is one of those fake it until you make it things, I know, but I’m not good at faking it. My husband just ignores me and I feel like I’m not good enough for him anymore,” I mumbled.

She nodded, “So then, are you good enough for yourself?”

The question caught me off guard. Why would she need to know my opinion of myself? Obviously, it couldn’t be very appealing. I rolled my eyes, something I was sure she took note of. “I think I look okay. I don’t want to sway too much on the positive scale and I don’t think you want to hear the negatives I have to say.”

“It’s not about what I want to hear, it’s about what you’re feeling. Fiona, I can’t help you until you tell me what you’re struggling with.”

Fuck, her voice is so soft and sweet. It’s hard to imagine that she didn’t truly care about me. Some of these shrinks might not care about their patients, but she seemed like one of the good people in her profession.

“Ms. Jensen, I just don’t feel like I’m as pretty as I used to be. I know that’s a vain thing to worry about, but really. My kids are grown and I’ve just got nothing left to do. I work part-time and some of the people I interact with still look at me like I’m a tasty treat, but they’re not the people I can have. My husband and I said our vows and I intend to keep them, but he just isn’t interested.”

“Fiona, you can call me Jennifer. So I’m curious. Twenty years of marriage and he’s ignoring you. Are you comfortable with me asking when the last time you two had sex was?”

I blushed and averted my eyes, “Ten months ago.”

She let out a frustrated groan, “I’m sorry to hear that. Have you thought about trying toys?”

“They don’t feel the same. I mean, I guess they get the job done. But it’s the warmth of another that I crave. Being told how wonderful I am, how much I’m loved. All of that stuff. I know, it’s cheesy, but it’s how I feel.”

“It’s not cheesy, Fiona. You just want to be treated like the woman you are. And for what it’s worth, I think you look quite stunning. I’d have to say you might want to try yoga pants or something along those lines. Those jeans are too tight and they’re not meant to be that tight. Skinny jeans have a little flex to them, but blue jeans that are just tight around your hips don’t exactly let you breathe,” she said.

I looked back at her and saw her eyes lingering around my hips. A smile formed on my lips and I thought of all of the dirty things I wanted to say to her right now. There was something about her that made my inner deviant act up. My husband wasn’t a bad man, but he wasn’t making me his woman like he used to.

“Well then, since we’re alone, would you be fine with me unbuttoning my jeans?” I asked.

Her eyes met with mine and she smiled, “I’m fine with that. If things get uncomfortable, just let me know.”

I undid the button to my jeans and smiled, “I will, but I’m pretty content right now.”

“Good. So then, let’s get back on track. Fiona, when was the last time you felt like you were whole?”

“Maybe a year and a half ago? My husband and I took a vacation together and he was pretty content to sleep with me then. I felt like things might have been looking up for a little while, but then we got back home and it died down again.”

“And you’re positive that you wouldn’t be willing to talk to your husband about finding another partner that could satisfy your needs?” she asked.

“Excuse me?”

She cocked her head to the side, “Cheating on him would be a little underhanded in your eyes. If he knew about it, would that make things any better?”

“Honestly, it’s more that I wouldn’t want him to find out about it. I’ve thought about trying to seduce a few people in my daily life, but it always comes back to the idea that I couldn’t live without him right now.”

Jennifer smiled, “So if you had someone that you could trust, you would be more willing to take care of your own needs?”

“I think so,” I mumbled.

She slowly lifted her skirt up her thighs, “And if that someone was legally bound to keep our appointments private?”

My eyes followed and just when I thought I would see a smooth mound, a large bulge showed in her blue panties, “W-Wait what?”

“Ah, I was referring to your patient confidentiality—”

“Not that. I know what you mean. J-Just how do you explain having those bits?” I asked.

She giggled, “Well, Fiona, I was born with it. I transitioned and decided to keep it. Is that a problem?” Her hand grasped the thick outline of her girl-cock.

I bit my lower lip and shook my head.

“I didn’t think it would be. Now, if you’re fine with this, you’re going to have to say so,” she purred.

“I-I want to touch it,” I whispered. Her cock was much bigger than my husbands. Hell, I don’t know if I’ve seen bigger than hers in some of the porn I've watched. I wasn't going to complain about it.

She smiled and got out of her chair. Two quick steps brought her to the couch and she pushed her skirt down to her ankles. Jennifer sat beside me and giggled as she pulled her cock out of her panties, "Well, I'm not going to stop you from touching it. But I will say that I might have to finish before you leave."

"We've got an hour. That should be enough to get the job done, right?" I asked.

"Of course, I'm a therapist, not a porn star. As sexy as you are, I doubt I'll last more than fifteen minutes," she purred.

Therapy just got a whole lot more appealing for me. I usually hated coming to these appointments, but as my fingers curled around her thick shaft and started stroking, I could see myself getting excited about this. The only thing I needed to do now was make sure that she became my main therapist. As much as I liked Mr. Waylin, he didn't have a girl-cock that he was willing to treat me to.

She moaned softly as her cock continued to grow in my hand. I wanted to do more with her but I knew that I should be patient. If I got too excited, she might stop me and I don't think either of us wanted that.

"Mm, your husband must not realize what he's missing out on, Fiona."

I slid my other hand between her legs and massaged her balls. "He should know what he's missing. But, his loss is your gain, if you want it to be," I said. My husky tone must have triggered something within her. A bead of precum peeked out from her cock's head and I giggled. Leaning down, I cleaned away the delicious droplet with my tongue.

She let out a soft gasp and put her hand on the back of my head, "You know, I'll be working here officially starting next week. If you ask the clerk, I'm sure we could get you in for weekly appointments with me."

With Jennifer seeming to be comfortable with my mouth near her girl-cock, I wrapped my lips around her crown and started sucking softly. I hummed my agreement to her statement and she let out another feminine moan. Jennifer really wanted this and that made my heart soar. Maybe I wasn't so undesirable after all, but I was getting ahead of myself. I wanted to show this woman why she should want me as a client.

I bobbed up and down her cock. My tongue danced around her beautiful, veined cock. Each time I went down, I tried to take a little more of her length. Jennifer's cock had to be at least ten inches, if not more. I had a toy back at home that was nine inches and I've practiced with it all too often. I could take it without a problem. Her cock was too much to handle.

She rubbed her hand down my upper back, "That's really good, Fiona. But why don't you get naked for me, sweetie? I want to see your sexy body."

I pulled away from her cock and purposefully let the saliva trail from my lips to her cock's head. Her cock throbbed at the sight and she groaned quietly, "I'm going to fuck you until you can't stand, Fiona."

A giggle escaped me and I stood up. I unbuttoned my shirt and tossed it aside. My jeans were next, spilling onto the floor as quickly as I could get them down. Maybe one of the younger women Jennifer slept with would have taken her time stripping, but I knew what I wanted.

My white and pink lingerie set made her gasp and I felt my cheeks flushing red. Having a beautiful, younger woman react to me like this just made my day so much brighter. Maybe I was more desirable than my husband made me feel. Hell, if she lived up to her boasting, I would happily crawl my ass out of this office and call someone to pick me up.

"They're really cute, but I would much rather see them on the floor, baby," she purred.

The woman was smooth, I had to give her that. I reached behind my back and unhooked the bra with practiced hands before pushing my panties down. My bra slid down my arms and both of the articles hit the floor at the same time.

"Better, Jen?" I asked.

"I'd have to say yeah. So how do you feel about laying on the couch while your therapist works your tension away?" she asked.

I laughed at the comment and rolled my eyes, "I think that line would work better if you were a massage therapist, but you know what, I'll take it."

"I know what you'll take," she said and winked at me.

From smooth to corny real quick. Still, she got a giggle out of me and that was nice. Sex usually felt so tense when I had it recently. I sat down on the couch and leaned back against the armrest.

Jennifer shifted so that her hips were between my thighs. Her thick futa-cock rubbed against my stomach and she whispered, "Are you a screamer?"

"S-Sometimes?" I responded nervously.

She leaned over the side of the couch and picked up my panties. I pouted as she brought the panties to my mouth and whispered, "If you want me to have sex with you, you're going to have to make sure no one finds out. So that means?"

I sighed, "It means you're going to gag me with my panties."

"Good girl," she cooed.

I opened my mouth and she pushed the panties in. The taste of my pussy didn't bother me, but I didn't like the feeling of the lace in my mouth. I didn't have to focus on that though. Jennifer's fingers started rubbing my pussy and I looked into her eyes with a measure of confusion. I wanted to be fucked, but having a little foreplay was amazing.

"You've got such a nice pussy, Fiona. I really don't understand why your husband is so against having it wrapped around his cock. If I wasn't a lady, I would have to just fuck you silly right now," she said. Her middle and ring finger slipped into my depths while her thumb started rubbing my clit, "But I've got to make sure you're soaked before I have my way with you."

I moaned into my panties and bucked my hips against her hand. She was perfect. Sweet, young, willing, and most importantly, good with her damn hands!

Jennifer leaned over me and wrapped her lips around one of my puffy nipples. The panties muffled my groan and Jennifer worked her hand faster into my pussy. I could feel my core heating up and it wouldn't be long if she kept up the play. If she stopped now, I still could have left the office feeling like a million bucks. This woman was restoring my faith in myself, even if she was enjoying herself while doing so.

Her teeth gently bit into my nipple for a second before she pulled away and moved to the other nipple. A third finger sunk into my pussy and she pulled her thumb off my clit. Jennifer's hand thrust into me as if she were trying to get her entire damn fist into me.

The wet sounds of her knuckles slapping into my pussy pushed me over the edge. My thighs clamped around her and she giggled happily around my nipple. A burning fire coursed through my body and erupted in the form of a stream of my juices. Even with the panties in my mouth, I moaned loudly and she slowly pulled her fingers out of me.

Her mouth pulled from my nipple and she sat up straight. She lifted her hand to her lips and licked each finger clean before whispering, "My turn, Fiona?"

I nodded my head vigorously. Her cock needed to be buried so deep into my pussy that I would feel empty for weeks after!

She smiled and positioned her futa-cock at my entrance and without so much as a warning, she pushed more than half of that huge cock into me. If I weren't so drenched, I might have had an issue taking something so thick. Then again, that nine-inch toy wasn't reserved for my mouth and my pussy could handle quite the beating.

As her cock continued to work deeper into my depths, I pulled the panties from my mouth, "I-I'll be quiet. I just have to say this. You feel so fucking good, Jennifer."

She giggled, "I'd hope so. If not, I'd have to go back to fingering you."

"I wouldn't mind that at all," I purred.

Her hips pressed against mine, "F-Fuck, most women can't take the entire thing."

I bucked my hips against her to keep the pleasure coming. Her shaft filled me to the brink and I felt a strange, almost uncomfortable sensation as her cock reached my innermost depths.

"It's an amazing cock, Jen," I purred.

She rolled her hips into me in slow, deep strokes. Each time her cock worked its way into my core, I let out a breathy moan.

"You sure you'll be able to stay quiet?"

I shook my head and begrudgingly stuffed the panties back in my mouth. She giggled and then pulled my left leg over her shoulder. She forced my pussy to stretch wider and smiled down to me, "Mind if I cum inside, by the way?"

The thought was much more appealing to me than it should have been. I couldn't tell her that I was still fertile if I did, she probably wouldn't have wanted to risk it. I nodded my head and kept those panties in my mouth, if I got pregnant, so be it. Having her girl-cock would be worth it and I was pretty sure I could beg my husband to fuck me, even if I had to cry to get him to do it.

She held onto my leg and started thrusting into me with hard, fast strokes. Her cock slammed into my core and I could even see a faint outline of her cock as it stretched my body to its limits. In all of my wildest fantasies, I never thought I'd have such a beautiful woman with such an enormous cock fucking me at a therapy appointment. Being fair, this appointment had done more for my self-esteem than any other one thus far.

Jennifer's soft moans poured from her lips. Her eyes were closed as she rocked into me and I could feel my stomach tightening again. How many times was this angel going to make me cum today?

I could hope that answer was a thousand, but I knew that our session had to end within forty minutes. My hips bucked wantonly into her thrusts and she hissed in a breath when she felt my walls convulsing around her cock. Jennifer didn't stop hammering into my pussy even as I squirted a second orgasm onto her. My juices only made her futa-cock easier to take.

She groaned and huffed in breaths, trying to stay somewhat quiet as she pounded me. I couldn't take my eyes off her beautiful face. There was nothing else in the world I'd want to see right now. Her cheeks were flushed red from the exertion and I could see tiny beads of sweat forming on her brow.

A quiet whimper came from her lips and she opened her eyes for a moment, "F-Fuck, I'm going to cum." She tried to keep her voice down, but the urgency in her tone made me question if someone in the halls outside might have heard her.

Jennifer was too lost in her world of bliss to have considered that though. Her cock pounded into my tight slit a few last times before she thrust as deep as she could into me. Rope after thick rope of her futa-cum poured into my core. If I was concerned about the risk of pregnancy before, I was positive that I'd end up with Jennifer's child after how much cum she pumped into my body.

Once her orgasm subsided, she slowly pulled out of my pussy and stood from the couch. Jennifer stepped closer to me and leveled her cock with my mouth, "Want to clean me up, baby?"

I pulled the panties from my mouth and greedily took her cock as deep as I could. She ran a hand through my hair and spoke softly, "I'd like to hope that a little exposure therapy will be able to keep your anxiety down. But that's dependent on you, Fiona. If you want to see me more often, then we'll have to get your appointments booked with me from now on."

I didn't want to take her cock from my mouth and she slowly thrust her softening cock into my wet mouth, "And if you're going to be such a good girl, we might just have to find a way to get you out of the house from time to time."

Therapy went from my least favorite part of the week to my favorite. Jennifer didn't even seem to mind when my stomach started swelling with life. Hell, I might be in my early forties, but I could handle another kid, especially when my husband seemed so excited to have 'his' new child.


Story Seven

The Futa Findom

The Stocker Empties his Pockets


Going to the local grocery store shouldn’t be a reason to dress to impress. Then again, most people weren’t recognizable porn stars. My last film was almost a week ago and I hadn’t been laid since. I suppose I shouldn’t be complaining but I was starting to crave the feel of a tight hole around my famous futa-cock.

The plain black dress I wore wasn’t anything too special but the stockings and elbow-length gloves I wore added an air of sensuality to my outfit. Online I was known as a Mistress and that wasn’t just a show. Even in my personal life, I craved a good submissive that knew their place. I loved seeing their cheeks light up with embarrassment or their other cheeks light up from being spanked.

I smiled as I walked into the small store. It wasn’t much but it was a local business that I wanted to support during my time in the area. Bigger corporations could kiss my ass, they rarely did anything to give back. With my personal annoyances aside, I grabbed a cart and made my way through the store.

While I hoped to find someone to tease, I did have a real reason to be in the store. The hotel I was staying at had decent food but it wasn’t the best tasting. I craved a good sandwich, something I could make without needing any cooking. Of course, I could have just gone to a restaurant, but where is the fun in that?

As I made my way down the aisles, I made eye contact with one of the employees. As soon as I did, he nervously pushed his glasses up the bridge of his nose and hurried away from my aisle.

I chuckled and followed him down the next row. Once again, he made eye contact with me and nervously fidgeted for a moment before he turned to walk away again.

“Pardon me, sir. I was hoping you could help me find some vegetables?” I called out.

His sigh rolled out and he turned back around to face me, “Of course, Mistr… Miss.”

My grin slowly turned into a full smile, “Well then, lead on.”

“Produce is this way,” he mumbled.

The stocker trudged his way towards the produce section. He had to have seen more than a few of my videos, how else would he recognize me and almost call me Mistress?

I wasn’t going to complain, even if I couldn’t get him out of the store today he would be fun to tease. When we got to the produce section, I cocked my head to the side and gestured to the cucumbers, “Which do you think would be the best?”

He looked at me, then to my crotch for a moment, and then back to the cucumbers, “Uh, is there really a difference?”

“I don’t know, that’s why I’m asking you. I don’t usually enjoy cucumbers. Trying new things isn’t always that bad, is it?” I asked. Most of my co-stars were female. This guy had some promise though. I can’t pretend that he was a dreamy hunk or even a sexy femboy but he wasn’t that bad looking.

His medium-length brown hair was kept swept out of his green eyes. The glasses he wore were actually pretty adorable. My eyes drifted down his body and I sighed. The blue jeans he wore weren’t tight enough to show me his ass but I could imagine that it was nice and tight.

He reached for a small cucumber and offered it to me, “If you’re not sure, why not try something small for now?”

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Dillon.”

“Right, Dillon, I don’t dip my toes in the water, I dive right in. So why don’t you find me something worth having?” I asked.

Dillon put the cucumber back and looked through them for a few moments. His cheeks burned a bright shade of red and I couldn’t help but get a little excited. He bent over to get into the back of the refrigerated space and I whispered, “Good boy.”

He straightened up and looked at me, “W-What did you say?”

“I said good boy. Now, get back to looking.”

Dillon opened his mouth as if he were going to talk back to me. He must have thought better of it as he turned around and started looking through the cooler again. He settled on a massive cucumber that was nearly as long as his arm. He offered it to me, “Is this better?”

I took the cucumber and weighed it in my hand, “Mm, I’m used to holding something a little bigger.”

“Well, that’s the biggest we have,” he said. His eyes darted to my hips and I saw his cheeks turn even darker.

A giggle escaped me and I ran my hand down my stomach. The dark black glove rubbed over the base of my cock and I leaned forward as I rubbed the rest of the way down my thigh. As I straightened up I whispered, “If you’re looking for bigger, I think you should make dinner for me. A nice home cooked meal, then we could watch a nice movie. You are a good boy, aren’t you?”

Dillon shifted his weight from one hip to the other for a few moments before he answered. “I don’t get off work until six. I could pick you up if you want?”

“You give me your address and I’ll see you at seven,” I purred.

“W-Why seven?”

“You already know who I am, don’t you?”

His voice lowered and he whispered so that the customer that was walking our way couldn’t hear us, “M-Mistress Victoria?”

“Exactly. So you’ll need to buy a pair of panties, won’t you?” I asked in my normal voice.

The middle-aged woman glanced at me and then to Dillon. He let out a quiet whimper and nodded his head.

“Good boy. Send me an email, don’t worry, I do read them. I’m sure you know how to get to my profile page, don’t you?” I asked.

He nodded his head once again and I gave him a gentle pat on the shoulder, “You might want to bring your own lube though. I don’t know if you’ll be able to handle fourteen inches of futa-cock.”

I turned and walked away. The woman looked at me with wide eyes and then back to Dillon but I didn’t pay them much attention. They were both people to be toyed with in my world.

At seven, I pulled up to the address given to me in my truck and saw Dillon outside. He was wearing a pair of skinny jeans and a blue button-up with a white undershirt. Not quite the outfit I preferred my male partners in, but I’d have to deal with what I had. If I were back in my hometown, guys and gals would be lining up to be my playthings.

After I parked, he walked to the truck and waited for me to get out of the truck before asking, “Are you sure you want me to cook dinner?”

“You’re not getting nervous, are you?” I asked and then nodded towards the apartment complex he lived in.

He sighed and shrugged his shoulders, “I’m not the best cook in the world.”

“Then you’ll get punished accordingly,” I said calmly.

Dillon grumbled something under his breath but still led the way into his apartment. His second-floor abode wasn’t too impressive, but I wasn’t going to complain. It still had more rooms than my hotel, including a kitchen and a real bathing area. Tiny bathtubs didn’t make my life any easier.

A weight seemed to lift from Dillon’s shoulders once he was inside. “So, Mistress, would you be okay with chicken breast over rice?”

I could already smell the chicken in the oven, “Yeah, that’s fine. Anything is better than fast food right now.”

“Awesome, so, uh, why me?” he asked.

“Are you really going to question a good thing? As far as I knew, horny guys don’t usually question when a sexy lady wants to fuck them,” I teased.

“Most sexy ladies that want to fuck a horny guy don’t usually have a huge dick to put in them,” he mumbled.

I reached down and grabbed the bottom of my dress and tugged it up to my waist. The black and red panties I wore matched the bra I had on, they even matched the ribbons on my garter belt and stockings. Dillon’s eyes went wide when my black gloved hand ran down my waist. My cock wasn’t just large, it was gargantuan.

It wasn’t the thickest in porn, but I knew it to be the longest by at least an inch. Even soft, my cock managed to run down my left thigh and had to be tucked into my stockings in order to keep it from popping free.

“H-Holy shit,” he whispered. “It’s bigger in person.”

“No, I promise, it’s fourteen in the videos too. Now, you know what I make the guys in my videos do, so let’s hope you’re not expecting me to just take care of you for nothing.”

He groaned, “H-How much, Mistress?”

“Mm, you’re a stocker at a grocery store so I know you don’t make too much. Fifty dollars if you want me to take my dress off. Another fifty to have me put a collar around your neck. Two hundred more to have me treat you like the sissy whore you are,” I said. There might have been a point in my life when making people pay me to let me have my fun was awkward. That time was done. Being a financial dominatrix was my life now.

Dillon looked at me with a furrowed brow and sighed heavily, “Can I send the money online?”

“Of course, you know where to find my links. Weak men like you seem to love paying to have the things you can’t earn on your own.”

“R-Right, Mistress,” he muttered. Dillon pulled out his phone and after a few moments, he showed me the screen that said the transaction was approved for the sum of four hundred dollars, “It’s all I can spare, Mistress.”

I smiled and slowly removed my dress while I spoke, “Good girl. Now, why don’t you take off your pants for me?”

His cheeks reddened and he fiddled with his pants for a moment before pulling them down. Beneath the skinny jeans was a pair of black and pink cotton panties with cat paws imprinted on them in a repeating pattern.

“Aw, so cute. But you’re not done, are you? Unlock your phone and let me borrow it,” I said.

He cocked his head to the side but did as I asked. I navigated to the camera app and set it to record, “When I say go, you’ll head over to the driver side seat of my truck and bend over so I can see that tight ass of yours. Pop open the center console and you’ll see a black and red collar. I’m sure you’ve seen it before, you’ll know what to grab.”

“W-Wait, let me put my jeans back on!” he begged.

“Go.”

Dillon’s eyes met with mine. I pressed the record button and he turned a deep shade of red before turning around and heading for the door. I followed him out and stood on the walkway and recorded him as he hurried to my truck. I didn’t honestly care if anyone saw me in this state of dress. I did cross my legs to try and prevent anyone from seeing my cock though.

When a car drove by, I zoomed in on his ass to avoid getting another person in the video. After all, if I wanted to blackmail him with this, I wouldn’t want anyone else to be able to be embarrassed. He had to use the step on the side of my truck to get into a better position and I smiled wide as he wiggled his hips while looking through my truck’s console. I’d purposefully put the collar under quite a few miscellaneous objects in the hopes that he would do as I said.

Once he finally got the collar, he hurried back. I panned the camera down to his crotch as he walked up the stairs to the second floor. Dillon’s cock was tenting his panties and I giggled as he extended the hand with the collar towards me.

“On your knees, whore,” I commanded. He whimpered quietly but did as I asked. “What do you want me to do with that collar, slut?”

“I-I want you to put it on me, Mistress.”

“Mistress who?”

“Mistress Veronica, please put it on me.”

“That’s better,” I purred. I tapped the button on the phone again to end the recording. I left him kneeling there for a few moments as I sent the video to my email address. Once I finished, I handed the phone back to him and took the collar and put it around his neck. The clasp clicked together and I opened the door to head back inside, “Come on, slut. You’ve still got food to finish making.”

Dillon hurried inside and went into the kitchen to check on the food. The chicken must have been nearly done cooking because Dillon started preparing the rice.

I followed him into the kitchen after a moment and put my hands on his hips. My grip tightened just enough to hold him in place as I pressed my hips against his, “You know the best part of picking up a fan?”

“No, Mistress.”

“It’s the fact that I know you haven’t been getting ready for my cock. I love the look on a pathetic man’s face when he has to take as much of my futa-cock as he can before he begs for me to let him adjust,” I whispered into his ear.

I could feel his body quiver as a chill ran down his spine, “Y-You can’t fit all of it in me, can you?”

“I can certainly try,” I purred.

He turned his head to look at me, “What if it hurts?”

“If it’s nothing you can’t handle, you’ll tell me to stop. Then I’ll leave, post your video online, then I’ll check your social media and send it to people you know,” I said.

He groaned and pushed his hips weakly against mine, “I’ll do my best then, Mistress.”

“Of course you will, you wouldn’t want to piss me off, would you?” I asked.

Dillon shook his head, “Dinner is almost done, can you let me go, Mistress?”

I pulled away from him and moved to sit at the small dining table. His place wasn’t well furnished and I could imagine that he just recently found freedom from his parents. For a fleeting moment, I thought about refunding his money but that thought quickly went away. He was a pathetic slut meant for my enjoyment, nothing more.

The porn industry definitely changed me, once upon a time, I was a much more considerate lover. Now, it was difficult for me to view anyone as more than a sex toy. That change used to eat away at me but I had food on my table now, literally and metaphorically.

Dillon slid the plates onto the table and turned to walk back into the kitchen. I called out, “Take off your button up. It looks stupid with your panties on.”

He turned to face me and nodded, “Sorry, Mistress. It was awkward enough just buying the panties.”

“I don’t want to hear your excuses, just do what I said.”

Dillon’s shirt fell to the floor and I smiled warmly. His frame wasn’t as feminine as I liked but he wasn’t overly masculine either. He was willing to serve me, and that went a very long way towards pleasing me.

He continued into the kitchen and came back with two soft drinks. After he put them on the table, he picked up his fork and I clicked my tongue, “Bad girl. You don’t get to eat at the table.”

Dillon’s eyes met mine, “M-Mistress?”

“Put the fork on the table and the plate on the floor. You can eat with your hands like the mongrel you are,” I said. The chicken and rice smelled surprisingly good and I ate a forkful of the food.

He slowly put his fork down and moved his plate on the floor. Dillon knelt beside me and I untucked my cock from my stocking and let it hang between my legs. “Just a little motivation to keep my slut in her place,” I said.

I heard his whimper and watched him as he started nibbling at his food. My left leg rose and I put my foot on his ass. I let my sole gently rub along his panty-clad ass, “I bet you enjoy being down there, don’t you?”

Dillon swallowed his food and kept his eyes on his plate as he responded, “Yes, Mistress, it reminds me that I’m beneath you.”

“Good girl,” I said and then continued to eat my food. We finished a few minutes later. I did let him have his drink during the meal, after all, I wasn’t that cruel. Dillon did deserve to enjoy himself. That pleasure just needed to line up with my personal desires to be in charge of him and treat him like the pathetic sissy I wanted him to be.

I stood up from the table and slid my fingers underneath his collar and led him towards the living room couch. As I slid down into the cheap couch, I mumbled, “I’m not sure if I should even let you use lube tonight, whore.”

“I don’t know if I could take you if we didn’t use lube, Mistress.”

“We could always find out.”

His eyes widened and he looked away from me, “If that’s what you want, Mistress.”

“I really don’t. Do you know how annoying it is to have a slut’s hole resist me? It ends up just being uncomfortable and that ruins my fun. You wouldn’t want to do that, would you?”

“Of course not, Mistress!”

I smiled and released his collar, “Then go grab the bottle.” He moved to stand and I called out, “Bad girl! You crawl on all fours like the dog you are.”

Dillon crawled away and came back a few moments later with an unopened bottle of lube in his mouth. I smiled at him and took the bottle from his maw. I wiped the excess saliva on his shirt and unwrapped the bottle, “Now be a good girl and take off your shirt. Then you’re going to start lubing up my cock.”

He took off his undershirt and looked at me nervously. His stomach was undefined but tight. As he looked up to me, I felt my cock throb. Having him kneeling in front of me in those cute panties with his adorable glasses made him look a lot better than I wanted to admit.

I handed him the bottle of lube and patted his head, “Get to work on a real cock, slut.”

Dillon turned red in the face again as he poured some lube into his free hand. He looked at me and spoke in a whisper, “Is it going to hurt?”

“Probably, but you’re a big girl, aren’t you? Or do you want everyone to see your video and know you as the sissy girl? Trust me, if you’re going to be made fun of around town, you might as well at least try and get some fun out of it,” I said.

He gently took my shaft into his hand and started working the lube up and down my massive length. Each stroke brought me closer to my full size. My fourteen inches slowly filled out. The thick girth I had wasn’t the most impressive but coupled with my size, it earned its title as the largest cock in porn.

Dillon had to continue to put more lube on my cock. By the time he finished using most of the bottle of lube, he had both hands pumping up and down my girl-dick. I smiled down at him and patted his head, “Suck the tip, girl. You might as well taste it before I fuck you.”

He opened his mouth as if to protest but groaned quietly and leaned forward to take the head of my cock into his mouth. His tongue gently lapped at my crown and I ran a hand through his hair. “That’s a good girl, you like the way my cock tastes don’t you?”

Dillon nodded his head and I firmly gripped his hair, “I asked you a question, whore.” He tried to pull away from my cock and I kept a tight grip on his hair, “I didn’t say take my cock out of your mouth. Talk around it, slut.”

He gargled out a distorted, “Love your cock, Mistress!”

I let go of his hair and giggled. “Hands and knees, whore.”

Dillon turned away from me and put his hands on his carpeted floor. “W-What about the panties?”

I slid off the couch and got on my knees behind him and pulled his panties aside. Dillon whimpered as the cloth tightened painfully around his balls but I didn’t care. I used my free hand to press the head of my cock against his pucker, “What about them? I want them on you while I pound your ass. You aren’t allowed to forget that you’re my sissy girl tonight.”

My hips pushed forward and the head of my cock slipped inside his tight ass. A deep groan escaped me as his body gripped my invading shaft. Those warm walls surrounding my cock felt amazing and I moved my hands to his hips and pulled him onto my cock. Inch after inch slipped inside him until his feet thumped against the carpet and he called out, “T-Too big!”

“Aw, is my little whore giving up already? I’ve only got about ten inches in you. There’s still more to go!”

“P-Please, it’s so big, I can’t take anymore, Mistress,” he whined.

I ran my right hand across his panties and pulled the elastic band away from my cock for a moment. His ring contracted around my cock a few times as it tried to return to its normal size. Poor slut, he’d never be able to feel this full again.

“Mm, I guess if you sent another hundred after we’re done, I could settle with just using ten inches. How does that sound?” I purred.

His hands curled into a fist under him and he whimpered out, “D-Done, Mistress! Just please don’t push any more right now.”

I pulled a few inches of my cock out of his ass and thrust back inside him, “You don’t get to make requests, whore. You’re just here to make my life a little more entertaining. Do you understand?”

His soft moan died down and he nodded, “Y-Yes, Mistress.”

My hips gently worked into him for a few moments. The women I’d fucked in porn were typically tight as well but they were at least somewhat prepared for me. This ass was anything but. Each thrust into him was slow and controlled as I tried to stretch him to the point of it being actually pleasant. The friction was slowly easing up and his pucker finally started massaging my cock instead of squeezing it.

“O-Oh my god, y-you’re so big, Mistress,” he moaned.

“I know I am, girl. If all you’re going to say is shit I already know, just keep your mouth shut and moan, whore,” I commanded. My hips surged forth and I managed to squeeze another inch and a half into his body and his ass tensed around my cock. I couldn’t help but moan softly as I pulled out of his clenching ass.

He pushed back against me and didn’t stop until he physically couldn’t take more of my cock. With eleven and a half inches inside his ass, I spoke softly, “Another hundred I’ll even cum inside you, whore.”

“P-Please cum inside me, Mistress,” he pleaded.

I chuckled and started thrusting into him with the intent to bring myself to my orgasm, “Soon, slut. I’ve still got to get there.”

He backed his ass into each of my motions. Each time I stuffed him with my futa-cock, he pushed harder against me. Dillon seemed desperate to have my entire shaft, even after he agreed to pay me to not use the full length.

I closed my eyes as I rutted into him. My hands gripped his hips tightly and I stopped caring at all about his moans as I pushed myself to fuck him harder. Dillon’s ring tightened around my cock and his moans got loud enough to break me out of my trance-like state.

“M-Mistress!” he screamed.

“Cumming without asking me first? Such a desperate girl,” I said. While I wasn’t genuinely upset about his orgasm, I wanted him to think that it annoyed me.

I continued to force my futa-cock deeper into his body as I hammered into his ass. My heavy balls were tightening up and I grunted with each stroke. Dillon’s constant moans were hard to tune out as I tried to think about the money that I made from a chance encounter. The shame that used to come with selling my services no longer existed. Now, knowing that half a thousand dollars were being deposited to my account from this forced me into a euphoric state.

Dillon was paying me just be allowed to be my fuck toy. I felt my toes curling as I pushed my girl-cock deeper into him. I could feel his tight walls gripping the head of my cock as I slipped further into him. My crotch brushed against his ass and I let out a deep groan as I realized that I molded this whore’s ass to fit my cock.

The heated waves of pleasure that washed over my body accumulated in my core before surging forth. I reached forward and took hold of Dillon’s collar in my right hand and pulled just hard enough to keep him firmly in place. My massive cock throbbed within Dillon’s ass and shot after shot of thick, futa-cum pumped deep into his stomach. After eight shots of cum, I lost count and was swept away in my moment of bliss.

When my balls finished unloading in my sissy’s ass, I slowly pulled my cock out of him and sighed heavily. I let go of his collar and crawled back onto the couch and laid across it, “Good girl. Bring me your phone, slut.”

He let out a pathetic, “O-Okay, Mistress,” and crawled over to his jeans to retrieve his phone.

Dillon brought it back to me and unlocked it before offering it to me. I smiled at him, “Stand up.” After he did, I hit the record button on the phone. “Who’s my pathetic cum dump?”

“I am, Mistress Veronica.”

“And what’s your name, whore?”

“Dillon Crawford.”

“Did you enjoy being your Mistress’s worthless slave?”

“I loved every second of it, Mistress Veronica.”

“Good girl,” I stopped the recording. “Now, I’m going to go ahead and email that to myself. Do yourself a favor and clean my cock.”

Dillon leaned over the couch and took my softening cock into his mouth without hesitation. Having already came, my sensitive futa-cock didn’t want much more of his attention and he seemed to understand that. He took as much of my cock into his mouth as he could and sucked it clean before he pulled away and licked around the rest of my shaft.

“That’s better. Bring me your undershirt, sissy,” I said. Dillon did and I used it to dry my cock of his saliva and then tossed it back to him, “Alright, send the money and show me the confirmation message.”

I got off the couch and grabbed my dress. After I tucked my cock back into my stocking, I pulled my dress back on and smiled at him as he held up the message confirming the deposit of three hundred and sixty-eight dollars and thirty-two cents. From the specific amount, I knew that I cleaned him out but I didn’t care. If he struggled to make ends meet after I left, that was on him. After all, could anyone really put a price on the time of their life?


Story Eight

Cheating Billionaire MILF Enjoys a Futa

A Construction Worker’s Break


Working on a wealthy couple's house didn't bother me at all. Some of my junior guys were a little nervous, but these rich people just wanted the job done. The only issue I had with working in this venue was that my crew tended to pussyfoot around because they were scared of messing something obscure up. That led to a much, much more irritating work day for me.

When my lunch break finally came around, I walked to my truck to get a refill of my water. I stayed behind while the rest of my crew left to go grab something to eat. I popped my tailgate down and sat down on it with my small cooler beside me. All I usually ate for lunch was a sandwich, usually.

I looked over my shoulder when I heard the quiet purr of the woman's car. She wasn't supposed to come back until after we'd finished the patio. She opened the door to her car and stepped out. My eyes immediately devoured her body, the tight shorts she wore did nothing to hide that round ass from my view. Her long legs were well-toned and I could imagine something else I'd like to eat for lunch.

The thoughts were a little crude, but who could blame a girl for wanting something out of her league? Not that I don't feel like I could have bulled that blonde bombshell if I were as rich as her husband, but I knew my position in life wasn't what she'd want.

She smiled at me and called out in her soft voice, "How is it all coming along?"

"So far, so good. My guys are taking their time to make sure it comes together perfectly," I said. It wasn't a lie, they were definitely taking their time to make sure that I had to do most of the work so they couldn't be blamed.

Her soft blue eyes met with mine and she smiled, "You know, a woman like you should probably have more than just a sandwich for lunch. Don't you know that the body doesn't stop growing until twenty-five?"

I cocked my head to the side, "Ma'am, you trying to call me short?"

She giggled, "Maybe, but I was more or less trying to invite you inside. It's burning up out here and you're sweating like a stuck pig. So why don't you get your little rear inside and let me take care of you a little?"

Maybe she was going into 'mom' mode, for a woman in her early forties, I could imagine she missed having people to take care of. She wiggled her finger at me and started towards her house.

I grabbed my water bottle and finished my sandwich on the way inside. She led me into the kitchen and patted a stool for me to sit on, "What are you in the mood for?"

"Depends on what you feel like making," I said. "This was your idea, I'm good with just my sandwich. Been doing this for six years, they've been fine so far."

"You started construction when you were eighteen?" she asked. A few cabinets were opened and she ended up getting me a bag of chips, a soda, a snack cake, and an apple.

The meal was anything but healthy, but I didn't want to be rude, "Nah, I started when I was thirteen. My dad taught me quite a bit about the family business. I just legally started doing it when I was eighteen under my own name. He wasn't too fond of me changing my name and getting on hormones."

Her eyes lit up, "Oh, you're trans?"

"Yeah, is that a problem?" I asked. If it was, I wouldn't much mind. I'd still get my job done and her husband would still pay me.

"Not at all, I just wouldn't have guessed. So what does your partner think of that?" she asked.

I chuckled, "Wouldn't know, I haven't dated in a while. Haven't seen a reason in getting invested in this place. I'm working until I have enough saved to make a break for Oregon."

She smiled, "So would you say that you're against the idea of dating, or are you just not interested right now?"

"Dating isn't really too important to me right now."

"And what about your sex drive?" she purred.

The conversation was taking a turn that I wasn't quite sure about. She seemed reasonable enough, but if this got back to her husband, things might be a little more uncomfortable than not. Then again, with the way she was leaned over the counter exposing most of her ample cleavage, I didn't really have a clear mind.

"It's been a little on the extreme side as of late. I just can't do much about that, can I?" I asked.

She smiled and shrugged her shoulders, "Maybe, I don't know. I know your hand probably isn't enough. Toys don't feel like the real thing, no matter how nice they are. Besides, a toy doesn't moan when you fuck it."

I coughed and covered my mouth for a second. Once the initial shock of hearing an upper-class woman speak so crudely wore off, I choked out, "Y-You know, this is something I'd like to at least know your name before we talked too much more."

"Trisha, I already know yours, Kelsey. We hired you after all, and trust me, I don't mind keeping this conversation private. I know how this is supposed to happen, you're going to tell me that you can't do anything with me. Then I'm supposed to ask you nicely, then you'll tell me that my husband would kill us if he found out. So why don't we cut to the chase and just fuck in my bed?"

Trisha certainly knew what she wanted, but she wasn't wrong. Her husband was a problem, yet she seemed to not care about him. Still, if she was willing to spread those sexy legs for me, I might just have to take her up on the offer.

"And what do I have in my pocket to make sure that you're not going to try and say I forced myself on you?" I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders, "I could send you a few pictures from my phone? I don't mind being blackmailed if you do decide to stick around here."

"Is your marriage that bad?" I asked. If she was willing to have sex with a stranger in her husband's bed, there must have been something going on under the surface.

"Not really? I've just always wanted to have a woman fuck me with a real cock. It's just something I've dreamed about for years. So why wouldn't I take the opportunity when it came up? Don't you know, us rich folk tend to get what we want," she cooed.

I liked the way she thought. I took a large bite of the apple and left the rest of it on the plate and stood up.

She giggled and excitedly asked, "So we're doing this?"

I nodded. My mind was flooded with thoughts and as much as I wanted to say no, my girl-cock could use with some attention. All the work I did came with some tension that needed to be released. If Trisha wanted me enough to cheat on her husband, her pussy must have been begging for me.

Trisha scrambled from around the counter and took me by the hand. She led me upstairs and then into her bedroom. The room was massive, at least three times the size of my much more modest one-bedroom apartment's room. She plucked her phone out of her shorts and asked, "What's your number?"

I finished swallowing the bite of the apple and then told her. Seconds later, my phone was buzzing over and over with what must have been an album of her, hopefully naked. I chuckled, "So before we do this, I need to know. Are you just easy to get or are you that interested in me?"

"Just interested. Trust me, I'm not an easy fuck,” she said calmly.

Damn, this woman wasn’t ashamed in the slightest to admit what she wanted. Rich people tended to get what they wanted, I knew that. I didn’t expect her to want something so base in nature, not that I planned on complaining.

I unbuttoned my jeans and pushed them and my panties down with no hesitation. My soft seven inches made her gasp and I chuckled, "Don't worry, it gets bigger."

"Mm, I sure hope so. That thing looks delicious as is. But why not let me have a little taste?" she asked.

"Sure, but you're going to have to strip for me first. You've got a body worth showing off," I ordered.

Trisha smiled and pulled her top off, "Well, aren't you just the sweetest?" She unclasped her bra and dropped it onto the bedroom floor. Her large breasts bounced and her hands moved to cup them, "Like the show so far?"

"I'd like those a lot more with my cock between them. But you're not naked yet, are you?" I asked.

Her eyes widened, "You're getting a little big for your britches, aren't you?"

I chuckled and took a step closer to her while pulling my own shirt off. I tossed it back towards my pants and then looked her in the eyes. My own perky breasts didn't really need a bra, even if my nipples did show occasionally when I was a little more aroused than I should have been.

"You know, Trisha, the difference between you and me is that I'm not going to pretend to need this. If you want me to fuck you like your husband can't, you're going to listen to me," I cupped her chin with my hand, "aren't you, girl."

As shocked as she looked, her cheeks flushed when I called her girl, "I-I guess I am, but you don't know how my husband fucks."

"Are you sure about that?" I teased.

"N-No?"

"Don't worry, he's not my type. But you just might be, so why don't you take the rest off and we'll see about giving you a taste of my girl-cock," I said. My hand fell from her chin and gave her ass a light slap.

Trisha's blush spread and she hurried to tug her shorts down. She didn't have any panties on, so when her shorts slid down those thighs, her smooth pussy came into view. Her tight lips made my heart flutter and my cock throb. She couldn't pretend to not be aroused anymore. Her pussy was already glistening and I hadn't even touched her yet.

Years of construction put me in the position to do more than a little experimenting with women. Some married, some not, some just looking for a little affection without even really needing work done. A small town had its perks, knowing who to call when your 'pipes' needed a little fixing was one of them. Granted, I preferred actually working and earning my take, it's not like I was going to turn down good pussy.

"So can I taste it now?" she asked.

"Lay on the bed. I told you I wanted to have my cock between those nice tits, didn't I? You can lick it until it's hard. Then I'm sure you'll get a mouthful while I fuck them," I said. She seemed fond of her breasts, so why wouldn't I take the chance to make her feel like they got some use and brought her the attention she wanted?

Trisha hurried over to the bed and got on her back in the middle of their king-sized bed. I climbed on after her and straddled her chest.

Her hands moved to my thighs and she started slowly rubbing them while I rubbed her nipples with my cock's head. She had her lower lip between her teeth and looked at me with a sense of desperation clinging to her.

"Something wrong?" I asked. I knew what she wanted, but I wanted her to admit to needing me.

She shook her head, "Just thought you'd hurry up. Wouldn't want your crew to come back before you're done, would you?"

"Trust me, my boys know to stay outside and work," I said.

Trisha groaned. "T-Then what if my husband came to check on the work?"

"Then I'd have to tell him to get in line if he wants my sloppy seconds."

Her cheeks reddened, "I want your fucking cock! Stop teasing me!"

I smirked and slid my cock between her heavy breasts. The head of my cock rest just shy of her lips, "Ask nicely."

She rolled her eyes, "Kelsey, can I please have your cock in my mouth?"

My hips shifted forward and she immediately opened her mouth to take the head of my cock inside. Trisha might have been acting like she didn't want to beg for me, but her tongue told another story. She circled my crown a few times and greedily slurped on the little bit of my cock she had in her mouth.

I was hoping to be able to stay soft enough to tease her a little more, but her surprisingly adept mouth had me rock hard in just a few seconds. Eleven inches of thick futa-cock had been awakened and I had no intention of putting my girl back to sleep before she got what she wanted.

My cock was deep in her mouth and I slowly pulled out. Trisha whimpered at me when the head of my cock popped free from her lips. I chuckled, "Aw, is something wrong, Trisha?"

"You taste so sweet! My husband has a musky taste to him and that's even after you've been working all morning," she said.

I shrugged my shoulders, "So, I need you to answer something, slut."

Her eyes glared at me, "You tell anyone I let you talk down to me and I'll have you in a world of legal hell that you'll never see your way out of."

"Threats, slut. I don't appreciate them. What we're doing right now is between us. I'm a lot of things but I'm not going to ruin a good thing," I said. I slid my cock back towards her mouth and she willingly accepted my futa-cock into her mouth. "Besides, I'm sure you've got more than a few projects you could get taken care of by a single worker. Don't you?"

She hummed her agreement around my cock. The vibrations rolled through my cock and brought a gasp from me. Trisha happily continued humming around my cock as I pushed her breasts tighter around my shaft and started thrusting into her warm mouth.

"That's my little slut. But you're going to do more than just suck my cock today, aren't you?" I asked.

Trisha nodded her head as best she could and I hissed, "F-Fuck, watch the teeth!"

She gargled, "Sorry."

I pulled my cock out of her mouth and rolled onto my side behind her, "You're going to be. I know you know better, so why don't we just get started with the fun?"

"God, I want you so deep inside me right now," she said.

"Put your hands behind your back."

Trisha didn't hesitate to do what I asked. She shuffled around and laid on her side and I took both of her wrists into my left hand, "Next time I come over, you're going to have a pair of cuffs. Are we clear on that, slut?"

"O-Only if you agree to let me make a stipulation as well," she said.

I chuckled, "It depends on what it is, I won't make any promises."

"Fair, but you'll at least think about it, right?" she asked.

"Of course. You're not going to be a slave of mine, that'd mean you'd have to be single. Well, that or your husband would just have to ask me if he could fuck you," I purred.

"I could make that happen," she said.

I used my free hand to rub my cock along her soaked pussy. Even with the natural lube, I knew she'd end up stretching around my cock. The downside of being in such a small town, I knew that I was the biggest cock around by quite a bit.

The head of my cock pushed into her tight pussy and she let out a quiet gasp. I whispered, "You wanted me to do this. If you need me to stop, you just say so, alright?"

"Don't you dare take that blessing out of my pussy!" she cried.

Well damn, she definitely knew what she wanted. I pushed another few inches inside her and continued with my earlier thought, "I'd rather you not tell your husband right now. You know the best part of fucking a married woman?"

"W-What's that?" she moaned.

My futa-cock pushed deeper into her and she let out a whimpering cry as my crown pushed against her cervix, "Knowing that if your husband came home right now, he'd be more pissed that I could do what he couldn't."

She turned her head to look at me with glazed eyes, "Y-You're going to have to show me why you're so a-arrogant."

I chuckled and pushed her hips slightly so that she was resting more on her breasts than her side. The diagonal angle let me get a little more on top of her which meant I could actually fuck her instead of rock my hips. I wanted my rich bitch to scream my name, not just moan.

The second I started working my hips into tight pussy, she whimpered, "Holy fuck."

My grip tightened on her wrists and I made sure to put pressure on them. She needed to know that she was beneath me. While I might be respectful outside of the bedroom, right now, she was nothing more than a cock sleeve. She seemed like the kind of woman that wanted that treatment. If she didn't, I would definitely change my ways.

Yet, as I slammed my girl-cock deep into her cunt, she screamed, "K-Kelsey! H-Harder!"

I rolled my eyes and held my hips tight against her for a moment, "What happened to having to prove why I was arrogant?"

"Your huge cock happened," she moaned. Trisha bucked her hips desperately but my weight kept her from getting as much of my cock as she wanted. "Please!"

"Please what?"

"Please fuck me?"

I used my free hand to give her plump ass a rough smack, "No, what do you call me, slut?"

"Kelsey?"

"Holy shit, it's Mistress. You call me Mistress," I said. I get that Trisha was a little older but damn, did she not know what I'd been referencing all this time?

Trisha let out a whimpering cry and continued trying to fuck me, "Mistress, please fuck me!"

I smiled and gave her ass another slap, "That's my slut. Keep being a good girl and I might bring you a collar sometime."

She moaned at the slap, "W-Why?"

"I'm going to have to stop talking to you while I fuck you. You're going to have to do some research after I get finished with you though," I teased.

I finally stopped holding myself against her and let my cock thrust into her soaked pussy. Each violent clash of our hips caused a quiet clapping sound as my balls slapped against her cunt.

Trisha didn't just lay on the bed like a fish, her hips rolled into my thrusts, each time I pulled out, she would push against the bed. On my down stroke, she lifted her hips and let out a quiet groan as my cock's head pushed into her cervix just slightly.

I had to give her credit, for a woman in her forties, she could handle my massive futa-cock better than any of the other chicks I'd been with. Maybe there would be a time when her husband would have to take the second place trophy, this woman might just have to be mine full time.

I loosed my grip on her wrists but didn't let her go. My free hand slid around her hips and I accepted her weight as the tips of my fingers started grinding against her clit. Trisha's groaned turned into pleasured cried of bliss as she was treated to a world of pleasure that she'd likely never known.

My balls were tightening up and I knew that I wouldn't last much longer. She sounded perfect to me, knew how to get me in the mindset to 'punish' my submissive, and even tried to help me get off by not just laying on the bed. There was nothing more annoying than a dead fish partner!

She cried out one final time and then went quiet as her pussy convulsed around my cock. Her velvety walls massaged my cock and the added tightness pushed me closer to my own breaking point. Her juices squirted down her thighs and onto the bed and my continued hammering into her pussy only got easier.

I couldn't hold myself back anymore, with the last of my sexual stamina, I pounded into her as hard as I possibly could. Each of my strokes had my entire weight behind them and I could feel my cock slip into her cervix with each vicious thrust. Trisha's moans became loud and desperate, there might have been a hint of pain in her tone but she didn't tell me to stop.

It was that hint of pain that pushed me too far. A little masochistic tendency from my submissive went a long way for me. My girl-cock throbbed and I could feel the waves of ecstasy coursing through my body. I slammed into her one final time and let my cum unload directly into her cervix.

Maybe I should have asked about her fertility or even about a condom. Then again, I doubted she would ever admit to letting a poor construction worker get her pregnant. As rope after rope of my cum shot deep into her, she moaned quietly and squeezed my shaft with her pussy, "Y-You're amazing, Mistress."

"I guess I am," I panted.

She chuckled and spoke softly, "You've still got to finish the snacks I got for you."

I slowly pulled my cock from her drenched pussy. My eyes glanced over her thighs and I smiled. Her juices had run down her thighs and a trickle of my cum was leaking from her and I gave her a pat on the ass, "Stay just like that for a second."

"Alright, Mistress," she purred.

I rolled off of the bed and stumbled to my pants. After I got my phone, I opened the camera and took a few pictures of her pussy and then whispered, "I want you to tell me how much you loved getting filled with my cum and then clean my cock."

She giggled and nodded. I hit the record button and she looked into the camera, "Mistress, having you fuck me with that amazing cock was the best thing I've ever experienced. I would have begged you to fill me with your cum but you didn't ask. If my husband ever sees this, John, I hope that one day, you could make a woman feel half as good as Kelsey just made me feel," she said.

I winked at her and she understood the signal and took my futa-cock into her mouth. Her mouth made short work of the juices and trace amounts of cum on my shaft. Once she finished, she slowly let my softening cock fall from her lips.

I stopped the recording and put my phone on the bed, "That was nice, Trisha. I appreciate you being such a willing little slut, but I do need to eat that snack and get back to work."

"I understand, Mistress. But you're going to come back if I call you, won't you?" she asked.

"Just make sure you don't think it'll be free. If you want to fuck for free, you're coming to my place. I like you but when I go out in my work truck, I expect a little compensation," I said.

She nodded, "Thanks for clearing that up. But let's be real, I've got the money to make sure you don't feel ripped off and my pussy definitely needs some more work done to it!"

I smiled and patted her thigh, "Then let's get dressed and let me get back to the real work. Wouldn't want your husband to pay for something that isn't top notch, would you?"

She smiled, "I wish he had a reason to be as arrogant as you, Kelsey."

"Most women do once I've been with them," I said.

We got up and got dressed again. After my snack in the kitchen, I did go back to work and when John got home the job was finished. He seemed to love my work, even paying me more than I quoted him for. If only he knew that his wife would never be able to be satisfied by his cock again, he might have sung a different tune.


Story Nine

A Sissy’s Embarrassing First Time

Losing a Bet to a Futa


“Come on, we bet on a college football game, you can’t hold take that bet seriously,” I groaned to Ella.

“Oh, you bet your cute little ass that I’m holding you to it. The party is in three hours so you better change soon. I’ve still got to do your makeup,” she said and then shook the clothes hanger at me. The tiny black and pink cheerleader outfit wouldn’t be able to hide anything.

We were supposed to be going to her boyfriend’s Halloween party, even though it was a week before the actual holiday. I managed to get myself into this situation by stupidly betting against our college’s football team. The same team that had been on a sixteen win streak. The same team that Ella’s boyfriend played quarterback for.

Suffice it to say, I’d practically begged to be put into this outfit. Her cheap vampire outfit was cute, she had on a pair of tight black leather jeans, a dull gray t-shirt, and a cheap maroon cloak. The most expensive part of her outfit was the red cat-eye contacts she had in. I preferred her natural hazel eyes but the bright red contrasted with her long black hair and made the pale makeup she wore stand out even more.

In short, she was breathtaking, at least, she was to me.

I sighed and took the outfit, “Fuck me, and I have to buy dinner tomorrow too?”

The crush I had on her hurt my soul every day. Since I started college this year, she was my rock and I hated the thought of not letting her know how I truly felt. Then again, she probably thought I was gay and didn’t see me in that light. Who knew?

Ella giggled, “You wish I’d fuck you. I’m not sure my boyfriend would appreciate it, Devin.”

I’d love to have Ella on my bed with her legs spread for me. Then again, how could I compete with Chester? He was loaded, even if it was his dad’s money. His smile was absolutely perfect, his physique was beyond godlike, and he had a two-story house that was already paid for. Ella was pretty much set for life if she stuck with him.

I hurried into the bathroom to change into the revealing outfit. When I unclasped the skirt from the hanger, a pair of pink cotton panties fell to the floor. As embarrassing as it would be to wear the panties, they would help hide my package from prying eyes. Then again, the smallest breeze would have the miniskirt up around my hips.

A bet was a bet and if Ella wasn’t going to let it die, I wouldn’t disappoint. She was the only woman that didn’t completely rip into me because I’m more feminine than most of the chicks on campus. About the only thing I was lacking to be mistaken as a woman was a nice chest.

I hurried up and took off my clothes and slid the panties up my smooth legs. There was no way in hell I was going to tell Ella how nice the panties felt as they caressed my tight ass. Next came the skirt, and then the ‘blouse’ which was essentially just a damn bra.

A glance in the mirror showed me a rather cute cheerleader and I couldn’t deny that I filled the outfit out nicely. My cock strained against my tight panties and I had to wait a moment for my arousal to die down a little before I could step out of the bathroom. Tonight was going to be impossible to get through without being shamed. Even with the tight panties on, the second my cock hardened, my skirt tented enough to show the bulge of my balls in these panties.

I opened the door to my dorm room and called out quietly, “Ella?”

“In the kitchen! I needed a place with decent lighting,” she said.

I walked into the kitchen and saw her at the table laying out her makeup kit and getting the rest of my outfit from her bag. She turned to me and put two realistic fake breasts against my arm, “Yeah, these match your skin tone pretty well.”

“Holy shit, how much did you spend on this damn outfit? This was supposed to be a joke,” I said.

“I’m an art student, I have my ways of finding things. Besides, why would I skimp on tonight? I want to make sure you have the best chance possible to get that little butt of yours fucked,” she said.

I rolled my eyes, “Why are you so sure that I want to get fucked?”

She laughed and untied the front of the blouse so she could start putting the prosthetics on me. “Have you seen yourself? Besides, you’ve never had a girlfriend. You’ve never got on a dating app. Shit, you haven’t even watched any porn if you’re telling me the truth. Why are you still in the closet, it’s not like I’m going to judge you,” Ella said.

The bluntness caught me by surprise. I huffed and shrugged my shoulders.

“Stop moving, I want these on straight,” she said.

“You know, maybe it’s not that I don’t like women. I’m not saying I’m completely straight, but that doesn’t mean I have to hound after dick or pussy all day every day. I’m in college. Believe it or not, I actually want to learn how to write computer code. Sex isn’t everything,” I mumbled. That was only half true. Ella was the woman I had my eyes on but she was taken.

I needed something more than just a quick fling. The person that I shared myself with needed to be someone I knew and trusted, someone I actually cared about. As much as I would love to have someone in my life, our college just didn’t seem to have the kinds of people I wanted to involve myself with.

Ella finished getting the breasts in place and grabbed her makeup kit, “I guess I understand. You’ve just been so damn tense all semester, I want to help you relax a little.” She started applying the makeup to make the breasts appear more natural on me.

“I agreed to go to your boyfriend’s party,” I mumbled.

“You did, and I appreciate you going. Most of the people there are going to be his friends and they’re pretty boring people,” she said.

I smiled at her, was six months long enough to fall in love with someone? Applying the makeup took almost an hour and when she finally got done, she patted my thighs, “By the way, I forgot to give you a part of your outfit.

“Oh?”

Ella finished putting away her makeup kit and reached into her bag to grab a pair of fishnet stockings. My cheeks flushed a deep shade of red as she unfurled them and started sliding them up my right foot. From the angle, it was impossible for her to not see up my skirt and that meant she had a clear view of my steadily hardening cock.

The stockings felt so comforting as they slid up my legs and by the time she finished putting the other one on, she whispered, “You really need to get laid, Devin.”

“Y-You’re just a very attractive woman and your hands were playing with my thighs…” I said.

Ella’s hand slid up my thigh and stopped just short of my crotch, “It’s a shame you’re going to go home with someone else tonight.”

My eyes darted to hers, “W-What?!”

“I didn’t mean it like that. I’m not setting you up for something, I just can’t imagine someone not wanting you when you’re all dressed up. Honestly, you look so much better dressed as a girl,” she said. "If it wasn't for that bulge in your panties, I wouldn't even know you weren't one."

Shit, she did see my erection. I knew she would, but I guess I hoped that she wouldn't look at my cock. "I don't know what to say," I mumbled.

"Don't worry, it's not about the size, it's how you use it," she cooed.

"Oh come on, you're practically telling me that my dick is tiny!"

"You said it, not me. Anyway, you're nice and dolled up. Tonight you're going to be my cute little goth cheerleader," she said.

I grabbed my car keys and rolled my eyes, "Next year, I get to be the vampire and you're going to be the cheerleader."

"Not if you keep betting against our college team, you should know by now that we're not going to lose our win streak any time soon."

We made it to Chester's house a few minutes late, traffic was a bitch and making sure that we didn't hit any children was a priority. I parked behind Chester's Audi and groaned quietly. My piece of shit car looked out of place at this nice house. Ella probably heard an earful from Chester about how I was beneath her. Or maybe he just treated me like a charity case, I couldn't tell.

Ella got out of the car and walked around to my door and pulled it open, "Come on, sweetie. I know you've been wanting to have a flock of guys chase after you. Now is the time!"

I didn't want to get out of the car, hell, swinging my legs out would probably show the small crowd outside my panties. As cute as they were on me, I didn't want anyone to know just yet. Then again, any breeze or draft of air would show everyone anyway.

If I couldn't escape the shame, I might as well embrace it, right? I climbed out of the car and locked the doors before putting my keys in Ella's purse, "J-Just don't get too far from me, okay?"

"I wouldn't dare, you're my thrall, remember?" she asked.

"I thought I was supposed to be the nerdy one."

Ella laughed and put her hand around my waist, "Don't worry, you are. That doesn't mean I can't love games and stuff too. I told you I would read up on the Dungeons and Dragons stuff, you want me to play with you and your friends sometime and I will. It's the least I can do for you, after tonight, I'm pretty sure I'll owe you more than a few favors."

"What's that supposed to mean?" I asked.

She said nothing as she led me into Chester's house. What I expected and the reality of this party were two entirely different things. There was party music playing but it was quiet. There were a ton of people, but they were mostly lounging in the various chairs or standing in huddles talking and sipping their drinks. I pegged Chester as the frat boy party animal type of person, but hell, this was something like what I would throw.

Ella drug me over to Chester's group of friends and he smiled warmly at me and extended his hand, "Devin, right? Ella's told me a lot about you."

I put my hand in his and he gently squeezed mine. I opened my mouth to speak, but all I could do was nod my head. I'd seen Chester around quite a few times and every time we met, he seemed decent but I never stuck around long enough to find out much about him. Seeing him with Ella made me feel nauseous and now was no different.

Chester was the team's quarterback and most of the reason why I always bet against our team. The stunning bastard played his sport on a level far beyond college play. This was my 'competition' for Ella. There was no way in hell I could get her away from him. Chester was a real man and had the means to offer her things I couldn't dream of having for myself.

It didn't help that he had medium length wavy brown hair and shining blue eyes. He should have been a model, at least then I wouldn't feel so damn inferior to him.

"Well, it's nice to meet you officially. I've seen you a few times but you always disappeared to go study," he said.

Ella must have lied to him to cover for me. I didn't deserve to have such a pleasant friend around.

"T-Thanks, it's nice to meet you as well. You've got a really nice home," I mumbled.

"Yeah, my mom decorated the place for me. No shame in admitting that I would have made this entire place a man cave," he said.

Ella smiled and rubbed my hip softly, "What do you think of his outfit, babe?"

"I think I picked a nice one. I really like the stockings, it isn't exactly cheerleader material, but it really goes with the emo vibe he's got going on," Chester said.

I looked at Chester with my brows arched, "Wait, you picked this out?"

"Yeah, Ella said you wanted something revealing and sexy to wear. Something about showing your team spirit."

My eyes cut to Ella and her ear-to-ear grin made my blood boil, "You know I hate our team, don't you? She told me that she just wanted to see if you liked how my butt looked in a skirt." If she wanted to tell a lie like that, I’d straighten things right out for Chester and his teammates.

Ella didn't miss a beat, "No, I said I wanted to see if he liked how you looked in panties."

The other guys Chester were hanging out with looked at me with curious eyes. Chester chuckled, "Well, why don't you show us and I'll let you know."

I didn’t know if I was angrier or ashamed at the moment. I got the feeling that any of the five guys in front of me had larger cocks. That thought probably shouldn’t have crossed my mind but I couldn’t help but see them as better substitutes for Ella than myself. If that wasn’t enough, Ella seemed to be enjoying doing this to me. We’d played pranks on each other before but this was taking things to extremes I wasn’t comfortable with.

Dressed up for Halloween or not, it didn’t go unnoticed that I was the only feminine guy at the party and not a single other guy wore a skirt…

My cheeks burned a bright shade of red and I moved my hands to the sides of my skirt to keep it held down. Ella was having none of that. She quickly batted my hands away and flipped my skirt up. I let out a quiet yelp and tried to cover my semi-hard cock with my hands but it was too late.

Chester walked around me and whistled, "Not bad at all. If I'm being honest, I like his ass more than yours, babe.”

Ella giggled, "I figured you would. But that's not really something I'm worried about. You know which bed you're going to be sleeping in later, don't you, babe?"

"Damn right I do. Doesn't mean I can't enjoy looking though," he said.

"Yo, uh, Devin, right?" a well-muscled jock asked somewhat politely.

While I appreciated the gesture, this was too much to take. I expected things to get a little uncomfortable but having Ella actively showing people my most intimate parts annihilated my confidence. A single tear started trailing its way down my cheek and I bolted for the second-story of Chester’s house.

“Devin, Wait!” I heard Ella call out to me but I didn’t stop. After I made it upstairs, I found one of the thousand bathrooms in Chester’s home and locked myself in. My back rested against the door and my knees slowly buckled. The cold tile floor pressed against my thin panties and I couldn’t stop my emotions from spilling over.

Ella must have said something to the guys before she followed me up. I heard her tap softly on the door, “I didn’t think you’d react that way, Devin. I was trying to get you to cut loose a little. Hell, Jamar seemed really interested in you.”

My tears trickled down my cheeks. “I don’t want them to be interested in me,” I huffed.

“Then why the hell did you agree to this bet in the first place? You knew that our team would win. It’s statistics, you’re a guy that can see a situation for what it is. So why would you agree to something like this?” she asked.

“Because I thought you wanted to see me like this!” I blurted out. The words came from me before I could filter them. My heart jumped into my throat and threatened to choke me but it was already too late. I’d admitted some of my feelings even if it was still vague.

A dangerous thought crossed my mind and for once, I let myself make the wrong choice. Ella would know how I felt about her before I left this damn bathroom.

“I do want to see you in that outfit. There’s a reason you’re dressed up as my goth cheerleader instead of something stupid. Chester isn’t wearing something that goes with my vampire theme, is he?” she asked.

Ella was probably trying to make me feel better, but for once, I felt calmer than I had in a long time. I wasn’t crying anymore but my makeup was already messed up. I could clean that up after I finished saying what I needed to say.

“It’s hard to be this close to you, Ella. You have a boyfriend and there’s no way in hell that I could ever be half the man he is. So I just sit back and watch your life unfold and I try to be a part of it. I try to be there when you need me to be there. I go along with things like wearing this outfit for you because I hope that there is some kind of meaning to it. But I don’t know if there is. Hope can only take someone so far, and I’ve hoped that you would tell me you want to be more than friends for a long time. So without that hope, why should I keep trying so hard?”

Ella sighed and leaned against the door. “Devin, I don’t think you know enough about me to understand why I do what I do. Let’s be real here, you’re not the only one hoping for something. Open the door and let me in. I’m not going to have this conversation without being able to look you in the eye.”

I let out a quivering breath and stood up. I took a bath rag from the towel rack and wet it with water from the sink. After I wiped away the ruined makeup, I called out quietly, “It’s only you out there, right?”

“Yeah, you looked pretty upset and I doubt seeing them would help,” she said.

I unlocked the door and opened it. She stepped in and shut it behind her. The lock clicked back in place and she pulled me in for a hug, “I didn’t mean to upset you like this. I was kind of hoping you would get swept up in the moment and finally let yourself enjoy some attention from some handsome guys. But from what you just said, I think I misread the situation a little.”

My arms weakly wrapped around her lower back, “I know that I’m bi but that doesn’t mean I’m into jocks or anything. It’s more about the personality for me and I can’t think of many of the jocks on the football team that are sweet.”

She pulled away from the hug and continued, “That’s not where I was going with that. I’ve seen the dildos you keep in your dresser drawer. And the panties. That’s kind of why I thought this was something you might enjoy.”

I could feel my cheeks burning again, “W-When did you see that?”

“Two weeks ago, I came over when you were studying and the drawer was still kind of open. I thought you might just jerk off with them, but I saw your panty line through your skinny jeans a few times.”

“Oh fuck, is it that obvious?” I asked. How many other people could tell that I wore panties if she found out? I thought I was being a little discrete with my perversion.

“We’re getting away from the point I was trying to make. You’re not the only one that’s been hiding things because it might change the way we view one another,” she said and then sighed.

I cocked my head to the side, “What do you mean?”

She slid her hands down my arms and gripped my wrists softly. Ella pulled my hand towards her crotch and I instinctively pulled back, “Relax. You’d argue if I didn’t just show you.” I let her continued guiding my hands lower. She let out a deep breath and whispered, “If this changes how you feel about me, I need to know.”

Ella pulled my left hand to her hip and my right hand to her… Balls? She pressed her cock against my other hand and then pulled away, “Chester and I are dating, yeah, but that’s kind of a front. I mean, we really do care about one another, but he’s asexual. I didn’t want to just jump on the first person that came along for my other needs but I really do like you, Devin.”

I was still trying to process that she had a cock. A rather nice cock at that. That explained why her shirts were always a little long and her pants were always a little tight. She was hiding her package.

“S-So how would I even fit into that. I don’t want you to cheat on him, Ella. Especially if he doesn’t know,” I mumbled.

She smiled, “He knows. I wouldn’t keep something like this from him. I was trying to find a good time to tell you about my secret. And yes, it needs to stay secret. If Chester’s parents found out, they’d make his life a living hell.”

“If you thought I was into dudes all this time, why wouldn’t you just tell me about you?”

“Because I’m not a dude and I don’t want you to think of me as a dude. You’ve known me as a woman all this time and just because I was born as a male doesn’t mean I live my life as a male. I love using my girl-dick but that doesn’t mean I’m somehow less of a woman,” she said.

I sighed and let my thumb rub the outline of her growing cock, “I care about you for who you are, Ella. Not what you have. It’s not like you don’t know enough about me already. I really didn’t hide anything from you except the panties thing and that was only because I’m still a little uncomfortable with it.”

“Oh fuck, I wish you would have said something before we left the house. I mean, I knew your bulge would be obvious to the other guys but I thought you might like to be seen dressed up.”

“I do like being seen by you, just not other people” I whispered.

She smiled and leaned in closer for a moment. Ella pressed her lips against mine and ran her hand through my hair while she kissed me. Losing that bet might have been the best thing that ever happened to me.

I kissed her back and Ella was soon grinding her hips into my hand. Her thick cock throbbed within the tight leather confines and I whimpered when she finally broke the kiss. Ella grinned at me, “Are you sure you want to do this? You know that we’ll have to keep this hidden from other people. Except for Chester, of course.”

“I don’t need other people to know. Chester doesn’t seem bad at all but I will still need to get to know him,” I said. Chester had done nothing but be kind to me the few times we met. He even complimented my ass, so how bad could he really be?

“Then we should probably move to Chester’s room. There is a bottle of lube in there that I’m pretty sure you’re going to want to use,” Ella said. She smiled at me and moved to the door, “And don’t worry. The party is staying downstairs, so no one should catch us.”

I followed her as she led me out of the bathroom and into Chester’s room. The bedroom was huge. In the center of the room was a king-sized canopy bed. Chester might have a little explaining to do as I doubt his mom would have had a say in what type of bed he picked out. A smile crept along my lips as Ella launched herself onto the bed.

She rolled onto her back and started pushing her tight jeans down as she called out, “The lube is in the top left dresser drawer. Mind grabbing it?”

I would have preferred to watch her undress, but she had something for me to do. I walked to the dresser and retrieved the bottle of lube. It was nearly empty and if I had to guess, Chester was still letting Ella have him as a reward for something or the other. Ella didn’t strike me as the type of woman to lose control in the bedroom.

When I walked back to the bed, my eyes devoured her nearly-naked body. Her perky breasts were exposed and seemed desperate for my attention. Ella’s hand was slowly stroking her long, thick futa-cock and I swallowed nervously, “S-So, what should I do?”

“Mm, get on your hands and knees on the bed? I wouldn’t want to get you out of that cute outfit, you seem so attached to it. You probably want to take your panties off though, otherwise, I’m going to rip them off of you.”

I tossed her the bottle of lube and then reached under my skirt to wiggle my way out of my panties. Once they were on the floor, I crawled onto the bed, “So this is really happening?”

Ella opened the bottle of lube and started working the slick substance onto her cock as she talked to me, “Unless you don’t want to? I mean, I would love it if we could hang out a little more like a couple later on. Well, I mean we’re still going to have to present as friends, but you get what I mean, right?”

“Of course I do. I don’t really think we’re skipping anything though, I’ve wanted to do this for a while. Even if you’ve got something different than I’ve fantasized about,” I purred.

Once her cock was coated in the lube, she got on her knees behind me and lifted up my skirt, “Next time I’ll use a toy to get you ready before I do this.”

“Do what?” I asked. The head of her cock pressed into my tight ass and I let out a pained yelp.

“That. There’s no easy way of getting it in if you weren’t stretched a little before. It gets easier, sweetie,” she said. Ella’s hands moved to my lower back and she gently rubbed along my lower back as she pushed her girl-cock further into my ass.

She didn’t hurt me intentionally and the pain would fade long before this memory would. A little sting was worth it. If we never experimented, I’d probably live a life of regret, wondering what might have been between us if only I had the balls to say something. Not that my balls had much to do with my decision to tell her how I felt.

That was encouraged by her. Ella might not have meant to upset me but if she didn’t, I wouldn’t have been in a position where I could tell her how I felt. Even if crying on the floor was that position. That shameful moment turned out to be well worth the embarrassment.

I felt her hips pressing against my ass and she let out a deep moan, “Fuck, you’re so tight. I guess I’ve got to stop pretending that you have guys on the side, huh?”

“Y-You’re the one getting me on the side. Hippogriff,” I teased.

She laughed and gave my ass a light slap, “Don’t spoil the campaign you’re going to run. If I know you like the monster then I’m going to want to read up on it!”

I turned my head as best I could to look at her. Tonight didn’t end up anything like I imagined it would, but this moment encapsulated everything I loved about Ella. Even when we both were laying everything on the line for one another, we were friends before anything else. I would trust my heart and soul to Ella, and I hoped that she would do the same with me.

“I love you, Ella.”

She leaned over me and slowly rolled us onto our sides. After repositioning, she snuggled closer to my back and tugged my head towards her so that she could kiss me again. Ella’s tongue pressed against my lips and I opened my mouth for her. Her hips slowly rolled into me as she deepened the kiss.

Her futa-cock pumped into me at a quickening pace. Before long, our breathing had become too difficult to maintain while we kissed and she broke away from me. Her left hand moved to my hip and held me still as she continued pounding into me.

“I love you too, Devin,” she whispered.

As amazing as her cock felt when it ground into my prostate, that pleasure paled in comparison her words. No matter what happened with her and Chester, I would do my best to make sure I stay with her. If Ella felt half as strongly as I did for her then this would work out in the long term.

She let out a quiet groan and continued to pound into me. Her futa-cock reached places in me even my largest toy couldn’t dream of finding. Ella’s right arm snaked under my side and her hand reached around and started stroking my cock. I hissed in a shallow breath and warned her, “I-I’ll cum soon!”

“I know, but I can’t last much longer, baby. Your ass is the best I’ve ever had,” she said.

For a moment, I felt sorry for myself. Not because anything had been done wrong, but because when she came, she would inevitably pull out of me. She filled me in a way that made me whole and I loved every second of it.

Ella’s hand continued to pump my cock furiously as her cock hammered into me. My toes curled and I let out a feminine cry as the pleasure overwhelmed me. My balls tightened up and I heard her groaning behind me as she pounded my ass. I couldn’t hold my orgasm back if I wanted to. As soon as my cock started throbbing, Ella cupped her hand over the crown of my cock and caught my entire load in her palm.

She spoke softly, “Open your mouth.”

I didn’t quite comprehend what she said but my mouth was already open from my moaning. Her arm carefully moved under my side until could finally clamp her hand over my mouth. My eyes opened wide as my salty-sweet cum slid onto my lips.

“Be a good girl for me, baby. Lick it clean,” she said in a low, sensual tone.

My tongue lapped at her palm slowly. Up to this point, I’d never tasted anyone’s cum, let alone my own. The flavor wasn’t foul, but I wished it was hers that I was swallowing.

Ella let out a few soft cries of ecstasy as her hips bucked wantonly into me. Her thrusts were born of desperation instead of skill. She tugged me closer to her with her right hand and forced her futa-cock as deep into me as she could.

I let out a deep, satisfied moan into her hand as her girl-dick throbbed within my body. Warm spurts of her cum pumped into me and she let her hand fall away from my mouth, “G-God damn.”

Her left hand moved to my belly and she slowly rubbed her fingers back and forth over my smooth stomach. My first time didn’t disappoint at all. If anything, I wish my fantasies would have set the bar a little higher. My mind was blown and all I could think about was how much I wanted this to be my life. Ella was my everything.

“Can we get Chester to play Dungeons and Dragons with us?” I asked.

“That’s a little random, baby, but I can talk to him about it. I think he would join up if I asked nicely, why ask?”

I slowly shifted off of her cock. As much as I loved it inside me, I wanted to talk to her, not at her. My body felt weak after my orgasm but I managed to get on my side, facing her, “Because I want to get to know him better. If this is going to work, I think having everyone on the same page is a good thing. I love you, Ella. I really do and I’ll do anything to stay with you.”

She smiled and leaned in for a quick peck on the lips before she whispered, “Then we’ll get him involved. And you already know I love you too, Devin. But are you sure you mean anything?”

“Anything.”

“Even wearing a cute outfit while you’re running the sessions?”

Fuck. My friends would find out about my secret, but I doubt they would even question it when Ella said she liked it on me. “Only if you tell the guys that I have to until our football team loses.”

“Then I’ll start picking out your outfits for the next year,” she said and then chuckled. She gave me a second quick kiss and nodded towards the door, “For now, let’s get our clothes on and go back downstairs, okay?”

“Of course, baby,” the pet name tasted strange in my mouth, similar to the cum. It wasn’t something I was used to, but I certainly wanted to taste both of them again.


Story Ten

Futa Casey’s Sleepover

What a MILF Wants


“Hey Casey, what do you think about a sleepover?” Amber asked as we walked from the exit of the mall towards my car.

I rolled my eyes, “I think that we haven’t had a sleepover since high school. Don’t you think we’re a little old to stay at your parent’s house for a night? Shouldn’t we get a hotel room and have a little party or something?”

“Yeah but we’re both broke. Come on, it’s not like you’ve got anything better to do. It’s spring break and you know for damn sure that you’re not going to go party somewhere. You’re too pale to even be outside. Shit, did you put on sunscreen?” she asked as she threw her hands over my head to protect me from the sun.

I groaned and unlocked my car, “Real funny. Look, you buy pizza and I’ll come over. Oh, and are your parents going to be home? That might be awkward.”

“Mom is going to be there, dad, not so much. He’s been out on business for about a month. Don’t know when he’s coming back, don’t think he cares enough to tell us either,” she mumbled.

Hearing things like that broke my heart. I knew her parents were having a rough time, but surely her dad wasn’t that much of a prick. Well, knowing David, it wouldn’t surprise me. But Hannah didn’t deserve to be treated like scum. She was a wonderful woman that helped me through so much in my life.

My own family life wasn’t the best, my father skipped town when I was three. My mom did what she could, but raising me by herself meant I spent more time at Amber’s house than I did at my own. Hannah was like a mother to me, even if I did find myself a little envious of her magnificent body. Hell, if it wasn’t for Hannah, I never would have been able to transition genders. Casey has always been my name, but Hannah embraced me as a woman before anyone else did.

Amber and I were close as any two eighteen-year-olds could get, but even she wasn’t as accepting as her mom was. I guess Amber thought I would change or something. I still acted the same way, but now my ‘flamboyant’ ways were now just normal. Come to think of it, maybe Amber was hoping I was secretly gay or something before. That would explain why she never seemed to care about sharing a bed with me.

Then again, all of the times we shared a bed with one another and I found myself aroused, it was never because of Amber. As cute as she was, Hannah had her beat by a mile. Her mother was always tame with me. After I turned eighteen and my gender transition had gone rather smoothly, I noticed the looks she was giving me.

I hoped that I was just imagining them at first. There was no way Hannah was trying to give me the fuck-me eyes. I didn’t want to mention it to Amber, but Hannah was the reason why I didn’t come over as often anymore. As proud of my self-control as I am, Hannah is a weakness of mine. If she kept on dropping hints, I would probably break down and see if Hannah was serious or not.

I dropped Amber off and went back to my house to take a quick shower and change. After packing a backpack with a change of clothes and some essentials, I headed back to Amber’s place. I rang the doorbell and Hannah answered the door, “Casey! It’s so good to see you.” Her eyes looked up and down my body a few times. “Very good to see you…”

“It’s good to see you too, Hannah. I hope Amber told you I was coming over for the night?” I asked.

“Of course she did, I was the one that asked her to invite you over. It’s been a few months since you’ve been here and I’ve missed you hanging out. Amber’s mentioned that you’ve been a little stressed lately. I was hoping that I could help you out with that,” she turned and ran her hand along her sides, down to her ass. The tight jeans she wore displayed that deliciously tight ass. She finished ‘wiping’ her hands on her clothes, “I was just making some cookies for you two. She said something about you wanting pizza, don’t worry, it’s on its way, baby.”

My eyes were still on her ass and I struggled to peel them away, but from the sideways position she was in, the next stop for my eyes were her breasts. Nothing massive, but they certainly held my attention for a moment. When I finally met her eyes again, she wore a knowing grin.

“S-Sorry, I was a little lost in thought,” I mumbled.

“I’d love to hear what’s on your mind,” she whispered. “But why don’t you come in?”

I nodded and she let me into the house. Hannah shut the door behind her and stepped behind me, “Amber is in the shower. She might be a few minutes, but I can keep you company if you want, Casey.”

“I wouldn’t turn you down, Hannah,” I teased.

“Mm, who said I was offering?” she asked.

Fuck, did she just play me? “So you don’t want to keep me company?”

Hannah let out a quiet chuckle, “I want to do more than that, but I might get in trouble with Amber if I stole you away all night.”

There was nothing subliminal about that. I wasn’t dumb enough to miss the cue. I turned around and looked her in the eyes, “Hannah, what are you playing at?”

“Nothing. I just know that you girls want to spend time with each other. Just because you’re a good friend of mine doesn’t mean I get to steal you away from her,” Hannah mumbled.

I cocked my head, “You’re not stealing me away. And you’re more than a friend of mine. You’re like a mom to me.”

She turned her head to avoid my gaze, “Maybe that’s not all I want to be, Casey.”

Amber called out from down the hall, “Hey mom, my phone is ringing, can you go get the pizza?”

Hannah sighed and turned away from me, “Not a problem!”

I felt a little bad about not being able to give Hannah what she wanted right now. As she walked away, I couldn’t get my eyes off her ass. For a woman about to be thirty-seven, Hannah barely looked older than her twenties. I heard her giggle and I looked up to see her glancing at me over her shoulder. Fuck, I was busted.

Hannah went and retrieved the pizza and Amber came out of the bathroom with damp hair. Amber wore a loose pair of pajama pants and a tight tee shirt. I much preferred Hannah’s tight jeans and a tank top. While Amber was attractive, there was something appealing about Hannah’s maturity. Maybe giving Hannah what she wanted wouldn’t be such a bad thing. Amber would probably want to kill me if she found out, but Hannah wouldn’t tell. Not while she was still married anyway.

If word did get out, that could lead to a very unfortunate outcome for both myself and Hannah. Hands clamped on my shoulders and Amber whispered quietly, “Hey sexy, come here often?”

The contact made me jump. “You scared the shit out of me, Amber!”

“Were you that lost in thought about the pizza? Fantasizing about the delivery driver, maybe? Mm, I bet she has a huge pair of tits. But wait, you’re an ass girl, let’s hope she had a nice bubble butt,” Amber teased.

I shook my head disapprovingly and watched as Hannah took care of the transaction. Why did the things I want in life have to be right behind a glass wall? If I did anything with Hannah, there was a good chance that it would stay private. But that smaller chance, the one that would probably ruin both of our lives, intimidated me. I think Hannah would get the worst of it. While Amber could hate me forever, at least I didn’t have to be around her. Hannah would have to deal with both Amber and her husband loathing her actions.

My friendship with Amber shouldn’t suffer because of my desire. Even if Hannah seemed hellbent on having me. Hannah walked back towards the house, the wind whipping her shoulder-length black hair around. Amber had the same color hair, yet it was far too curly. Hannah’s hair was perfectly capable of being wrapped in a quick ponytail to use as a handle.

“You know, Amber, sometimes I think about what would happen if you and I weren’t so close. Our lives would have been so much different, maybe I wouldn’t even be alive. Who knows?” I mumbled.

“Why are you talking about that depressing shit? You’re here right now and that’s awesome. Anyway, moving on, after we eat I have to run an errand for mom. Would you mind staying here for it? She said it was something that you probably didn’t need to see. No clue, I don’t think it’s going to take long at all,” Amber said as her hands trailed down my back to rest on my hips.

If I wasn’t too busy watching Hannah bending over the hood of the delivery car, I might have enjoyed Amber’s touch a little more. Hannah walked back with the pizza and Amber went into the kitchen to get some paper towels. We sat around the living room table while we ate.

Once we finished, Amber stood and sighed, “Mom, give me your keys and try not to scare Casey away.”

Hannah nodded to the front door, “The keys are hanging where they always are. And you know I wouldn’t try to scare Casey away, she’s such good company.”

“Isn’t she though?” Amber took the keys and left.

The car cranked and pulled out of the driveway, Hannah looked to me with a devious grin. “She shouldn’t be back for thirty minutes. So where were we with that conversation?”

“You were saying something about wanting to be more than a mother figure,” I called her bluff.

She nodded, “You’re old enough to be your own person, sweetie. Now that you’re a grown woman, I don’t have to pretend that you’re not someone I want.”

Her eyes darted to my groin for a second and then back to my eyes. It didn’t surprise me at all that Hannah sent Amber away so she could talk about this. The only shocking part was how willing she was to vocalize her desires. She’s never been this bold in her approach before. The fleeting glances the last few times I’ve been coming over were harmless. This was something else, something that I couldn’t deny getting turned on by.

“But isn’t this a little risky, Hannah? I mean, what if David or Amber found out about us?” I asked.

Hannah moved to my side and sat down. Her hand fell to my thigh and rubbed as she spoke, “I don’t want to tell anyone about this. David and I haven’t been active in months and I’m sick of using toys. Besides, I’m sure you’re going to enjoy yourself. That, or you can just keep stroking your girl-cock while thinking of me.”

My cheeks flushed, “Y-You don’t know what I think of when I’m touching myself.”

Her hand moved further up my thigh. Slender fingers teased the bulge in my shorts, “Well if you weren’t thinking of me before, I can give you something to think about from now on.”

I should have stopped her, but I didn’t. Her hand groped my growing bulge and I let out a soft groan. “I’m not sure that we should do this, Hannah. It won’t be something we can just sweep under the rug.”

“You’re thinking too much, baby,” she whispered. Hannah moved her hand towards my zipper and pulled it down. “If you want me to stop, you know that I will.” She leaned closer to me and pressed her chest against my arm as she whispered, “But you know that I’m going to take good care of you if you don’t stop me. Don’t you?”

She unbuttoned my shorts and reached into my panties. Her fingers wrapped around my thick futa-cock and she let out a soft gasp. “I know you’ll take care of me, Hannah. This feels so wrong, though,” I said.

“Why?”

“Because you’re married and you practically raised me.”

Hannah stroked my cock as she nodded, “Then just think of this as giving me what I want. You’re don’t have to do this, but I’m not going to offer again. So I’ll make it easy on you. Close your eyes and let me take care of this, baby.”

I shouldn’t have listened to her. I should have told her to stop and then waited outside for Amber to get back. But her warm hand around my cock made all those intelligent decisions so much harder. I closed my eyes.

Hannah’s free hand started tugging at my shorts and panties. I lifted my hips so she could pull them down. The cool air failed to calm my girl-cock down. My lust burned in my chest. Hannah’s breath rolled over my cock and I let out a whimper. A wet tongue licked along the crown of my cock.

How could I let this happen? Hannah was risking her family’s tenuous relationship by doing this and I was risking my friendship with Amber. But her lips surrounded my cock and I couldn’t keep my concerns at the front of my mind. Hannah wanted this as bad as I did, that had to mean something, didn’t it?

Hannah continued to stroke a hand along my cock while she started taking my cock deeper into her mouth. Once the head of my cock brushed against the back of her throat, her hand pulled away. Her zipper was pulled down and I heard her sliding her pants down shortly after.

“Are you sure you want to go all the way?” I asked. I wanted her to, of course, but was she not concerned with how that might end up? Not that I wanted to brag, but I usually took a while to cum.

She pulled her mouth away from my cock and whispered, “Shut up and let an old woman have her fun.”

I opened my eyes and glared at her, “You’re not old. And you should watch who you’re telling to shut up. You wouldn’t want me to get a little rude, would you?”

“Maybe I would, is that such a bad thing? Who says a little rough play has to be personal, baby?”

A smirk crossed my lips and I patted the couch, “Then how about we do something more than a little rough? You want me to fuck you? Sure, why not. That’s only risking everything, so go big or go home, right?”

Her eyes lit up and she nodded, “That’s my girl.”

“Do you have any lube? I want to cum in you and I’m not risking getting my friend’s mom pregnant.”

She stood up and turned around to show me her tight little ass, “Are you saying you want to fuck my ass?”

“No, I told you to get the lube. You should know where my cock is going to go,” I teased.

“You’re pretty big, Casey. Are you sure it’s going to fit?” she asked, a slight measure of concern in her voice.

I reached forward and gave her ass a rough slap, “Go get the fucking lube, Hannah. You’re just wasting time.”

She yelped and finished kicked her jeans off of her ankles. Once they were off, Hannah hurried off to her room. She came back without her shirt. Now that she was fully nude, I enjoyed the sight of her body even more. Hannah’s neatly trimmed bush and tight pussy begged for attention but I wasn’t interested in that right now. Maybe I’d fuck her cunt sometime when I felt like betraying Amber again.

That thought hurt to think about, but my cock throbbed anyway. My sexuality seemed to not care about the morality of this situation. Hannah tossed me the bottle of lube and smiled at me, “We need to hurry up, Casey.”

“Be a good cock slut and bend over the couch,” I commanded. Even as the words came out, I couldn’t put much conviction behind the order. Calling such a wonderful woman anything but a saint felt wrong.

Hannah bent over the couch and I stood up and took my shirt and bra off. I stepped behind Hannah and opened the lube. As I applied the lube on my cock, she teased me with her hips. The hypnotic motion of her ass swaying from side to side almost made me forget what I was doing. Once my cock was well lubed, I ran my slick fingers around her pucker and then pressed two into her.

“F-Fuck, you could have warned me, baby.”

“I could have, but why would I do that? You’re a bad girl, aren’t you?”

She let out a quiet moan when my fingers went knuckle deep. “I’m your bad girl, Casey. Punish me with your huge cock!”

“Such a filthy mouth. Where did you learn to be such a slutty MILF?” I asked. The degrading names got easier to say as she proved that she enjoyed the play. My fingers slid from her ass and I pressed my cock against her hole.

“Mm, I’ve always been a slut. I’ve just been hiding it since I got married and had a kid. But why hide anymore? Or at least, why hide it from everyone?” she mumbled. Hannah pushed against the couch hard and forced the head of my cock into her ass.

I let out a gasp and put my hands on her hips to stop her from doing that again. “Whoa, calm the fuck down. I don’t care if you want to be a slut, but I’ve played with a few toys of my own, I know anal is tricky. So stop being a thirsty whore and let me fuck you how I want to fuck you. Okay?”

She looked back and pouted at me, “Then hurry up. I don’t want to have to wait, baby.”

I rolled my eyes and pushed my girl-cock further into her. Ten inches of thick cock buried deep into Hannah. She let out a deep sigh as my hips pressed against hers and I gave her a light slap on her ass.

“You’ve got my cock. Now beg for me to fuck you with it. Otherwise, Amber might just walk in on us while I’m making you wait,” I threatened.

She nervously looked towards the door as if Amber might walk in at any moment. “Please fuck me, Casey. I want your huge cock to fuck me until you can’t take it anymore. Oh god, I want you to shoot your cum into my ass, baby!”

I chuckled and let my hips rock in shallow motions. As whorish as she was acting, I didn’t want to hurt her by doing too much too fast. Getting all of my cock into her without her begging me to stop was a good sign, but I still had to be careful. Especially if I wanted to fuck her again sometime.

Hannah’s quiet moans poured from her and I couldn’t keep my own contained. Her tight ass squeezed around my cock as I thrust into her. I ran my hands up and down her lower back and spoke softly, “You know, I’ve wanted to do this for so long. But I was so scared.”

She pushed against the couch to help my cock push deeper into her. Her grip tightened on the couch cushion, “I love you, Casey.”

The confession made my heart skip a beat. I knew that my girl-cock was impressive, but to tell me she loved me because of it, that didn’t feel right. “I think you love my cock, slut.”

“N-No, I love you, Casey. I didn’t want to see it. I still don’t know how to live this life without hurting Amber… But I love you.”

She was telling me this, after all, I’d said earlier? Was she just trying to make my world collapse on itself?

I moved my hands to her hips and held onto her tightly, “We’ll talk about it later. For now, let’s finish what we started before Amber really does catch us.”

Hannah nodded and continued pushing her hips into my thrusts. Her tiny ass was going to eventually get used to my cock. For now, that tight ring clenched around my cock and I couldn’t keep myself from moaning like a slut as I pounded into her. Her cries got louder and she stopped backing herself into me. She exhaled a deep breath and her juices sprayed onto the armrest.

The smirk on my face might have been a little cocky, having her cum for me without me touching her clit felt like an accomplishment. I gave her ass a spank and called out, “You want my cum, slut?”

“Cum in me, baby!” she cried in response.

I clung to her hips while hammering into her depths and let out a deep groan as I felt my balls tightening. Her feminine scent filled my nose, her moans serenaded me, and her tight ass milked my cock.

My eyelids felt too heavy to keep open as the pleasure overtook me. My cock throbbed within her and I pounded into her a few last times as my cum flooded her ass. I didn’t think I would ever stop pumping her full of my seed. My futa-cock did stop twitching within her and I heard the purr of an engine as Amber pulled into the driveway.

“Oh, fuck!” I yelled. Hannah pulled herself off my cock and quickly grabbed her clothes as she ran back to her room. I pulled my panties and shorts back on and seconds after, Amber came in the door.

“Yo, where’s mom?” Amber asked.

“I think she went to the bathroom?”

Hannah came back into the room with her clothes back on, “What’s up, baby girl?”

“The pharmacy was closed, I couldn’t pick up your prescription,” Amber said.

“Oh, shit. I forgot it was Sunday. Spring break has my sense of time all kinds of messed up. I’m so sorry,” Hannah said.

I smiled and then I heard Amber let out an exasperated sigh, “Are you two fucking kidding me?”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

Hannah looked at me with fear in her eyes. Amber called out, “You two shouldn’t joke around like that. Seriously, if dad came in and saw a bottle of lube on the table, he’d think that you fucked mom.”

I faked a quiet laugh and scooped the bottle up. After I slid it into my pocket, I called out, “Yeah, I was hoping you’d freak out or something. We decided to play a bit of a joke on you after you got out of the shower but the pizza showed up before we could pull it off.”

“Well, I appreciate you bringing Casey over, Amber. She’s been great company, maybe you two could just hang out here for the rest of the break? I’m sure I could make it fun for both of you,” Hannah shot me a wink.

Amber shrugged her shoulders, “Buy me a bottle of vodka and I’m totally down to let Casey snuggle up in my bed like old times.”

“Done deal,” Hannah said.

Something told me that Hannah was going to find quite a few reasons for Amber to leave the house alone. My exhausted girl-cock loved the idea of spending more time with Hannah, even if it meant having to lie to Amber a little. Some things in life were worth a little risk.
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House of Syn

Syn throws a house party every Saturday, but that stands to change when she meets Dustin and a woman who calls herself Kitten. Syn's sexual desires turn into a night of fun with the two, her impressive erection proving to be something they can not resist.

If you love transgender women being on top, you'll love your time in the House of Syn. 


Transforming my Goth Sissy

What starts as a normal day of housework took a twist I never expected. A pair of soiled panties stashed in a basket they shouldn't have been in. A goth sissy that needs a Mistress. A threeway that made me question how much he meant to me. It's a recipe for love and lust to come together in the most pleasurable way. It's one exciting day, one that neither myself or Eric/'Erica' could have anticipated.

Amber’s Futa Mistress

A futa millionaire offers a redheaded woman a position as her personal secretary. That's the official title anyway, Amber's new Mistress has a sadistic tendency that needs to have an outlet. The money offered is a powerful tool when ensuring compliance, but that only goes so far.

When Erin offers the possibility of a relationship, Amber can't wait to see where things go. After all, having the best of both worlds is hard to pass up, isn't it?

Hailey’s Billionaire Futa Professor

Hailey goes on a trip to Annie's private island during spring break. What starts as an innocent exploration of the coral reefs turns ever more interesting when Hailey can't take her eyes off of the bulge in her professor's panties. From an island, to Annie's BDSM room, back to Washington state, the women spend time with one another and fall for one another. Even though life threatens their relationship, the women's love perseveres.
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