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Story One


A thundering roar shook the foundations of her house and rain pelted the window of her room. The fourth thunderstorm of the week had Sara on edge. If her laptop had any battery power left, she wouldn’t have cared. Her laptop charger broke last night, the poor thing was nearly six years old. Living this far out from the city, it was only a matter of time until the power went out.

Inevitably, the power died and Sara called the power company to report the outage. She was told that it would be about six hours until it was restored. Candles were lit and her roommate, April, knocked on Sara’s bedroom door.

“Hey, Sara?”

“What’s up?” Sara eyed her roommate’s body. In the flickering candlelight, she could see April’s curves, her lithe body with wide hips and a perky pair of breasts. The shorts April wore hid nothing from view. Of course, April only wore them in the house for ‘comfort’, but Sara got the feeling that April did it to torment her.

They’d had the conversation before, April had a boyfriend, but damn, the things Sara wanted to do if the woman didn’t.

“I was hoping we could talk for a bit?”

“Yeah, sure, I probably need to get off my phone before it dies. Is everything okay?” Sara asked.

April walked to Sara’s bed and sat beside her, “Kind of. But not really. Eric broke up with me after he cheated on me. So I guess you could say things aren’t so great.”

The emotion in April’s voice concerned Sara. They joked and had fun most times, mostly at Sara’s expense. Having a cock was something that April likes to tease Sara for. Seeing April in this state annoyed Sara, Eric was a real dick.

“Want me to kick his ass?” Sara asked.

“No, I really don’t. I want to forget him,” April said.

Sara nodded towards the door, “We could grab a bottle of whiskey.”

“I wasn’t thinking of that kind of forgetting. When we first moved in here, you told me I was pretty. I mean, yeah, you were drunk. But you did say that,” April said.

“I’m not sure if you’re in a place where I can talk about that. I mean, if Eric just broke up with you, wouldn’t that be a little shitty of me to step in on?” she asked.

“It was a few days ago. I just… I had to make sure it was real. But I want to move on. I’ve been with that manipulative asshole for two years and I’ve been waiting for so long to be wanted again.”

Sara leaned back on her bed, relaxing into the mountain of pillows, “And you know that I want you as a friend, so you’re good.”

April joined her in the relaxation. Her smooth leg draped over Sara’s leg and she spoke softly, “I was hoping you might still want me as more.”

“This is pretty unfair to me. I do want to be here for you and I’d be lying through my teeth if I said you weren’t the sexiest damn thing around. But I don’t know if I’m a good match for you,” Sara mumbled.

“Why not?”

“Because I’m a little on the, you know, unwanted side? All the people that know I was born as a dude don’t want me around here. So associating yourself with me on a more intimate level, that isn’t going to go well for you.”

“And?”

“One-word answers have always pissed me off,” Sara said.

April’s shifted her body a little further onto Sara. Her leg pressed against Sara’s cock and she ground against it, “I don’t care what other people think. If you want to keep things private and we pretend to be single, that’s fine. I’ve been wanting to give you the chance you’ve been waiting for since high school.”

“I never said I was waiting for it.”

“You didn’t have to. Besides, you think I never read your diary?” April asked.

Sara put her hand on April’s crotch and pulled her tiny frame on top of her. Her fingers mashed the denim shorts into April’s pussy and she spoke in a firm tone, “You know better than go through a girl’s shit, don’t you?”

April let out a soft moan, apparently not bothered by the attempt at making her yelp, “Mm, you keep touching me like this and I’m going to call you daddy.”

“Oh my god, April, you’re the worst,” Sara said. Her hand loosened but stayed on the woman’s heated center, “Look, if you really want to make this a thing, I’m fine with it. But we’re going to have to be exclusive. You know how I am.”

“I’m not the kind of woman to cheat. Besides, if things don’t work out, I’ll just charge you more for rent. That’s fair, right?” April asked.

“That would be scummy of you,” Sara said.

“Yep, and I wouldn’t do it, but I can still make idle threats.”

Sara’s fingers once again dug into April’s core. This time she got a hiss from April, “Something wrong, April?”

“Not a damn thing,” she said through clenched teeth.

“Sounds like you’re lying again,” her hand moved from April’s heated crotch to her stomach. “Are you sure about all of this, April?”

Sara wanted to get involved with April, she had for a long while. Now that the opportunity presented itself, Sara didn’t know if her morals would let her. Having April rebounding to her felt strange, but there was still the chance that April truly wanted her. April did wait a few days to tell Sara, that had to mean something.

April scooted off of Sara and sat beside her on the bed, “I’m pretty sure. You’ve been good to me and I want to see where it can go. I mean, you know a lot of my issues already. I’m really codependent and it feels horrible to be alone. But I understand if you don’t want me. I’m a bit of a basket case, aren’t I?”

Those sad blue eyes bore into Sara, “You’re not a basket case. You’ve been through shit and I understand how that goes. April, I just want to make sure we’re both taking this seriously if we do this.”

“I’m not saying all this stuff lightly, Sara. I know you and I trust you. That means a lot, doesn’t it? I don’t want to find someone new and spread my legs for them to make them say they love me. You’ve told me that before and I didn’t even show you my clam.”

Sara sat up and looked to April, “If we’re going to make this real, then I want to make it official soon. Let’s go out on a date. All dressed up, all that shit. If you want to be with me, we’re going to make it a public thing.”

“Are you sure you want to do that?” April asked.

“Yeah, I said it for a reason.”

“Even after last time?”

“Even after last time.”

“Okay, can you drive in a storm?” April asked as she stood from the bed.

“I could, but I’d rather stay inside with my girl tonight,” Sara put her hands on April’s waist and pulled her back onto the bed. “I know she’s a bit of a nympho anyway.”

“Hey, I only… Yeah, I get pretty loud when I masturbate, don’t I?”

“I can admit to listening in a time or twenty,” Sara said.

“Pervert.”

“I’d like to think that you would have gotten quiet if you didn’t want me to hear.”

April pushed Sara onto the bed and climbed on top of her. Groaning as the tight ass pressed against her stiffening cock, Sara called out, “I’m going to make you scream if you keep this up, April.”

Having April’s warm hips grinding against her cock brought a groan from her. April leaned down and whispered, “Screaming is fine. That’s the only decent thing about living this far out of town. No one is going to come to save you when your cock is raw from fucking me so damn much.”

Sara pulled April’s head lower and kissed her deeply. The taste of caramel lingered on April’s tongue, likely from the candy she loved so much. A soft moan escaped April and April’s hips stopped moving.

Breaking away from the kiss, Sara spoke quietly, “We don’t have to do this tonight. I’ve been patient this long, I don’t mind waiting a little longer to make love to you.”

“Making love is something we can do after we have that fancy dinner. Right now, baby, I just want you to fuck me like you hate me.”

“Good song.”

“I know you like Seether,” April moved Sara’s hand to the bottom of her shirt. “I’m not wearing a bra, want to see?”

Sara smiled at the teasing minx and pulled the shirt up. From her position, she got stuck trying to get it over April’s head and the ensuing giggling made Sara blush. April helped get the shirt off and her perky breasts met with the cool air of the room.

“Fuck they’re so cute. Why haven’t I seen you naked before?” Sara asked as she put her hands on the breasts. Fingers toyed with nipples and April gasped as she tilted her head back.

“Mm, because you’re a pussy who never asked to see me naked? I’ve seen your tits before. Your dick has been a mystery for me though. I mean, I’ve seen your bulge when you were hard a time or two,” April said.

“What? When? I’ve tried to be decent about that.”

“Just because I never said anything about it doesn’t mean I’ve never seen it. I wear these shorts for a reason.”

Sara groaned and pressed her hips against April’s ass, “You’ve been wearing them the entire you were dating. You trying to say you wanted to torture me for all this time?”

“Torture? That’s one way to look at it. I’d like to think that I was letting you enjoy a show without having to pay for it,” April said as she lifted her hips away from Sara. “I’m not wearing panties either. Want to see?”

“Is that even a question?” Sara put her hands on April’s ribs and rolled them over. With Sara on top of April on her king size bed, she had all the room in the world to play with her.

“I guess it is? I mean, by definition it was a question. I’ll rephrase the question for you. Want to take my shorts off and eat my pussy?” April asked.

Sara unbuttoned those tiny shorts and pulled them slowly down April’s pale legs. The scent of her sex made Sara’s mouth water in anticipation. It seemed that April had been paying attention to Sara’s drunken conversations about loving oral sex. That, or April was just being hopeful, either way, Sara was excited to make the sexy woman’s body squirm under her.

Sara leaned over April’s body and placed a kiss on April’s lips. Then she worked her way down April’s body leaving behind a trail of wet kisses. April’s chest rose and fell rapidly as Sara continued to tease her with the slow descent towards her desire. Sara kissed each of April’s breasts and sucked the nipples into her mouth for just a moment to get them stiff before she continued lower.

Her tongue dipped into April’s belly button and ran a circle before Sara moved on. Sara could hear April’s breath catching in her throat as Sara’s breath rolled over her sensitive sex. She looked at April and shot her a wink before she kissed her sensitive clit.

Sara let her lips surround the bead and suckled with little pressure. She didn’t want to overstimulate her partner too quickly. While making April soak her bed was an end goal, it was a goal that needed to be achieved one step at a time.

Sara’s tongue licked the bead and then she let herself enjoy the taste of the woman’s channel. April bucked her hips against Sara and encouraged Sara with her soft cries of pleasure. This is all Sara could want from April. To show her the pleasures they could share if only they took the time to enjoy one another.

Her hands slid up April’s body, fingertips tracing the curve of April’s hips. Sara’s left hand rested on the bed to support herself while her right stroked along April’s breast.

April couldn’t stem the stream of sounds coming from her. Being serenaded by April didn’t bother Sara in the slightest. Having her efforts appreciated was enough to keep Sara going. Her tongue continued to delve into the woman’s folds until Sara slipped it inside April’s depths.

The taste of April’s juices flooded Sara’s mouth and she swallowed. April’s hand reached down to stroke Sara’s head, expecting Sara to stop after her orgasm. Sara wasn’t finished.

Sara’s hand slid back down April’s body and rubbed April’s clit back and forth as she picked up the pace.

“F-Fuck! Sara, I can’t!”

April’s protests didn’t stop Sara. She knew April could handle multiple orgasms. April told Sara to fuck her like she hated her. If that was going to happen, Sara wanted to know that April was satisfied before her cock came into the picture.

The cries that filled the room never once sounded pained and Sara continued lavishing April’s sex with her tongue. By the third orgasm, Sara’s jaw ached from the effort. Finally, she pulled away and sighed as she came away from April’s thighs.

April’s chest heaved as she panted for air. Sara smiled and moved to kiss April. Letting April calm down wasn’t on Sara’s list of things to do. Sara’s tongue slipped into April’s mouth and shared the taste of her orgasm.

Sara broke the kiss and slid off the bed for a moment to remove her own clothes. With her cock stiffer than steel, she looked at April, “Are you okay to keep going?”

April had the chance to catch her breath and after a few moments, Sara got back on the bed. Sara’s hands rubbed April’s legs while she waited between April’s thighs.

“Holy fuck, Sara. You’re ridiculous,” she said.

“Huh?”

“The things you can do with your mouth, oh my god. Teach a class. Get the fucking word out. Women everywhere need to be treated like that.”

Sara laughed and shook her head, “I had my learning experiences in college.”

“I want to find your teacher, or did the student surpass the instructor.”

“I think Mrs. Thompson would be in her fifties now, it was like eight years ago,” Sara said.

April gasped, “No shit? I knew that woman was a cougar!”

“Baby, I’m not trying to sound selfish, but I’m still waiting for your answer. I’m a little worked up.”

“Well if you keep calling me baby, I guess I don’t mind if you fuck me,” April spread her legs and stuck her tongue out at Sara.

Sara laughed, “Are you really going to lay on your back?”

“Wait, I don’t get to be lazy?” April sat up on the bed. “How about you sit on your butt, I’ll sit in your lap and we’ll see what happens.”

Sara shifted to sit on the bed, leaning against her pillows, comfortable as could be. “Sounds like a plan, babe. Sure you can take me?”

“You’re big, but I’m pretty sure I can handle it,” April said as she climbed into Sara’s lap. Sara used a hand to guide her tip to April’s entrance and moaned as April lowered onto it.

The tight grip around Sara’s shaft made it hard to keep herself from shooting her load immediately. Sara couldn’t remember the last time she got laid, probably before her transition. Had it really been three years?

She didn’t have time to think about it as April started riding her, “See? You’re a big girl but I’m doing just fine.”

“You’re doing more than fine. Keep it up and I’m going to paint you white,” Sara said.

April laughed and put her hands on Sara’s shoulders. Her hips rose and fell at an ever-increasing pace and loud moans escaped her. Their sounds mixed into the air. Without the heat on, the warmth they found in each other’s arms became all the more desirable.

Sara tried to rock her hips in time with April’s bouncing. Once she caught the rhythm, she knew she wouldn’t last long. Sara laughed and April asked, “Whats funny?”

“Just thinking about you having to wait until the lights were out to sleep with me,” Sara said.

“Oh shut up, you know I would have fucked you under a spotlight.”

“A spotlight, huh?”

“Do you want me to stop?” April silenced Sara by kissing her. Her hips bounced with fevered passion as she felt her fourth orgasm of the night consume her. April moaned into the kiss and her warm juices drenched Sara’s thighs.

The tight walls constricting around her cock were heavenly. Sara thrust into April a few last times as she felt her orgasm building within her. Years of friendship and fantasies intertwined and fed into Sara’s physical release. More important to Sara, the emotional connection she felt with April felt strengthened.

They were inseparable before, but now, she couldn’t imagine a scenario in which they wouldn’t be at one another’s side. Sara’s orgasm wouldn’t be denied and she felt her balls tightening as she unleashed ropes of her cum into April.

April dropped as far as she could onto Sara’s cock and ground her hips into Sara. Once Sara’s balls were emptied, April broke the kiss and panted as she leaned back. “God damn, Sara. I want to do that again.”

“I do too, but I can’t right now,” Sara looked out the window and listened to the rain. It seemed that it was slacking up, but she couldn’t be sure that the bottom wouldn’t drop out again. “How do you feel about going on that date?”

“We probably should have left before we got all sweaty. The water is going to be cold and we can’t shower.”

“We could, but it would suck.”

“Speaking of sucking. What the fuck were you even doing when you went down on me? That was amazing and I want to figure out how to do that.”

“I’ll tell you when you’re older, April,” Sara teased.

April rocked her hips slowly onto Sara’s softening cock, “I’m older than you or did you choose right now to forget that you call me old all the time?”

“You’re two months older than me, and calm it down granny. We’re still young enough to fuck like rabbits. Or did you forget you came four times?”

“More than I usually get off. Eric couldn’t even get me off once without trying super hard. Then again, he was lazy.”

Sara shook her head, “You’re going to have to get off me, baby.”

“I don’t wanna.”

“But you have to.”

“Why?”

“Because I want a poptart and a shot of whiskey. If we’re staying in tonight, I’m going to get nice and comfy and we can snuggle for a while. My phone might live long enough to watch a movie or something. You down?”

“Sounds like a plan. But uh, if you’re going to keep calling me baby and stuff, could I ask something?”

“Yeah, what’s up?”

“Are we dating?”

“I’d like to think that we are. If you want me to write you a note with check yes or no boxes on it, I could,” Sara said with a smirk.

April eased off of Sara’s cock and then leaned in to kiss her before rolling to lay on the bed. “Can I pick the movie?”

“You’re already making me feel like I’m pussy whipped.”

“You are.”

“I’ve waited a few years to say this shit like I’ve always meant it. April, you know I love you, don’t you?”

“Of course I do and I love you too. Now go get the poptarts and the whiskey, that is sounding like a much better idea than it did a few seconds ago.”

Sara got off the bed and walked to the kitchen. Finding the poptarts and the whiskey only took a few seconds. Trying to stop the flow of tears took much longer. Maybe there was a higher power at work in her world. How much longer could she have gone without finding someone to love, she couldn’t have guessed. And now, she didn’t have to.


Story Two


The sound of plastic wheels rolling down the pavement warned Brooke all too late. She felt the board bite at her heel and a body fell on top of her. They tumbled to the ground and Brooke let out a yelp of pain as her knee scraped against the concrete.

Of course, she chose today to wear a pair of shorts. Most days she would have gone out to lunch in pants, but she tried to appreciate her body more lately. Her self-confidence had grown, but that came back to bite her in the ass.

She rolled onto her side as the burning pain radiated outward. A soft voice called out in a panic, “Oh my god, are you okay? I’m so sorry!”

Brooke looked at the woman that crashed into her and for a moment, she forgot the pain. Her brunette hair fell over her left eye. The sunlight made the woman’s green eyes appear even more bright. Brooke saw the anxiety etched on the woman’s face. She couldn’t have been more than twenty, probably close to fifteen years younger than Brooke. The skater’s lower lip poked out and Brooke knew she had to say something before the woman started crying.

“Yeah, it’s just a scrape. It stings, but I’ll be fine. Are you okay?” Brooke asked.

The woman nodded and looked at Brooke’s knee, “Are you sure you’re okay I was on my way home and I just wasn’t paying attention. I was almost there, think you can make it to my house so I can clean that up and put some ointment on it?”

“Oh, no it’ll be alright. Thank you, but I can take of it when I get home,” Brooke rose to her feet. As she put pressure on her leg, she groaned from the pain.

The skater stood up and grabbed her board. Putting it under her arm, she used her free hand to wrap around Brooke’s waist. “Nope, you took a solid hit. Let me help, I promise I won’t hit you again. By the way, my name is Max,” Max said.

Her aching knee throbbed as the blood rushed to the area. Brooke’s pain motivated her to accept Max’s offer, “You win, Max. I’m Brooke, but how long do you think it’s going to take to patch me up?”

“Maybe twenty minutes? I want to ice it before you go. I’m so sorry to meet like this, but thank you for not jumping down my throat.”

“Accidents happen,” Brooke said. They made it to Max’s apartment after a few minutes of hobbling there. Brooke recognized the apartments as River Hills, not exactly a cheap rental unit. Finding a place to live in town was a bitch and Brooke was curious how Max could afford this place at her age.

Max helped her into the two bedroom apartment and sat her down on the couch. After Brooke was on the couch, Max hurried off to the bathroom and came back with a first aid kit. Releasing the plastic clips holding the box closed, Max fished out an alcohol pad, a tube of antibiotics, tweezers, and some gauze to wrap put over Brooke’s knee.

“Are you a nurse or something?” Brooke asked.

“My mom is, she tends to nag at me if I don’t keep a decent kit handy,” Max said as she knelt in front of Brooke. “Could you take off your shorts? They’re frayed and I don’t want the threads to irritate the cuts.”

Under other circumstances, Brooke might have been offended. Brooke unbuttoned her shorts and pushed them down her thighs. Max carefully took the shorts and guided them over Brooke’s knee. Once they fell around Brooke’s ankles, Max pulled them away.

Brooke couldn’t ignore that Max’s eyes darted to her panties. Instead of making a snide remark, she decided to take the glance as a compliment, even in her thirties, she could still draw attention to herself. Brooke laughed and said, “If you’re enjoying the show, don’t forget to leave a tip.”

Max blushed and responded, “Sorry, it’s hard not to look. I’ll do my best to focus.” Max took the alcohol pad and opened it. The pungent smell overpowered the soft scent of fabric softener in the room.

“It’s nice to be looked at, but I’m probably old enough to be your mom,” Brooke mumbled.

Max started treating the wound. The alcohol burned more than the initial impact did and Brooke clenched her teeth and hissed in a breath of air. “Almost done with this part. Then I’ve got to get rid of the dead skin. After that, I’ll get the ointment on it and we’ll patch it up. Then the ice. It should feel better after that.”

The process went through and when Max finished, Brooke had a few tears falling from her chin. Max frowned and went to the kitchen to get the ice. On her way back, she called out to Brooke, “If it makes you feel better, you look better than most people my age.”

Brooke took the bag of ice and put it over her knee. She wiped the tears away with her shirt sleeve and smiled at Max. The words were sweet, even if she probably was lying, “Thank you. I do try to keep myself kind of in shape. I let myself go for a while, but hey, new years resolutions and all that boring stuff.”

“I wouldn’t say it’s boring. If it gets you in shape like that, you really seem to be motivated. Any reason?” Max asked.

“That’s a little more personal,” Brooke said.

Max sat beside Brooke on the couch, “You don’t have to talk about it. I feel pretty bad for running into you.”

“It hurts, but it isn’t really your fault. No reason to be mad about it, if you did it intentionally, yeah I might have more of a bone to pick with you. Whippersnapper,” Brooke teased.

“Do you like Mexican food?” Max asked.

“Yeah, why?”

“I was going to cook dinner after I got home. Would you want to stay for dinner, Brooke?”

Brooke looked at the cute woman and sighed, “Yeah, I really don’t have anything else to do.”

“Was that sarcasm?”

“No, it wasn’t. Should it be?”

“I hope not. I’d like to apologize. I was going to make some burritos, beans, and some corn. Nothing too fancy, but hopefully you’ll like it,” Max said.

Brooke gave a weak chuckle, “How could I say no to that? I’m at a skater kid’s house in my panties with sore knees. I’m practically living the dream.” Max’s posture stiffened at the words.

“I’ll go get started on the food. Want a drink?”

“Are you trying to make this a date?” Brooke asked.

“Would you say no?”

Brooke hesitated for a moment and let her eyes drift to Max’s toned arms, “I don’t think I would.”

“Then I’ll break out some candles and throw on some music. I’m not sure if this is how dating works, but I’d much rather meet people while making myself look stupid rather than on a phone,” Max said.

Brooke watched Max hurry away and before long, the scent of vanilla candles and food seasonings filled the kitchen and living room. Dinner was done a little over half an hour later and Brooke walked to the table with Max’s help.

The food was delicious, but it couldn’t hold Brooke’s attention. Max’s soft features and beautiful eyes kept Brooke from paying attention to much else. Max looked like an alternative model, the piercing in her nose, another in her bottom lip. With piercings being so common in California, it didn’t surprise Brooke that she missed them at first glance.

When Max got up to take the plates away, Brooke could see yet another piercing poking at Max’s shirt. Naval piercings were always attractive to Brooke, but she didn’t know how to start the conversation that she wanted to have.

When Max came back, she sighed and looked at Brooke, “I know this is selfish. I know it’s so very selfish. But could I have your number? I enjoyed this a ton.”

The conversation was started for Brooke. A smile crossed her lips and she nodded, “Go get my phone out of the pocket of my jeans and you can have it.”

Max went to retrieve the phone and handed it to Brooke. A groan escaped Brooke. Her phone’s screen had spiderweb cracks ran all along the front, “God mother fucker, I knew I should have put a fucking case on this piece of shit!”

“You know what, that’s my fault. I accept full responsibility and I’ll replace it tomorrow. Or we can go now, but that would mean you would have to walk a bit to get to the store,” Max offered.

“You don’t have to pay for my phone. Max, shit happens. If anyone else did this, do you think they would offer to pay for it?”

“Do I have to be everyone else?” Max asked.

Brooke looked at Max and felt her loins stir. Was this twenty-something really going to make her revisit her rule against dating those younger than her?

When Brooke didn’t answer, Max continued, “I have a guest room, do you work tomorrow? If not, you can stay here. If you want, that is.”

“I don’t work on the weekends. Lucky me, I get run down by a skater on Friday. Look for the silver linings, right?” Brooke said.

“Is that a yes?”

“Yeah, I can stay the night, Max.”

“I’ll go get the bed ready for you. Uh, and you might want to put on the shorts, I turn the AC down really low when it’s time for bed,” Max said.

Brooke asked, “What time is it?”

“Like seven, but I don’t know what time you go to bed.”

“I’m not old enough to hate going to bed around ten. And I like sleeping in the cold, it’s waking up in the cold that sucks.”

Max smiled, “Don’t worry. I’ll probably wake up before you. I can turn the heat on for you. It’s the least I can do.”

“So what do you want to do in the meantime?” Brooke asked.

“Fix your bed first, then if you’d like to watch a movie or something, I could find something for us.”

Brooke nodded, “Right on. I’ll meet you on the couch then? And could you bring a blanket and turn down the AC?”

Max nodded in return and disappeared for a few minutes. She came back with a thin cover and bumped the air conditioner down on her way through. Max sat beside Brooke and spread the blanket out over them. Grabbing the remote, Max opened the Netflix app and searched for a highly rated romance movie.

Brooke was still yet to put on her shorts and she felt Max’s hand rubbing her thigh. Her first instinct was to tell Max to stop, but instead, she lifted her leg and put it over Max’s. Max looked at Brooke and smiled, “Mind if I move closer?”

“I don’t, but I do want to know where you’re going with this,” Brooke said.

Max scooted closer and slid her left arm behind Brooke’s back and continued rubbing Brooke’s thigh with her other hand. “I’m not really going anywhere with it. If things feel right and you don’t stop me, who knows where it would end?”

Brooke shrugged her shoulders, “I’m not quite sure where it would end.”

They were barely fifteen minutes into the movie before Brooke couldn’t take any more of the slender fingers testing her limits. Max’s fingers were stroking along the front of her panties without dipping low enough to offer release to Brooke. That wasn’t enough for Brooke.

Brooke didn’t intend to make it this easy to make her a sexually charged mess, but it happened. Having Max touching her in ways that had been ignored for months did too much for her libido to not want to pursue. Brooke leaned her head against Max’s shoulder and her hips squirmed under Max’s touch.

“I want more, please Max,” Brooke whispered.

“I can’t give you more until you know something about me. I should have said something before, but you seemed to be enjoying this,” Max said.

Brooke pressed her head against Max’s shoulder a little harder, “What do I need to know?”

Max took Brooke’s hand and moved it to Max’s crotch. The blanket made it hard to notice on the surface, but underneath, there was a part that Brooke wouldn’t normally associate with a woman. But the outline of Max’s hard cock was undeniable. The warmth of the length fighting against the tightness of Max’s jeans brought a soft moan from Brooke.

“I’m a futa, Brooke. I don’t know how you feel about that but I can’t go on without you at least knowing that about me,” Max said.

“Don’t you mean trans?” Brooke asked.

Max chuckled, “No, there is a difference, but I think that’s a story for another time. I don’t want to scare you, but there is more to me than you see.”

Brooke kissed Max’s neck a few times and then said, “Right now, I don’t care. I want you. If you want to put that beast in me, I don’t care. Just don’t stop right now, Max.”

Max’s fingers moved back to Brooke’s panties. This time, they slid under the cotton fabric and her thin fingers gently teased at the woman’s clit and labia. Brooke let out a groan and spread her legs further. The news shocked Brooke, but only for a moment. As many toys as Brooke used on herself, she was no stranger to a cock.

It had been far too long since she had the pleasure of being treated to a good time by someone that had a cock attached to them though. Her last experience had been with a woman, but Max’s experienced touch was already overshadowing her last experience.

Brooke took in the flowery scent of Max’s hair as she buried her face in Max’s neck. Two fingers dipped into her pussy while the heel of Max’s palm continued to grind into Brooke’s clit. How many people had Max practiced on? Brooke didn’t want the actual number, all she wanted was to know how many times Max would do this to her.

Brooke’s thighs struggled to stay open, her orgasm was fast building and Max seemed to show no intention of stopping any time soon. Brooke let her moans flow freely, in a house without others in it, she didn’t care how loud she got. She needed Max to know she was doing an amazing job on Brooke’s pussy.

Max was strangely quiet during the play, barely making noise other than the slick sounds her hand made while pleasuring Brooke. Brooke listened to her breathing and her lips could feel Max’s rapid pulse as they kissed Max’s neck over and over. When Max finally did utter a soft moan, Brooke lost all control over her bliss.

Brooke’s thighs snapped shut and she humped the fingers still inside her as she rode out her orgasm. Her arms tingled and her thighs burned as she threw her head back and let out a loud cry of ecstasy. Brooke’s normal fountain of juices was caught by Max’s hand and she could feel the warm, sticky liquid trailing down into her panties.

Brooke finally let her thighs open and Max removed her hand. That hand shot to Max’s mouth and she licked her hand clean of Brooke’s orgasm before sucking the fingers that were inside Brooke. Brooke sighed heavily and let her body straighten as she relaxed into the couch. “You’re amazing. Where did you learn to do that?”

“All around the world, but those times are behind me. I’ve been wanting to settle down for years,” Max said.

“Years? You’re barely in your twenties, aren’t you?” Brooke slid her hand to Max’s pants and fiddled with the button until it popped loose.

Max looked away from Brooke, “I don’t know if you’re ready to know how old I am.”

Brooke laughed at the words, “Sweetie, I’m thirty-seven. I’ve got you beat by a little while.”

“And if I told you I was over two thousand years old?”

“That would be impossible, so I probably wouldn’t believe you,” Brooke’s hand unzipped the pants and then slid into them to stroke Max’s cock.

“Two thousand, six hundred and fifty-two. If you wanted to be more specific,” Max said.

Brooke’s hand slowed, “Wait what? Max, I don’t know if you’re joking or not, but if you want me to stop, I can.”

“Remember how I said I was a futa and you asked if I was trans?”

“Yeah.”

“I am one of the many incarnations of lust. I don’t need you to believe me, but I need you to at least know that it’s the truth before you keep going,” Max said.

Brooke continued to stroke Max, but she was curious, “What do you mean, though? How could you be that old? And what would you be doing here if that was the case?”

Max sighed, “I was created to fulfill fantasies. To make people’s needs come to fruition when it was their time. You’re thirty-seven, you have no children, your ex-husband treated you horribly, and you are alone and you don’t want to be.”

Brooke couldn’t find words, there was no way a stranger could know these things about her.

“You want to have children, but you feel like you will not be able to find a partner in time. If you do find a partner, you want them to be compassionate, wealthy, attractive, and capable of satisfying you.”

“Max, you’re scaring me.”

“I know. Brooke, I was assigned to you. This isn’t something you’re going to want to hear, but you need me in your life. Or at least, you prayed for me to come into your life. Four months ago, specifically.”

Brooke’s body was hot. Her hand stopped stroking Max’s cock and she looked at the woman with fear in her eyes, “What does all of this mean?”

“It means I am to be yours until you don’t want me anymore. The children we have together will not be the first between my kind and yours. Think of the movie stars you see that you would fall in love with if they just noticed you. That is not unintentional. They are what humanity wants to see coupled with parts of supernatural beings.”

Brooke sighed and pulled her hand away from Max, “You’re fucking with me, aren’t you?”

Max shook her head, “I don’t want this to be something you are afraid of, Brooke. Our union is not set in stone if you don’t want it. But your prayers were answered. As bad as I feel about hitting you today, that was not unintentional. My form is not unintentional. While I am limited to being in a female’s body with both male and female genitals, I am still able to alter those to my lover’s standards.”

“Max, I don’t understand why I would be picked. If all of this is true, and I still don’t think it is, what makes me so special?”

“The fact that you don’t feel you deserve it. You are willing to work for it. I can’t force you to love me, Brooke. But I can be the partner you want me to be.”

Brooke sighed and put her hand back on Max’s length, “I don’t know how I feel about all of this, Max. I want to believe you, but it just doesn’t feel possible.”

Max smiled at Brooke, “But you’re willing to see this through?”

“What do I have to lose? If you can make my panties this wet with your hand, I’m curious as to what you can do with the heat you’re packing,” Brooke gave a gentle squeeze to Max’s cock.

The movie continued to play in the background, but neither of the women cared about it anymore. Brooke couldn’t believe that Max was some kind of supernatural being, but she could believe in what she felt. The desire that she had to see what else Max could offer was undeniable.

Max pulled the blanket away and stood up. Her pants were pushed down and Brooke couldn’t stop staring at Max’s tight ass and thick cock. It didn’t seem possible to have proportions like that. The thin body with small perky breasts, toned muscles, a pair of heavy balls, and a length that made Brooke blush.

As Max sat back down, Brooke looked at her and groaned, “I hate that my knee is still hurting. I wouldn’t mind getting on them to see how you taste.”

Max looked at Brooke, “I can make it better if you wanted. But you would have to promise to keep these things a secret. If people found out what my kind could do, we would be hunted.”

Brooke nodded, the logic was sound, even if it did sound horrible. “Max, I’m not sure what you really are, or why I’m special enough to have prayers answered. But I do know one thing, I want you.”

Max’s shining smile warmed Brooke’s heart. Max’s hand moved to Brooke’s knee and an uncomfortable stinging sensation was felt, then it burned until Brooke screamed in agony. Once the pain stopped, Brooke looked to Max as if betrayed, “What the fuck!”

Max frowned and undid the bandage over Brooke’s wound and showed that it was completely healed, “I can’t do things that are unnatural. I just sped up the process, extensively. Every time you would have hit it, or scraped it, or put on clothes that rubbed it… That’s what you felt. I’m sorry.”

Brooke looked at Max as if confused, “What do you mean?”

“The events of the future came to pass. It’s hard to explain. Think of it like me fast forwarding your knee to the point where it would be healed,” Max said.

“Wait, what are the side effects of that?”

“Nothing. You already experienced them, I can’t progress your aging. Not without killing you.”

Brooke blanched. She looked at Max and the reaction from Max made it clear that she was visibly afraid. “What are you?”

“Something of a witch mixed with a succubus. At least, those are the closest things you could equate me to,” Max explained.

Brooke took a deep breath and looked away from Max for a moment. This was insane. Not only was she finding out there were supernatural beings in the world, but also that she was the target of one’s affection.

Max noticed her discomfort and sat beside Brooke again, “I’m not going to hurt you. I wouldn’t. I’m one of the more benevolent of my kind. I refuse to take any client that wouldn’t end up happy.”

“Client? You make it sound like you get something out of this. What could I even offer you?”

“A child. Maybe more that one.”

“You make it sound like that isn’t a big deal!”

Max tilted her head, “Is it though? You want children. I’m required to have them. It is my directive. If I don’t reproduce, I am refusing my creator and that would mean the end of my existence. I don’t want to die.”

Brooke felt a measure of sympathy for Max. For all of the futa’s statements, Brooke couldn’t deny she was both attracted to Max and hopeful of their possible future. She still needed more answers though, “You said that you wouldn’t take a client that wouldn’t end up happy. What happens to the others?”

“They usually pay with the price of their soul. It is not pretty, and the ones that pay such a high price are usually those that are never satisfied with anything. The more you take from my kind, the trade-offs you make in life, we take back in death.”

The sinking feeling in her stomach begged for the answer to another question, “Would you tell me if I was crossing those lines?”

“You won’t. I’m sure you know what fate is, the idea of destiny. It’s not a concept. It’s a reality. Just as you experience gravity and the passage of time as facts, so is your lifetime. It has already been set in stone. But don’t think too hard about that. You still have free will, you still can change things up. You have agency in your life, but the outcomes are already known.”

Brooke ducked her head. This was a lot of information to take in. No matter how interesting the concepts were, and how many questions she could ask, Brooke didn’t think she would be satisfied with the answers. Brooke looked at Max and asked quietly, “So do I have a choice in if I continue with this deal or not?”

“You absolutely do. I don’t mean to sound too blunt here, but it has to be said. Passing up on this offer would mean that you would never receive another. Have you ever noticed that things always seem to work out when you need them to?”

“Yeah, I’ve been lucky a time or two.”

“Luck doesn’t exist.”

Brooke couldn’t help but equate Max to a guardian angel. While she said she was a creation of lust or something along those lines, Brooke didn’t see that aspect of Max. She was sweet, even if that was her ‘directive’. Even though Max was some form of supernatural force, Brooke still found her appealing.

Brooke sighed and let out a chuckle, “I’m not going to feel bad about you paying for my phone then.”

“Don’t! I didn’t mean to break the phone. I had to hit you, I knew that, but the outcome was only that you would need patched up. See what I mean? You still have agency, we can’t predict everything, only the important details. Those that would alter the course of our own work. Remember, I told you I wouldn’t take a case that wouldn’t end happily. I didn’t say it would always be happy, did I?” Max asked.

“You didn’t. But would you tell me if things were going to go through a rough patch? And is this still like dating?” Brooke asked.

“I couldn’t tell you when they would happen. And yes. I would prefer to not act as Google for your questions, and I would like to just be perceived as mostly normal. I understand you can’t forget what you know, but I think you could understand my desire to be like one of your kind.”

“I really don’t understand that, but I’d be fine with listening to you talk about it. But, if things are supposed to be normal, I think I have a favor to return,” Brooke said with a devious grin.

Max spread her legs and waved a hand at her length, “I won’t stop you. But I will explain this quickly.”

Brooke slunk onto the floor and moved between Max’s legs. Her lips fell around Max’s crown and sucked softly. The taste of salty precum met her tongue and Brooke was hooked. As she bobbed along the first few inches of Max’s cock, she heard Max start talking.

“My life when I am required to look for another client isn’t on this plane of existence. So while I know what your culture wants, enjoys, and how to engage with them, it is from a textbook sense. Engaging in the practice is always refreshing. Also, please don’t forget that I have a pussy as well. Fingers feel nice,” Max hinted to Brooke in a not-so-subtle way.

Brooke slid a hand along Max’s groin until she found the slick entrance of Max’s pussy. The divide wasn’t as long as a normal woman’s split, but Brooke could still feel a clit and a vagina. Only using one finger at the moment, Brooke pushed it into Max and used her thumb to grind against Max’s clit while working faster on the cock in her mouth.

Brooke’s tongue danced along the throbbing cock. Her wet, warm mouth continued to bob along that veined length until she heard Max’s moans pick up. Max’s hips gyrated against Brooke’s hand and mouth. Soft cries escaped Max as Brooke let the tip of her tongue dance against the slit of Max’s crown.

“Brooke, I’m going to… Oh, fuck!” Max cried out.

The taste of sweet, delicious seed filled Brooke’s mouth, an amount that no human could create. The sticky juices that sprayed onto Brooke’s hand had an intoxicating scent that Brooke was desperate to taste. If Max’s cum tasted like this, the normally delicious juices had to taste even better.

Once Max finished her climax, Brooke pulled her mouth away and greedily swallowed the cum. Brooke raised her soaked hand to her lips and her tongue cleaned her hand in a hurry. The taste was similar to peaches, but Brooke couldn’t get enough.

Max called out, “You’re going to have to wait. Please wait. If you keep going you’re not going to stop until I make you. Our orgasms are meant to enhance arousal. It is a reward to those partners that are willing to satisfy our needs before their own.”

Brooke looked at Max with lust in her eyes, “I want more though. I want so much more.”

Max smiled and shook her head, “Tomorrow morning. You need time to process this. Unless you’ve been with an incarnation of lust before, you might want to give thought to what this might mean. As well, I would like to rest so I can hopefully distance myself from my current mindset. I feel like I am spouting too much information. I would much rather get back to dreaming about my skateboard and wondering what place I can find a nice meal next.”

Brooke pouted but nodded, “Can I sleep in your bed then?”

“I never made yours.”

“Wait what?”

“I told you. The important details don’t change. You were always destined to sleep with me.”

Brooke smiled and got to her feet, “Are you sure you want me to sleep in your bed? I am still horny. So very horny.”

“It will pass, if I were to have sex with you tonight, you would get pregnant. I would rather you have some time to think about your future before that happens.”

Brooke shook her head, “If you only take clients that will end happily, I want to do this tonight. I’ll put my faith in you delivering upon your promise.”

Max’s smirk told Brooke more than it should have, “Oh you bitch, you already knew, didn’t you?”

Max shrugged, “If you want to do this, we should go to the bedroom. Or I could take you here, that is your decision.”

Brooke let Max lead her to the bedroom. Max pushed her gently onto the bed and asked quietly, “Are you comfortable with me taking you from behind? It’s a favorite position of mine.”

There was no hesitation from Brooke. She rolled onto her back and lifted her hips for Max, “From any position, I’m not picky.”

“You might want to take your panties off,” Max said and laughed.

Embarrassed that she managed to forget her shirt and panties in the midst of her mind-consuming desire, Brooke took her remaining clothes off.

Max climbed onto the bed behind Brooke and pressed her thick head against Brooke’s soaked folds, “Are you sure about this?”

“Max, I’m going to scream if you don’t hurry up,” Brooke groaned.

No further encouragement was needed. Max’s cock delved into Brooke’s channel and for the first time in what felt like forever, Brooke felt the warmth of hips pressing against her own. She wanted this to continue for a lifetime, but as soon as Max started shifting her hips, Brooke knew she wouldn’t be able to endure more than a few minutes of this.

The juices that Brooke consumed before were enhancing the pleasure she felt. Each stroke of Max’s cock brought Brooke closer to an orgasm. With the penetrations barely started, Brooke already felt her second orgasm of the night building.

Each time Max slid into her, she felt the veins of the woman’s cock rubbing against her sensitive labia. If that wasn’t enough to drive her insane, Max’s hand moved to rub her sensitive bead as she was fucked.

Brooke let out a long, whining moan as she reached her second orgasm of the night. If sex could feel this amazing, Brooke wanted it daily. More than that, if Max could provide the life she hinted at, Brooke didn’t think she could ever want for something again.

The thick cock continued to push into her and Max’s pace grew faster. Brooke had to push Max’s hand away from her clit to prevent herself from orgasming a third time too soon.

Max called out to her, “I’m not going to last long. Please let me help you cum!”

Brooke grasped the bedsheets firmly and tensed up as Max’s hand returned to her clit. The quick rocking motions coupled with Max’s hectic pounding into her led to Brooke’s third orgasm flowing through her. As her body tightened and convulsed during her blissful peak, Brooke felt Max’s hips slam into her a final time.

Another excessive amount of cum was released, this time into Brooke’s fertile depths. Max’s hands moved to gently massage Brooke’s back as she whispered, “This is only the beginning, Brooke. I can’t wait to see our lives unfold.”

Brooke collapsed onto the bed. Max’s cock slid from her body as she fell and Brooke felt hollow. Some of Max’s orgasm leaked out of Brooke’s pussy and Brooke panted as she rolled onto her back.

“You fuck like a god.”

“And I love like an angel.”

“I think I love you, Max.”

“You will in time, or at least, I know you will accept my proposal.”

“We’re getting married?” Brooke gasped.

“I love you too, Brooke,” Max giggled.


Story Three


Chapter One - Vicky

Vicky loved the sight of Diamond kneeling before her, her younger submissive knew her place by now. On her knees with a collar around her pale neck. Her silken black hair was currently down, Vicky didn’t intend on slamming her slut from behind yet so there was no reason to put her hair into a ponytail or pigtails. Not when she could look into those stunning green eyes as she was blown. Vicky felt confident she could have the slut do anything she wanted today. With that being the case, Vicky rubbed a hand across her the bulge in her skirt, “Are you going to follow through today?”

Diamond nodded, “I promise I will, Mistress. Last time I got scared, but I learned my lesson.”

A smirk danced across her lips, “And what lesson did you learn?”

“That I’m your pathetic fuck sleeve, to be used how you see fit. That I should not think about the consequences of my actions. Even if that means we get thrown out of a restaurant,” Diamond said.

Vicky reached ahead of her and took a handful of Diamond’s hair. Using it as a handle, she pulled her under her skirt where her thick black cock waited for her. Diamond’s mouth wrapped around her head and started bobbing as much as she could. “You are a good whore. Maybe I won’t have to whip you until you scream tonight,” Vicky said. She flipped her dark blue mini skirt up and let herself relax, for now, her prized pet was working her thick cock quite well. Her hand let go and she leaned further into her chair, Vicky let out a quiet sigh.

As hard as she was on Diamond at the moment, she really did care for her. Sometimes tough love was what a woman wanted though. She felt her dick in the back of Diamond’s throat and had to suck in a deep breath of air to calm herself. “Keep it up and I won’t last long, Snowball,” Vicky warned. Diamond didn’t pay her much mind, when it came to getting Vicky’s cum, Diamond rarely wanted to wait. The wet slurping coming from Diamond’s hectic motions brought Vicky close to her limit.

Vicky’s hands gripped Diamond’s head and her hips rocked into the warm mouth of her partner, “You better not spill a fucking drop!” She shuddered as her orgasm built within her. A loud groan escaped her as she looked into those beautiful eyes. She could see the desperation in the depths of Diamond’s soul and she was not willing to leave her bunny without a satisfying treat.

Her cock throbbed powerfully and released a flood of her thick cum into Diamond’s mouth. Rope after rope filled Diamond. Vicky smiled as she saw some of her seed spill out of the corner of her pet’s mouth. Her cock finally stopped delivering its delicious payload. Vicky whispered, “Good girl. But you’ve got some on your lip. Lick it off and then go put on your outfit. Unless you don’t want me to take you out to dinner?”

Diamond stood up and shook her head, “I would never turn down dinner with you, Mistress.”

“Then get on out of here and change. I don’t want to have to beat that ass of yours red. Well, I do want to, but I shouldn’t. You haven’t been that bad,” Vicky said. “Go get dressed. I want you to look like the whore you are.”


Chapter Two - Diamond

Diamond looked into Vicky’s dark brown eyes, every time she found herself in Vicky’s home, she knew she would enjoy her time. On the surface, they just looked like a normal lesbian couple, but if they knew what Vicky was packing in her panties the two might turn a lot more heads. Then again, she already heard quite a few people call her a snow bunny. Not that she minded the title. Two years ago on her eighteenth birthday, she found out that a black cock could satisfy her in ways that she could have never imagined.

She didn't want to keep Vicky waiting any longer than she had, so she licked the cum from her lip and hurried away to change her outfit. The clothes were on Vicky’s bed and she smiled at the chosen attire. A miniskirt like the one Vicky was wearing but solid white, a pair of white stockings, and a white tee shirt. She didn't see any panties or a bra, so Diamond put on the outfit and smiled. Her Mistress loved seeing her little bunny in a solid white outfit, maybe it was because it made her cock stand out even more. Maybe it was just a favorite color. Diamond certainly hoped it was the first of those two options.

Once she was dressed, she slid on the pair of sandals at the foot of the bed and walked back to see Vicky twirling her car keys on her finger. “Took you long enough. You don’t even have the excuse that I fucked you so good you couldn’t walk,” Vicky teased.

“That was only, well, every time you put it in my butt, Mistress,” Diamond’s cheeks flushed red.

“For someone that pretends to have manners and dignity, you sure know your way around a cock. I guess that’s what you sluts do. Act sweet and innocent until you’ve got what you want,” Vicky said.

Diamond shook her head, “That’s not it Mistress, I want to make sure people know you’re with someone that respects you and wants to make you look even better to your friends.”

“Aw, so sweet. Are you trying to get out of having to suck my cock during dinner?”

“No Mistress! Oh god no, I want to. I really want to this time, I’m not just saying that!” she exclaimed.

Vicky shook her head and made her way to the door, “Bring that skinny ass on baby girl. If you manage to keep your mouth shut while you suck my dick, I might fuck you in that tight pussy. Give that ass of yours a break, what do you think about that?”

“Oh god, that sounds great. I’ll do my best Mistress, I’ll make sure you have a reason to let me feel your cock inside me,” Diamond said as they walked to Vicky’s car. She got in the car and waited for Vicky to get situated before she reached over and stroked Vicky’s thigh. “I love you, Vic.”

“I love you too, babe. Breaking the scene for a minute, you know that I appreciate you doing this for my birthday, right?”

“I know. But we’re going to go back to normal after this, right? Just the normal light BDSM?” she had to ask the question. While she was enjoying the play so far, she did feel more like an actor rather than who she really was.

“I’m fine with that, anyway, are you okay to keep going?”

“I am, Mistress.”


Chapter Three - Vicky

Vicky pulled into the parking lot of the southern style restaurant. They picked this restaurant for the lack of people and the tablecloth on the tables. The strange reasons to pick a place to eat under normal circumstances made much more sense when Vicky needed to keep Diamond hidden. Their play was risky, but what was life without a little risk. Her excitement must have been obvious because Diamond gave her thigh a reassuring pat.

“Okay bunny, round two. Last year, you didn’t pull through for me. You going to let me down again, babe?” Vicky asked.

Diamond shook her head, “Never, Mistress. Last year I was too stupid to know what I would be missing out on.”

Pushing open her car door, Vicky stepped out and walked towards the diner. She walked through the door and made sure that it closed behind her so that Diamond would have to open it herself. That went against her nature, but the name of the game was to make Diamond as much of an object as she could. It was her one day to push the limits of Diamond’s comfort and while they still had a safe word in place, she didn’t expect to hear it.

Diamond came through the door right as the waiter asked, “How many?”

“Two, away from as many people as possible if you could, please? My girlfriend gets a little uncomfortable when people watch her eat,” Vicky’s tone shifted to be much more respectful when she talked to the man. While they both did things that most people would clutch their bibles about, their private life was meant to stay private. As long as no one saw Diamond sucking her cock under the table.

They were taken to a booth in the back corner of the restaurant, while it was a little strange to not hear the general murmuring of other conversations, it had a comfortable vibe. If nothing else, it kept Vicky from feeling like they were being eye-fucked by every lecherous man in the room. Not that she could blame them. Diamond was a stunning woman, she had a nice bubble butt, a small waist, the only thing she was not blessed with were large breasts. But those perky handfuls were more than enough to make Vicky happy.

Once they were seated, Vicky called out, “Iced tea, please, and two medium rare twelve-ounce steaks, fries, and mashed potatoes.” She didn’t want Diamond to order for herself. The less her partner felt like she controlled, the better.

The waiter pulled back the menus he was about to place on the table, “Yes ma’am. I’ll be right back with the drinks.”

Vicky smiled as the waiter walked away. It was time for the fun to start, “Get under the table and work that mouth like the slut you are.”

Diamond nodded and glanced around to make sure she was not watched. Pulling the tablecloth up, she slid under and crouched under the table. Vicky felt her pulse quicken, having her fantasy come to life made her feel like a queen. As respectful as she usually was to her lover, having the ability to do anything she wanted did feel amazing.


Chapter Four - Diamond

Looking around under the table, Diamond was glad that there was no gum or anything too filthy on the underside of the table. She shuffled closer to Vicky and put her hands on Vicky’s knees. Vicky responded by scooting her hips forward. There was no way to make things look natural with the tablecloth, so Diamond pushed it forward into Vicky’s lap to expose her lover.

Diamond’s ears perked up as the waiter came back, but she didn't wait for him to leave. Leaning in, she took the head of Vicky’s dick into her mouth. Her tongue danced around the soft flesh until it throbbed to life. From above her, she heard Vicky say, “Thanks for the drinks.”

“You’re welcome, ma’am. I’ll be back with the food in a few minutes. Hopefully, your partner is back before the food gets cold,” he said.

“She’ll be back, I doubt she would want to miss out on such a wonderful dinner,” Vicky responded and gave a quiet chuckle.

Diamond let her teeth graze against Vicky’s shaft and brought a gasp from her partner. The waiter asked, “Everything okay ma’am?”

“Yeah, got a cold chill. Thanks for asking,” Vicky said. Once the waiter walked away, Diamond saw Vicky’s hand slide under the table. Her voice called down to her, “I’m going to beat your ass until it’s red before I fuck you. You fucking tease.”

Pulling off Vicky’s large black length, she responded, “I’m not teasing, Mistress. I’ve already been sucking.” The hand under the table reached around until it found the back of Diamond’s head. She was pulled back towards that throbbing cock. Opening her mouth, she let herself be forced down until she couldn't breathe. Vicky held her there for almost half of a minute before she finally let her go.

“You better hope I cum before the food gets here, slut. If I don’t, I swear, I’ll put my entire fist in your ass,” Vicky threatened.

She didn't mind the concept behind the threat. Being fisted was something she thought about trying, but with how tight she was, she imagined it would be painful. She took a few deep breaths before she dove back on her Mistress’ cock. Diamond wondered what her dad would think about this situation. Under a table servicing a black woman with a cock, the old fucker would disown her a second time.

The thought did nothing to take away from her enjoyment. Having her mouth filled by a thick cock made her heart race and her pussy moisten. The trickle of her juices down her thighs helped keep her motivated to continue. Like Vicky said, if she did a good job, it would be her other set of lips getting filled later.

Vicky’s hips started rocking into Diamond’s mouth, a tell for Diamond that Vicky was close to her orgasm. She could hear her lover’s breathing quicken and she wanted to ensure that she brought the most pleasure she could to Vicky. While she wasn’t given permission to use her hands, Vicky’s cock was too big to take all the way down her throat without help. Her fingers wrapped around Vicky’s shaft and pumped it as she continued to work her Mistress’ head.

Diamond felt the woman’s cock jerking in her mouth, Vicky’s cock was deep enough in her mouth that she could feel the cum splashing into the back of her throat. While she was receiving her Mistress’ load, she heard the waiter, “Ma’am, I’m not going to say anything to the owners. But if you wanted that kind of privacy, I would have recommended the bathroom.”

Swallowing the load of cum, Diamond felt like a complete whore. They were caught in the act, but the waiter seemed to be willing to let things go. Once she finished her orgasm, Vicky let out a sigh and called out, “Come on out, baby.”

Diamond came out from underneath the table and sat in the booth, her face completely red. The waiter looked at her expectantly, “Did you have fun?”


Chapter Five - Vicky

Diamond looked to Vicky and then to the plate, “I loved it.”

“Then why have her stop?” he asked

Vicky took a sip of her tea before she spoke, “What do you mean?”

“I’m just saying if she was enjoying what she was doing, why even bother stopping her?” he said.

“Hold up, are you trying to get my girlfriend to blow you?” Vicky’s hands curled into fists.

The man lifted his hands, “Not at all! I wanted to see her eat you out.”

Vicky gave a laugh and relaxed her hands, “Sweetpea, you would be disappointed on a few levels. She just drained my cock.”

The look on his face shifted into one of confusion for a moment. Then, things clicked and he realized what she was saying, “Oh! I’m sorry. I’m so sorry, I didn’t know. Uh, I’ll leave you two alone then. Please don’t do anything like that again, I would have to say something.”

“Don’t be sorry. It’s nice to know a girl can still have a secret. Thank you for being a cool dude,” she said.

Diamond nodded, “I uh, it’s her birthday. I wanted to do something special for her.”

“Then it isn’t a problem at all, I hope you enjoy the steaks. If you two do come back though, maybe next time I could watch?” he asked.

“Maybe, I don’t know how I feel about my baby girl being watched. She gets nervous enough as is. But we can see, I don’t know if she’ll let me have this kind of fun again for a while,” Vicky said.

The man commented, “Well, the name is Damien if you wanted to know. Happy birthday, and I’ll leave you two alone for a bit.”

“Thanks for the food,” Diamond mumbled.

Once the waiter left, Vicky smiled at Diamond, “Aside from getting caught, that was great. You give the best head, you know that?”

“I kind of enjoyed being caught. Does that make me a bad person? I know that I should be ashamed, and I do hope that he does keep things quiet, but I like knowing he caught us,” Diamond said.

“You’re not a bad person baby, you’re my little whore. If you enjoyed it this time, we can always do something else? Like he said, the bathroom would be a better place to have sex,” Vicky offered. She knew the answer before she asked the question. Now that Diamond’s toes were in the water, she realized the temperature was shocking but bearable.

Diamond nodded, “After we eat, okay?”

“I’m fine with that. Look at you,” Vicky reached over the table and cupped Diamond’s chin. “You’re turning into more of a slut every time we do something new. When are you going to learn that I wouldn’t do something that would be bad?”

“I want to make sure we’re both happy, Mistress. New things can be a little scary. Don’t you remember our first time?”


Chapter Six - Diamond (Flashback)

Two years and three months ago, on January 28th, Diamond turned eighteen. For her eighteenth birthday, she decided she would finally let her friend Vicky take her out for dinner. She was no longer under her father’s rule. His word might be law in the house, but outside of his home, he had no power over her.

She knew that Vicky was interested in her, but she was unable to act on that. Being with another woman was something that Diamond wanted to try, but her father was a strict man. Even as she waited for Vicky to show up, she was dressed in blue jeans and a tee shirt. Her father would not allow her to dress like a ‘whore’ if she was leaving the house.

When Vicky pulled up in her car, Diamond hurried out of her house and into the car. She was not quite sneaking out, but her father was not the most tolerant of people. Getting in the car, Diamond buckled up and smiled at Vicky. Her black hair was pulled back into a ponytail and those brown eyes made Vicky’s heart flutter.

“You ready to go, Diamond?” she asked.

“Yeah, we should get out of here before my dad finds out. How are you?” Diamond breached conversation with a generic opener. She didn’t know how to talk to Vicky right now, this was her first real date.

“I’m doing good, you?”

As they pulled out and got onto the road, Diamond responded, “Glad to be out of the house. So what’s been up with you since you graduated?”

“Three years of working fast food and finally got a better job as a secretary. It isn’t the most amazing work, but I’m already doing more than my folks did with their lives,” Vicky said.

“Hey, being fair, we wouldn’t have met if you didn’t work that fast food job.”

“Yeah, that’s a story I’d love to tell our kids someday. I can see it now. Yeah, Becca, your mother and I met on a warm summer’s eve. She dropped her tray of food and I had to clean it up while she cried and told me how sorry she was. I remade her meal and paid for it. The rest is history, little Becca.”

Diamond blushed at the comment and nodded, “You make it sound like I was even able to say sorry. God, I cried so much. I hate making people clean up after me.”

“That was my job. Make food. Clean shit. Make more food. Bitch about other people being on their phones. Make even more food,” Vicky said.

“Maybe I could make you some food some time. Change things up on you,” Diamond teased.

“I wouldn’t mind. But we’ve gotta get through tonight first. And it isn’t about me taking you home, this is celebrating your birthday. I’m not trying to make you feel like you’ve got to do anything.”

“I didn’t think that, but I wanted to come home with you anyway. Maybe not for that reason, I don’t want to go home tonight,” Diamond said.

“I know. Hell, if you got a job, I would enjoy having a roommate. Especially a fine ass girl like you,” Vicky reached over and rubbed Diamond’s knee.

The warmth of Vicky’s hand couldn't compare to the heat in Diamond’s cheeks. She craved Vicky’s touch. Forbidden desires made every little thing that Vicky did seem all the more pleasurable.

By the time they reached the restaurant Vicky’s hand was rubbing Diamond’s inner thigh, dangerously close to her lower lips. “You let me go any further tonight and you know that I’m going to want to take care of you, right?” Vicky asked.

“Uh, birthday sex?” Diamond asked nervously.

“Diamond, you don’t know everything there is to know about me. You sure you want me to start thinking about how to take care of your sexy ass?” she asked.

“I don’t see why not,” Diamond said.

Vicky sighed and took Diamond’s hand. She pulled it to her groin and pressed down. It didn’t take much pressure for Diamond to realize there was a package she couldn’t understand at first. “Wait, you’re a dude?”

“I’m not a guy. I’m transgender. Look, I want to keep my dick. I enjoy using it, and I’m proud of it. But that is something you need to be aware of before you start thinking about fucking me,” Vicky’s tone was soft now. The previous confidence seemed lost and Diamond took a moment to respond.

Her hand rubbed Vicky’s bulge and she whispered, “You’re still the same woman who’s offered time after time to help me. To be there for me. The same person that’s let me vent for hours about my dad. Vicky, you’ve got something down there I wasn’t ready for, and I’m still not sure how I feel about it. But I don’t know what trying would hurt.”

Vicky reached to Diamond’s neck and pulled her in for a quick kiss before she whispered, “Awfully brave for someone that sleeps with stuffed animals.”

“You’re going to ruin the moment.”

“I’m going to ruin a lot of things. Horror movies, punchlines of jokes, your thoughts on Dungeons and Dragons. You’ll have to get used to it, babe,” Vicky kissed her again. “Let’s go eat.”

“You’re a nerd, and I love that about you,” Diamond pulled away and got out of the car. “But you’re my favorite nerd. Let’s get some food. Fair warning, I’m not very talkative while I’m eating.”


Chapter Seven - Vicky (Flashback)

The dinner did pass in near silence. Their small talk continued, but Diamond didn’t seem ready to continue their conversation with other people in earshot. Vicky wasn’t surprised, Diamond tended to be a very nervous person. While Vicky didn’t get to spend as much time with Diamond as she would like, she felt that she had a strong understanding of who she was.

With the events in the car minutes ago, Vicky felt like they might have had a breakthrough. Diamond seemed willing to not only stay the night with her, but she seemed to be open to more. While the sex would be enjoyable, if Diamond didn’t back out, she didn’t care about that aspect. Diamond accepted who she was, what Vicky was born with, and she didn’t feel like she had to hide anymore.

The mask could be pulled away and she could be authentic with Diamond. She had no intentions of telling everyone that she had a cock, but it would be nice to know that someone knew. Once they finished with dinner, the two women made their way back to Vicky’s car and headed to her apartment. Diamond let her hand rest in Vicky’s lap, petting the thick cock underneath the pants.

As soon as they were inside, Vicky pressed Diamond against a wall and kissed her while grinding her hips into her. The playing turned her on, but it also sparked a mood within her. Diamond moaned into the kiss and let her hands fall to Vicky’s waist. Having Diamond show interest brought another level of satisfaction to Vicky. Being with her wouldn’t make the world perfect, but it could make Vicky’s life invigorating again.

Having someone to come home to with a bundle of roses, the sappy romantic things that Vicky wanted to do for someone. Not just anyone though, for Diamond.

Pulling away from the kiss, Vicky whispered, “Are you sure about this, baby?”

“No, I’m really not, but I don’t want you to stop. Vicky, are you going to stop talking to me after this?”

The question hurt Vicky and she took a step back, “Do you think I’m that kind of person, Diamond? As many times as I’ve tried to be there for you, do you think that all I want is to spread your legs? I want to be with you. I want you to not have to go home to your piece of shit dad anymore. Are you going to keep making me worry that he might be hurting you more than you say? Or will you let me take care of you, baby?”

Diamond went silent for a moment before she stepped forward and wrapped her arms around Vicky’s back. Her head pressed into Vicky’s shoulder and she whispered, “I’m scared of losing you. You’re the only friend I’ve got.”

“I don’t want to lose you either. But you’re ruining the moment, baby. Or is the bad joke too soon?” Vicky asked.

Diamond gave Vicky a light slap on the ass, “Too soon, but I won’t hold it against you. So, how do we do this?”

Vicky bent at the knees and wrapped her arms under Diamond’s pleasant ass to lift her. “We take you to my room. I lay you down. I spread your legs and make you see stars. Then I’m going to put you on your side and see how loud I can make you scream for me, baby,” she walked to her room as she talked. Putting Diamond on the bed, Vicky continued, “You’re taking your own clothes off, baby.”

She stripped as fast as she could. The gasp from Diamond made her look up, “What’s wrong?”

“You’re fucking huge!”

“I’m going to go slow, babe. I promise I’ll do everything I can to make it comfortable for you,” Vicky ensured her.

Diamond did take her clothes off, but she left her bra and thong on. Cocking her head to the side, Vicky asked, “Everything okay?”

“Yeah, I want to make sure that you’re sure about this. You don’t have to uh, you know. Go down on me?” she asked as much as said.

Vicky stepped closer to Diamond, her large breasts bouncing with each step, “I want to. If I’m going to fill that tight pussy with my cock, I’m going to make sure you’ve at least enjoyed yourself once.”

She leaned down and pulled Diamond’s panties to the side to reveal her vulva. There was no hesitation as Vicky leaned in and let her mouth close over Diamond’s clit. She looked into Diamond’s sparkling green eyes as she worked her tongue on the hard bud. Diamond’s hips rocked against Vicky’s mouth.

Soft moans poured from Diamond as Vicky continued to show her what pleasures she might come to know. Vicky’s hand slid to Diamond’s pussy and two fingers pushed inside. Her fingers curled towards Diamond’s g-spot and massaged as her skilled tongue continued to dance along her clit.

Hearing Diamond moaning and having her writhe on the bed from just her touch brought a level of satisfaction that Vicky couldn’t explain. Diamond’s moaning grew louder and Vicky worked faster at her sex. The pale girl’s hips lifted and bucked against Vicky as she came undone, her climax coursed through her and squirted onto Vicky’s hand.

Vicky pulled her hand away and then licked Diamond’s pussy clean before she stood. Her cock throbbed between her legs and she asked one final time, “Are you sure?”

Diamond rolled onto her side and pushed her panties down her legs. Once she was free of them, she bent her right leg to give Vicky an easy angle to enter at, “I want you, Vicky.”

“You sure you can handle my cock? You know the saying don’t you?”

“Once you go black, you never go back. It’s a dead cliche, but I do know it.”

“I want to hear you say what you want, baby.”

Diamond groaned before she wiggled her hips, “I want your big black cock, Vicky.”

Climbing onto the bed, Vicky got on her side behind Diamond and lined her cock up with the slick entrance. She whispered, “I hope you’re ready.” Before Diamond could respond, she slid the head of her cock inside of those puffy lips. The tightness surrounded her cock and she slowly pushed further inside.

“You doing okay?”

“Yeah, it stings a little. I used a dildo earlier, don’t worry about me. Just do what you want, please,” Diamond said.

Vicky didn’t quite understand the reasoning behind the selflessness, but she didn’t see a point in arguing. Her hips eased into Diamond at first, but that pace picked up quickly. Her dark hand rested on Diamond’s hip and she pulled her into each of her thrusts.

She felt her orgasm building, so she slowed down for a moment to enjoy the sensation as long as she could. The tight walls massaged her thick cock, but that wasn’t what had Vicky on the verge of climax. Diamond’s moaning, the way her breath would hitch when Vicky bottomed out inside her, the smell of Diamond’s perfume. Those were the things that made it difficult for her to stop thrusting into her.

Her climax wouldn’t be denied though, and she found herself pounding her hips into Diamond as she moaned. “I’m on the pill,” a breathless Diamond called out.

“You want my cum, baby?” Vicky asked, her breathing was labored as well. Pounding her beautiful friend into submission was hard work, but if this was work, she would happily work overtime.

One of Diamond’s hands reached back down to hold onto Vicky’s hand on her hip, “I need it, Vicky.”

Those words pushed Vicky over the point of no return. She pushed her cock into Diamond filled her friend with her seed.


Chapter Eight - Vicky

Vicky smiled as she cut her steak into smaller pieces, “Of course I remember it, baby. How could I ever forget the first time you asked for my big black cock?”

Diamond sighed as she let her foot tap against Vicky’s ankle, “You’re never going to let me live that down, are you?”

“Why would I ever?” Vicky smiled. She reached into her skirt’s pocket and clutched an object in her hand. Her hand fiddled with it for a moment before she called out quietly, “Baby, I swear I feel some cum on my thigh. Can you check for me?”

Diamond looked at her, confused, “I swallowed all of it, I know I did.”

“Can you check?”

Diamond slid down in the seat and a shriek escaped her as she got back in her seat. Vicky pulled her hand out from under the table and took the ring out of the small box it came in, “I wanted to get you a bigger one, maybe a little blacker, but hey.  It’s been a long two years and we’ve had plenty of ups and downs. But I want to spend my life with you. I don’t care how hateful your family is. I love you, Diamond Nicole Haddock.”

Vicky got out of the booth and took a knee, “Baby, will you marry me?”

Tears flowed openly from Diamond as she nodded profusely as she extended her hand for Vicky to put the ring on her.
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