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Story One

A Futa Boss and her Fertile Secretary

Get Fired or Get Frisky


Working for a strict boss could be satisfying at times. When she told me that I was doing a good job, I could actually believe her. When she told me I was fucking up, I knew that I needed to get my shit together.

Brandy had no issue firing people on the spot for what seemed like very little reason, so working for her definitely spiked my anxiety at times. It was only my third week working as her secretary and I could feel the pressure increasing with each day. The mistakes she could forgive on week one no longer got the same leniency.

A little tough love wasn’t something I was against, but Brandy didn’t seem capable of love. Even when I tried my best to bat my eyelashes and get her to let something slide, she pierced my soul with her stare.

Even now, as I walked to her office, I couldn’t help but feel like she was laying a trap for me. She knew how clumsy I could be. My hand quivered as I turned the handle to opened her door. I tiptoed into my boss’s office with the hot cup of coffee she requested in my hands. She looked at me briefly when I came in, but she was currently on the phone with one of her clients.

Those intimidating blue eyes seemed to dare me to make a mistake as I stepped closer. Her blonde hair was pulled back into a tight bun and her ruby red lips had an almost charming quality to them. Almost. Her commanding presence made it hard for me to think of she was even capable of love or compassion.

She gestured to the coaster on her desk as she continued talking, “Right, you wouldn’t have an issue with marketing…”

I leaned forward to put the coffee down and a loud snap rang out and I tumbled forward. The coffee cup hit the desk and the plastic lid on it popped free. Time slowed down as I watched the steaming liquid flow over the desk. The papers on her desk were engulfed, her mousepad was soaked, and worst of all, the coffee had splashed onto her business skirt.

Her face reddened and she glared at me and used her hand to cover the phone, “Don’t just stand there. Get something to clean this up with!”

I didn’t hesitate as I started hobbling out of the room. The heel of my shoe had broken off when I leaned forward. Warm tears welled up in my eyes as I hurried away to the bathroom to grab a handful of paper towels. On my way back, one of the IT guys looked at me and whispered quietly, “It was nice working with you, Sara.”

The wetness in my eyes spilled over at the comment and I ducked my head lower as I returned to Brandy’s office. I closed the door a little harder than I intended to and rushed back over to her desk to use the paper towels to absorb as much of the spilled coffee as I could.

“Yes sir, you would have our backing all the way through your campaign…” Brandy went on.

Her eyes bore into me as she gestured to her skirt on the back of her chair. I could already understand her anger, but what happened wasn’t truly my fault. Surely, she wouldn’t blame me for something out of my control.

After I did my best to clean up the mess, she gestured to the chair in front of her desk. I took a seat and continued to cry while she finished her phone call.

The fifteen minutes ticked by slowly and she never once stopped making me feel like I was an inch tall. That gaze could have made a professional fighter squirm. Brandy finally put the phone back on the receiver and let out a deep sigh, “Do you have any idea how important securing that client was?”

“N-No ma’am,” I mumbled.

“Look at me when you talk to me,” she snapped.

I forced myself to look into her eyes.

“Having that client means that I can keep paying people like you to dump coffee into my lap. All I wanted was a little caffeine to help get me through the day. I guess having a scalded lap does the trick of waking someone up.”

“I’m so sorry, my heel snapped, I really—”

“Shut up. I don’t want to hear excuses. All you had to do was set a cup of coffee on my desk, Sara. That’s all I needed you to do. I wasn’t asking you to prepare a spreadsheet of all of the quarterly supplies that were needed. I didn’t ask you to do a company-wide inventory. What is so hard about putting a cup on a desk?”

“I—”

“Stop talking. These panties are ruined now. Do you have any idea how hard it is to find panties that don’t cut into my balls?” she asked.

I cocked my head to the side, “Pardon?”

Brandy stood from her chair and gestured to her stained panties. The once beautiful white lace looked expensive, but that wasn’t all that caught my attention. Brandy’s balls bulged out the crotch of her panties while her cock threatened to spill out of her waistband.

“Seriously, I have to order these custom to ensure that they don’t stretch out too much over time. It’s a massive pain to have them crafted and sent to me. So guess what I have to do now?”

My eyes couldn’t tear away from the massive surprise she hid in those panties. Brandy snapped loudly, “I said guess what I have to do now.”

“Y-You have a penis,” I whispered.

“Very astute of you to notice that. I have to order another set of panties before I can wear this outfit again. Not to mention my skirt, I can only hope that dry cleaning will do a good enough job,” she said. Brandy sat back down in her chair and let out a deep sigh. “Speaking of jobs. I think you’re done here, Sara. I expect you to have your desk packed by the end of the workday.”

My breath hitched and I felt my heart plummet, “M-Ma’am, it really was an accident. I’ve been trying my hardest to—”

“Spare me the details. I didn’t make you work very hard. You can claim it was an accident, but you chose to wear those heels. They are so thin that I’m more impressed they didn’t break after a week of having them. I have to walk out of the office today with a coffee-stained skirt. That’s not even mentioning that my crotch is going to smell like caramel coffee for the next three hours. Do you think that goes without punishment?”

I shook my head slowly. “Of course not, ma’am. I-I just really need this job.”

“So what would you have me do instead?” Brandy asked.

I swallowed hard and kept my eyes on my feet. My stomach knotted up at the thought of having to beg my parents for enough money to scrape by on until I could find another job. I owed them enough as it was.

The question lingered in the air for a moment while Brandy cut through me with those intense eyes. After a few seconds of tension, I mumbled, “I don’t know what I could do that would make this up to you, ma’am.”

What I did wasn’t all that bad, I spilled coffee on her by accident. Nothing about my intentions were bad. I never would have purposefully done something to upset her, not when I already knew her reputation for being so strict on her employees.

“That’s the thing, Sara. You don’t have to think about what punishments are necessary. You don’t have to think about what a few mistakes here and there can lead to when you run a company. Do you even understand the scope of what my company does?”

I shook my head.

“Of course you don’t. You just want a quick buck, so you apply for menial tasks instead of improving yourself and striving for more in life. You’re content to just sit back and let others make the decisions for you,” she said callously.

My hands clenched my knees and I gritted my teeth at the woman’s sharp words. There was no refuting that in a real way. She wasn’t wrong, as much as I wished she was. It was far more comfortable for me to let others guide me down a path instead of having to make those hard decisions and possibly be wrong. At least when things went south, they were to blame.

Brandy gave me a moment to respond. The silence continued to frustrate me, I had nothing to say that would tell her anything she didn’t already have figured out.

“Even right now, when you’re about to lose your job, you do nothing but accept what I say as fact. Perception is reality, Sara. Have you heard that saying before?”

I nodded.

“Do you know how much work it takes to be successful by the age of thirty?”

“No.”

“Do you even know what your definition of successful is?”

My knuckles turned white as I tried my hardest to bite back the anger that was building within me. It wasn’t at her. That was what made it harder to deal with. “Being successful means I wouldn’t have to worry about how my bills are going to get paid.”

“Would you like to hear my definition, Sara?”

“Sure,” I spat.

She smirked for a moment before she turned to her computer and opened Facebook. Her feed was full of people sharing the latest viral videos. Other posts were celebrating children, some about struggling with their depression, and others were about how happy they were about their significant others.

“These are the people I grew up with. You’re going to have to bear with me for a second, Sara. It’ll make a lot more sense after I tell you a little bit about me. When I was growing up, no one wanted to talk to me. No one wanted to come to my house and hang out. No one invited me to birthday parties. I was the weird, gay kid that no one wanted to be seen with. I didn’t know what being transgender was, I didn’t know the woman I was meant to be could even be let out of her cage. When I was eighteen, I left home. Packed my things up and took a train to California to become the next star.”

She chuckled and leaned back in her chair. Her eyes drifted down to her crotch and she grumbled quietly before continuing, “But you can guess how that turned out. Failed audition after failed audition. I had no experience with that. But the lesson I learned during that year of my life was probably the most important one of my life. Don’t allow dead weight into your life. You see, in those auditions, I would only have drug down the rest of the cast. They would have to teach me, and I would have to learn or I would disappoint them and the audience.”

Brandy winked at me, “Similar to how a secretary might disappoint her boss. But here’s where things connect for you and I. If I disappointed the audience, they would be disappointed with the group, not just me. When you can’t perform to my expectations, you show others that they don’t have to either.”

I nodded my head and whispered, “So that’s it? I’m just done because my heel broke?”

“Maybe. That depends on your actions. I wasn’t done with my story, Sara,” she said. I looked back into her eyes and listened intently as she continued. As much as I wanted to be angry with her, I knew that I could learn from her. “After that year, I did my best to learn what it meant to be an actor. What I found was that I didn’t even want to be one. I wanted to have people know my name. I wanted the respect I’d never had growing up.”

I heard Brandy slip her heels off of her feet. She stood and walked around the desk and stood in front of me. The scent of coffee was indeed strong on her crotch as she leaned against the desk barely two feet from me.

My eyes drifted to her impressive bulge and she chuckled. “Look at you, right now. You’re dreaming of something that you want, even if you don’t know how to get it. I don’t mind you fantasizing about me. That shows me that you do have aspirations, even if you don’t know how to reach them. Back to the story, Sara.”

“I started as an intern for an accountant. It wasn’t glorious work, but I learned quickly. From there, I learned how companies tended to manage their money and from there, I learned how to help new businesses. From intern to freelancer, to aspiring business owner. I saved as much as I could and eventually managed to buy a failing startup. That startup eventually took on the form of the company you’re now working for. I bet you can’t guess how fast my ‘friends’ found me when I started appearing in articles.”

I couldn’t take my eyes off the soiled panties as I mumbled, “They wanted to know you once you made a name for yourself.”

“Mhmm, it’s funny how fast people flock to success with hands extended. They’ll never see a dime from me, Sara. But look at you, on my payroll and taking that for granted. Do you want to be a secretary forever? I doubt it. So where is the drive? When are you going to start putting in long hours to get the things you want?”

“B-But I don’t want much,” I said.

She giggled and slid a hand down her blouse and eased her fingers into her panties. Brandy ran the fingers over her shaft and then pulled her hand out of the panties and leaned forward. Without a glimpse of hesitation, she poked three fingers into my mouth and my tongue immediately started lapping at them greedily. “You want me, Sara. You want your job. So what can you offer me right now that would make either of those things a possibility?”

I slowly brought my hand up to her wrist and eased her fingers out of my mouth, “I-I could clean your panties for you.”

The words escaped me before I even realized what that might entail.

“And why would I let you do that when I could go to the bathroom and do it myself? The stain is going to be there no matter how much either of us scrubs.”

“With my mouth…”

Her eyes locked onto mine again. In the entire time I’d known Brandy, this was the first time I didn’t feel like she was going to cut me down for matching her intense gaze.

“Well, that might not be such a bad idea,” she said. Brandy walked back around her desk and sat in her chair. She clicked a few icons and then got around to opening her email and started typing. Her eyes cut back to me, “Were you waiting for me to ask?”

I kicked off my heels and hurried around her desk and slid to my knees. Putting on a show was the last thing on my mind. I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around the bulge in her panties and suckled softly while letting my tongue run over her panties. The stain was primarily on the front of her panties, though I knew it trailed down her balls a little way.

She groaned quietly and continued working on her email. I wasn’t as stupid as she might have believed me to be at this moment in time. There was only so many ways a boss could ask for a blowjob without being direct about it. Then again, blackmailing her with this didn’t seem like the smartest idea in the world.

I worked further down along the growing bulge in her panties, focusing on running my tongue along the thick vein on the underside of her cock. The clicking of the keyboard became more rapid as I neared her crown. I did my best to engulf it through the panties.

The taste of the caramel coffee was sweetened by the delicious bead of precum I earned. That word made my thighs warmer than giving my boss an impromptu blowjob. I earned that. It wasn’t given to me.

I pulled away from the head of Brandy’s cock and leaned back in, this time my mouth started working the other sizable bulge. Her heavy balls had a curiously sweet smell to them, not that I was going to complain. I looked up for a second and saw that her eyes were still focused solely on the monitor. That needed to change. I wouldn’t be ignored.

My teeth gently nibbled her sack through the panties. I barely pinched her balls as I continued to work my way down her panties. Each time I shifted lower, I licked feverishly. Once I stopped tasting coffee more than the fabric, I took a deep breath before pushing my luck.

I opened my mouth and took one of her heavy balls into my mouth. With her sack being compressed by the panties, it was a little odd, but I managed well enough. My left hand reached up to her thick cock and I stroked her length. The wetness of the panties reminded me of what I was trying to accomplish. Brandy needed to find a reason to believe that I wouldn’t let her down.

Just because I was on my knees for her didn’t mean that I didn’t have some measure of power right now. After all, she was the one letting me continue my play. I glanced up again and saw her hands resting behind her head as she watched me work. I stopped suckling and pulled away. I grabbed the waistband of her panties and pulled them down below her balls and let her cock spring free.

The throbbing girl-dick made my panties almost as wet as I made hers. “How’s this for taking initiative?” I asked before taking the head of her cock into my mouth.

Her precum was much sweeter than any of my previous partners. Granted, I didn’t have a large sample size but I still knew quality when I tasted it. I closed my eyes and relaxed my jaw as I took more of her into my mouth. The velvet-smooth head brushed against the back of my throat. I didn’t stop.

I needed my eyes to be closed as I continued to take her deeper into my throat. It was hard to force her further down, but I needed to prove to her that I was dedicated. The quiet moan that escaped her was all the encouragement I needed to push through the slight burning in my lungs. My body craved to take another breath, but with her cock filling my airway, I couldn’t. I wouldn’t fail her again.

When my nose brushed against her smooth crotch, she gently put a hand on the back of my head, “It’s not bad. The only problem is I don’t like when my underlings get too ahead of themselves. As much as I appreciate the gesture, you’re not the one in charge here, Sara.”

I felt her hand pull me gently against her, as I tried to pull away, she resisted and held me there. “When I let you go, you’re going to get up and bend over my desk. You’re going to hold onto the other side it and stay as quiet as you possibly can while I take what I really want. If that’s a problem, you can walk out of this office. You do that, you’re fired. You stay, you’ve got one more responsibility to take care of on a day-to-day basis. My satisfaction is paramount and you’ll make sure that I’m satiated.”

She let go of me and I immediately pulled away from her massive cock. Inch after inch left my throat, but I couldn’t get away quick enough. As the crown finally passed my lips, I paused long enough to give that thick, purple head a kiss. I stood and turned around and silently bent over the desk and held on tight.

The deep breaths I took were controlled and quiet, but as she lifted my skirt, I couldn’t pretend that my whimpering wasn’t because of her. I heard her familiar chuckle as she pulled my panties down my thighs and let them fall around my ankles.

Her hands left my body for a second and she lifted my shirt and put her panties underneath, “They might dry a little faster if you’re warming them up.”

I kept myself quiet. Brandy could do anything she wanted to me at the moment. All of the previous talk about me following the guidance of another sank in deeper as she pressed her cock against my drenched folds. I didn’t care about the negative connotations that lesson might have held. If she was the one guiding me, I would follow until she didn’t want me anymore.

Brandy made me feel safe. It was strange that the woman that could pull the rug out from underneath me was the one that also offered the most security. If I tried hard, I knew she would reward me.

Her cock pushed into my tight entrance and I gasped. “Quiet, Sara. I’m not telling you again.”

I brought a hand to my mouth to mute any sound that might try and escape. How on Earth did she expect me to be able to silence myself when her thickness was enough to split me in half?

Brandy’s hands dropped to my ass and she spread them. Her hips pushed further into me and I could feel each inch of her impossibly long futa-cock as it invaded me. The two men I’d had before couldn’t even get me to moan. Here she was, forcing me to be silent when all I wanted was to scream her name.

There was no pretending that she didn’t own me in this moment. That might have been humiliating for someone else, but for me, it was perfect.

The head of Brandy’s cock kissed my cervix as the weight of her hips pressed against mine. She shared her warmth with me for a moment before she leaned further over me. “I’m not going to pull out, Sara. Don’t expect your life to get any easier when you get pregnant. You’ll still work for everything you get.” Her words licked my ears and I felt a flash of panic jolt through me.

Pregnancy was something I wanted to avoid. Or did I? Brandy didn’t take risks, she did things intentionally and had a plan for every situation. Even without knowing her personally for all that long, I knew that even if whatever this was didn’t work out, she wouldn’t leave me high and dry with a kid to raise.

Her hips rolled into mine and I opened my mouth and bit down on my finger to keep myself from moaning like the whore she was turning me into. The soft clapping of our hips echoed in her large office and her moans only added to the ambiance.

She was too intoxicating for her own good. Brandy might not have known it, but she was teaching me lessons that I didn’t even know I needed to be taught. Primarily, she was teaching me that I needed to do everything in my power to keep her invested in me.

If I had to work late every night of the week, I would. If I had to suck her cock while she wrote her emails, I would. If I had to bear her child… I would.

I didn’t care that she was making me feel like a cheap slut, she was making me HER cheap slut.

Brandy’s thrusts got harder and she rocked my body with each stroke into my depths. Those heavy balls pounded against my sensitive lips and I pushed myself onto my tiptoes to lift my hips a little higher. She groaned quietly and tightened her grip on my tight ass as the new angle forced her cock to grind against my g-spot with every motion.

My poor finger would be bruised by the time she was done fucking me. I clenched harder as I felt the burning fire of lust scorching my inhibitions away. Every time she sunk into me, I had to fight the need to scream out in pleasure. Even as I felt my core tighten and my pussy ignite in an inferno of bliss, I kept myself as quiet as I could.

I sucked in desperate breaths through my nose as my juices squirted from my pussy. The pattering of my squirt on the floor below and the warm sensation on my feet almost made me break my silence. A giggle was on the brink of escaping as I realized that my panties would smell like sex for the rest of the day. Better than coffee…

Brandy’s moans turned into more primal grunts as she worked through the clenching of my cunt around her massive cock. Her almost rhythmic pace had broken and each thrust was born of a need for release. She slammed into me with enough force to make the objects on her desk slide further forward.

With one final push into me, her name placard toppled off the desk and crashed heavily onto the carpet. Neither of us could care about that. Her hot, thick futa-cum pumped deep into my pussy. Brandy’s hands kneaded my ass while she groaned quietly as her balls unloaded into me. The sheer volume of cum built a pressure deep within me that made it impossible to imagine I wouldn’t end up bearing this woman’s baby.

If this was what she expected daily, I think I might start looking forward to showing some more initiative at work. Besides, maybe the seed wouldn’t take hold. I wouldn’t want to risk that…

Brandy slowly pulled her cock from my depths and spoke quietly, “Now, pull your panties up and make yourself look presentable, Sara.”

I picked myself up and then fixed my outfit as best I could. Her panties fell out from underneath my shirt and I sheepishly shrugged.

“They’re not important. I don’t care if you have to walk barefoot for the rest of the day. Go get me another coffee. If you muck this up, just know that you’re going to be missing a lot more than a paycheck… Sweetie,” she mumbled the pet name.

It wasn’t hard to tell that she wasn’t used to being compassionate to another person. My cheeks burned brightly with pride as I waddled my way out of the room. Having a freshly abused pussy didn’t bother me all that much as I headed to the coffee shop. As tough as Brandy was, I managed to at least show her enough to make her want to show me something as well.

Losing my job wasn’t the worst thing that could happen to me anymore. My child’s mother needed to be around.


Story Two

The Bride and her Futa Best Friend

Fertile for the Futa on her Wedding Day


Seeing my best friend in her wedding dress should have made me happy, shouldn’t it? I couldn’t bring myself to smile, and of course, Gina noticed that. Her long, straight blonde hair fell down her shoulders and she sighed as she looked into my eyes. Gina’s blue eyes didn’t feel as warm as it usually did. She wasn’t having my bullshit today.

“I know you don’t like it, Beth, but this is just how it has to be. You know that I don’t really have a choice in the matter. My dad isn’t going to let me see a moment’s peace while I don’t have his business partner’s ring on my finger. I don’t like this any more than you do, so why can’t you just make it a little easier on both of us and stop moping?”

I felt the butterflies in my stomach fluttering about, searching for a way out. The breakfast I ate threatened to come back up, but I had to at least try to be strong for her.

“It’s not that I don’t want to see you happy, but you don’t even love him. Seriously, you’ve been with him for seven months and it’s already come to this. I’d be much more willing to swallow my feelings if it was at least mutual.”

She sighed, “I know. I don’t want this to come between us, Beth. We’ve been friends for as long as I can remember and I need you now more than ever. So don’t go weak on me when I need that strong shoulder to lean on.”

The warmth in my eyes threatened to spill over, but I looked up towards her fiance’s bedroom ceiling until the tears faded away. Even the ceilings in this house reminded me of just how wealthy Marcus was. My feelings for Gina went far beyond those of just friends, but I couldn’t ask her to be with me.

Gina was there for me when I transitioned from male to female. She was the one that taught me how to do my makeup. It was her heels that I borrowed to learn to walk in them. Her comforting hand on my shoulder while I cried into hers when I didn’t feel like a real woman.

She was more family to me than anyone else on this planet. And I loved her. The crush I had on her since we were just friends on the playground had only grown more intense with the years. It’s not like she didn’t have some inkling of my affection. Before all of this went down with Marcus, she and I even talked about possible spending more intimate time with one another.

That never came to pass. Her father coerced her into the relationship with Marcus before we could see any of those intimate moments through. I’d have to settle with the times we already had. The memories of her sleeping on my lap when she fell asleep studying on my couch. The times when she would come over crying after she’d been dumped by the most recent douchebag that she let have a chance with her.

All of those times, I did nothing but support her. I never made a move on her and I looked back on those times with contempt. I should have told her about my true feelings a long time ago. But the thought of ending our friendship for something as pitiful as my emotional needs just made it impossible to open my mouth.

Now it was too late.

“You’re right. I’m sorry. It’s just hard to see this kind of thing happen. You hear about it through movies and in other countries where arranged marriages are still the norm. It just tears me up inside to know that your feelings towards him don’t even matter to your dad.”

“But they matter to you. That’s what keeps me going, Beth. I know that every day I wake up, you’ll be there the second I need you. And you know I’ll do the same for you without question. You’re the closest thing to a sister that I’ve got and I want you to know I really appreciate you.”

I stepped closer to her and hugged her close, “I know, sweetie. I just want you to be happy and I can’t see this ever being what you want.”

“It isn’t, but it’s what I have to do,” she said sadly. Her arms wrapped around me and she squeezed me for a moment, “But I’ve got to finish getting ready. I’ll see you soon, okay?”

“Alright,” I whispered. We pulled apart and I walked out of her room. As soon as I shut the door behind me, I slunk to my knees and rested my head in my hands. Today was possibly the worst day of my life and I was helpless to change that.

I stood up and let out a shaky sigh as I tried to regain my composure. If I had to put on a show for her family, that’s what I’d do. Just before I stepped away, I heard Gina’s sniffling. Was she crying in there? Why would she have asked me to go if she needed me?

I put my ear against the door and sure enough, the sound of her quiet sobbing continued. My hand turned the doorknob and I stepped back in. I shut the door behind me and locked it, “Baby girl, what’s wrong?”

Her visage was a mess. Her makeup ran down her cheeks and she just looked at me with her heart melting eyes. Gina opened her mouth to say something, anything, but nothing came out aside from the sounds of her rapid, quaking breathing.

So much for putting on a tough front for everyone else. My poor Gina was struggling to accept this marriage as well. The long talks we had about our dream wedding in the past never revolved around marrying someone we didn’t truly love.

I sat on the floor beside her and wrapped my arm around her waist, “It’s okay, sis. Let it all out.”

She leaned her head onto my shoulder and let her hand fall onto my leg, "It's just so wrong. I didn't want you to see me like this, not when I know how much it h-hurts you."

"It's going to hurt more if you hide from me, sweetie. You know I'm always going to be here for you," I said.

"B-But what about Marcus?"

"What about him? He's not worth concerning myself with. I'm here for you, not him. You're my priority and I want you to know that will always be the case."

"I don't deserve you," she pouted.

I reached leaned over and tugged the pack of makeup remover wipes from the dresser with the vanity on it. After pulling one out, I wiped the mess of makeup off her face and smiled at her, "But I love you, and you're always going to have me. If you think that getting married is going to get rid of me, you've got another think coming, sis."

Those beautiful eyes met with mine and she closed her them. Her head leaned forward and I froze as her lips pressed against mine. The shock kept me from pulling away and when Gina continued to kiss me, I slowly opened my mouth and accepted her advances. It felt wrong to have this happen when she was emotionally vulnerable, but I couldn't pretend that I didn't want this. I've wanted to be my best friend's lover since I could remember being around her.

Her tongue pushed into my mouth and she lifted her dress so she could throw her leg over my lap and mount me. Gina's warm thighs wrapped around my abdomen and I moaned into the kiss. It was wrong, I knew it was. Today was her wedding day, yet here she was, in my lap with her tongue dancing with mine as she ground her hips into my groin.

Gina broke the kiss and smiled weakly, "I love you too. I have for so damn long, but how can I have you when my dad would kill us both?"

I sighed, she had a point. There was more than one reason we never pursued a romantic relationship. He didn't care about his own daughter's feelings, her wants, her dreams. All he cared about was his own selfish goals in life. "Why can't we just love one another without others knowing? Gina, you're all I want and I don't need the world to know we're together to be happy."

"But what if I want the world to know?" she asked.

I rested my hands on her waist and smiled at her, "Then we'll run away from it all. I don't have much in my savings, but we can try and get established somewhere else."

She shook her head, "If we're going to do something like that, we should at least make a plan. But if you're fine with keeping things quiet until then, I want you to be mine, Beth."

I smiled and looked at my dress, "So what do we do about today?"

"How does kicking off my honeymoon sound? I don't want his shrimp dick to be in me before yours. Beth, I've wanted to be with you since high school, but you never made a move," her hands gently clasped either side of my head. "Why didn't you say something back then?"

"Because you've always been out of my league. And with how much hell people gave me for being trans, why would I want you to be subjected to that?"

"I love you for who you are, Beth. When your name was Bill, I still loved you. Now that you're a beautiful woman, I still love you. It's not about what's on the outside, Beth," she tapped on my chest. "You've got my heart because I love what's in yours."

I felt the warm tears threatening to spill over and she shook her head, "Don't you ruin your makeup too. I'm only going to redo mine and the ceremony starts in twenty minutes. So do you think you'll have time to take care of each other before then?"

I nodded, "Only if we get started soon, baby."

She smiled and climbed off my lap. Gina turned away from me and whispered, "Hurry up and unzip me then."

I chuckled and unzipped her dress and she did the same for me. When I shucked off my dress and hung it from a hanger, I turned back to see Gina in her favorite bikini. My head cocked to the side, "Why on earth are you in that instead of lingerie?"

She turned away from me but the deep blush in her cheeks was impossible to miss, "B-Because Marcus would probably notice the wet spot in my lingerie. You've always turned me on, Beth. So, uh, I wore this because it's a little thicker."

I smirked and walked towards her. My own purple lingerie set wasn't the most comfortable, but it highlighted my curves and that was all I could ask for. I tugged at the waistband of her panties, true to her word a string of her juices stretched from her pussy to the damp spot in the gusset of her panties.

"Mm, you've always looked good in this bikini anyway," I purred.

"You bought it for me for my nineteenth birthday, remember?"

"It's hard to think it's been five years since then, baby."

She hooked her finger in the delicate chains that held her panties together and pushed them down her thighs. Her tight slit deserved to be given the most attention I could, but I didn't have time. My girl-cock stiffened at the sight of her bare pussy and she laid on her back on the bed. Missionary was a little vanilla for me, but having sex with Gina on her wedding day under the noses of everyone added a certain something to the position for me.

I didn't bother to take my panties off. Instead, I pulled my futa-cock out of the leg hole and positioned my head at her tight entrance. The crown of my cock slid up and down her drenched pussy, gathering her juices to make it easier for her to take my thick girl-dick.

Gina smiled at me and whispered, "Best friends forever?"

"Forever and always, baby," I whispered back. A single warm tear dripped down my cheek and she leaned up to rub it away before it could do too much damage to my makeup.

"Don't cry, sweetie, I want this," she cooed.

I eased my futa-cock into her tight folds and spoke softly, "I'm not sad, baby. It's just hard to think about all the times I've wanted to do this with you. All the times I've wanted to tell you I love you. All those damn times when I should have stepped up and told you what was on my mind."

Her legs wrapped around my hips and she guided me deeper into her body, "Don't worry about all the lost time. We'll make up for it a million times over, baby." As my hips pressed against hers, she leaned up, her taut abdomen displaying her toned muscle as she did so. Her hands wrapped around my neck and she pulled me down towards her so that she could kiss me.

Gina's legs fell away from my back and she rolled her hips in smooth motions. Her pussy massaged my futa-cock and I let my hips start thrusting into her. My tongue pushed into her waiting mouth and she moaned into the kiss. As loud as I wanted to make her scream my name, I knew we would have to be somewhat quiet. This wedding was a blessing and a curse. Things weren't too late to salvage, but Gina and I still had a whole world of people to fight through to make sure we could have our happily ever after.

She was worth the fight and I knew she felt the same way about me. We both needed each other for support and I hated that her wedding day was the day we both realized we could complete one another.

Her lips finally broke away from mine and she let go of my neck. She tugged at the quilt on her bed until she got a corner of it free. I cocked my head to the side and she whispered quietly, "You're bigger than I imagined down there. If you don't want to get caught, I'm going to have to shut myself up."

The compliment to my size made my cheeks flush but I didn't stop my thrusting for a second. Gina bit down on the quilt and her muffled moans poured out as I started working into her with deeper, more powerful thrusts. Her bed rocked from the force. My panties kept my heavy balls from slapping against her, somewhat keeping the noise down. If it wasn't for the incessant creaking of the bed and both of our restrained moans, we would have been silent.

I didn't think we were being too loud and neither did Gina. Her hips bucked wantonly into my thrusting. Gina's eyes closed and I felt her already tight pussy clamping down around my cock. Her toned core flexed and the faint outline of her old cheerleader six-pack abs became noticeable. The glint of the light reflecting off her belly button ring brought my mind back to the time I held her hand while she was in the tattoo parlor chair, squealing even before they got the needle near her.

The memory made my heart flutter, but Gina's long, low groan into the quilt and the warmth in my panties brought me back to the moment at hand. The sexy little bitch just squirted on me! There was no way in hell I'd be able to keep my panties on during the ceremony now. I smirked as I continued pounding into my best friend, my lover, my Gina.

Leaving a pair of my soaked panties for her to enjoy at another time didn't sound like such a bad idea. I knew she was a closet perv. With all the porn I'd caught her watching, it wouldn't shock me if she forced my hand on taking my panties off in the first place.

My girl-cock continued to pound into her and she writhed on the bed, desperate to try and get my thick shaft deeper inside her. Why did it take so long for us to figure out we would have been perfect for one another? I couldn't answer that. It seemed obvious looking back on it, but the easiest answer sometimes felt like it was too easy. Gina and I made life much harder on ourselves with this route. We had our soulmate right there beside us all along, but we were too blind to see that.

I didn't let myself dwell on the thought any longer. She was mine now, even if she legally was with another person. Eventually, it would be my last name she wore with pride. Eventually.

My balls started tightening up in my panties and I let out a quiet groan as if to warn her. She seemed to understand my primal message and wrapped her legs loosely around my waist. Gina opened her glossed over eyes and pointed to her pussy and gave me a thumbs up.

"Inside?" I whispered.

She nodded.

My orgasm was already close, but knowing that she wanted me to finish inside her pushed me over the edge before I intended to cum. The thought of my best friend wanting to risk getting pregnant by me lingered in my mind as my futa-cock throbbed powerfully within her tight pussy. My thick shaft continued to pound into her drenched folds and she finally stopped bucking her hips into my thrusts. I didn't mind the sensation, but she didn't seem to want to risk my cock slipping out of her.

Euphoria danced through my body. Everywhere that trail of blissful pleasure traveled was left with an excited response. My arms tingled with energy and my toes curled from the delightful sensation. Then it happened.

My balls overflowed and streams of my cum shot deep into Gina's body. Her legs clenched around my body and I couldn't have pulled away, even if I wanted to. I wouldn't have dared pull out of her now, I wanted to see this through to the end. If Gina wanted to risk having my child, that meant she wanted to risk always having a part of me to remember me by. I liked the sound of that.

Once my orgasm subsided, she unwrapped her legs from around me and glanced at the alarm clock on the nightstand beside her. The ceremony would start in six minutes. Gina let the quilt fall from her mouth and whispered, "We've got to get dressed!"

I quickly pulled out of her and stepped out of my purple lace panties and used the cloth to wipe her juices and my cum off my girl-cock. She giggled and took them and put them under her mattress for the time being. Then we helped each other into our dresses and I ran a brush through her hair. She quickly applied foundation and blush to herself and the knock came on the door followed by a soft, "Gina? Honey, are you ready? I'm supposed to be walking you down the aisle."

It was her father. She smiled at me and finished putting on her heels, "Yeah, dad. Beth and I were just reminiscing on the old days. It feels like it's all gone by so far. But life is only just starting for us both."

I finished getting my heels on and I spritzed us both with her perfume and we headed for the door. His voice called out again, "I know how that goes. It feels like yesterday when you were popping out of your mom at the hospital."

Gina opened the door and we both had a grin on our lips. In nine months, we might just have our own kid popping out at a hospital. Who knew?

What I did know about Gina was that this was only the beginning. Wherever we thought we were before, it was only the starting point. She might have been getting married, but our relationship had only really just started.

Throughout the ceremony, my sensitive cock rubbed against the front of my dress and I struggled not to break out into a giggling mess. Knowing that Gina was saying her vows in with a pussy full of my cum was an interesting thought. Her fake marriage might have seemed real to the majority of these onlookers, but the real love would never be found between her and Marcus.

Maybe they'd realize how fake it all was when Gina had a child that didn't have Marcus's red hair.

I love my Gina, and I always have. But looking forward, she and I are going to share a lot more than old memories. A house, a child, and the hope for an even happier future, those are just a few things I've got in mind for her. All that and more, for the woman that I believed deserved the world.


Story Three

Daisy’s Infidelity

A Futa is all I Need


Chapter One

Infidelity. The quality of being unfaithful. Up until today, that word couldn’t be used to describe me, but up until tonight, my husband hadn’t given me a real reason to want someone other than him.

His open hand arced through the air if I hadn’t taken a quick step back, he surely would have hit me. “What the hell, Liam?”

My husband’s jaw clenched as he looked at me with a mixture of guilt and irritation in his eyes. “I work all fucking day, Daisy. You get to sit around with your thumb up your ass and I never say a damn thing, but you mean to tell me that you’re just having a bad day? You think I give a fuck about a bad day? Do you know how many times I get up and go to work when I don’t want to? All I fucking wanted was dinner to be ready when I got home.”

His hands balled up at his sides as he worked himself into a bit of a rage. I could understand that he wanted me to have made something for him, but I ordered some subs from a local restaurant and had them delivered. As he took another step towards me, I knew that this wouldn’t end well if I stayed here tonight.

Liam’s job was demanding and I could understand that, but he never seemed to understand that sometimes, I needed a break too. Our house was lonely now. The walls threatened to close in on me and every day felt like it was just another nail in the coffin of my social life. Ever since the kids left, Liam had started making assumptions about what I must be doing while he was out working.

There was no denying that I was something of a MILF, but I was his wife. That meant a lot to me. Even with his temper flaring up like it was, I couldn't stop thinking about what it might mean to lose him. But I couldn't stay either.

I felt the fear building in my chest as I turned around and bolted for the front door. He had a temper, I knew that when I married him, but Liam had never tried to hit me before. Now that our two kids were grown and out of the house, I guess he didn’t see a point in putting on the same kind of front he used to for them.

His heavy footfalls were right behind me as I snatched the door open and hurried outside. I ran barefoot down the smooth concrete driveway and headed towards Gina’s house. As much as she and I gossiped throughout the day, I felt like she would happily let me stay there for the night if it meant getting to hear about this ‘juicy’ scoop of information. Liam stopped chasing me just after I got out of the driveway and closer to my neighbor's house.

I could feel the warm tears already spilling down my cheeks as I walked to Gina’s house and rapped on the door. A few moments later, Gina opened the door with a look of confusion on her face before she saw my tears. Immediately, she wrapped an arm around my shoulders and guided me inside, “Daisy, sweetie, what’s wrong?”

A lump formed in my throat as I tried to speak. After a few heaving cries, she gave up on getting anything out of me for the time being and sat me down on the couch. “Don’t you worry, darling. I’ll get you a glass of wine and you can tell me all about it when you’re feeling better.”

Wine sounded perfect right about now. I tried so hard to not let things get to me. My husband of twenty-two years, my high school sweetheart, had finally taken a swing at me. Had I really become that bad of a wife?

I tried to keep myself in good shape, I put on light makeup every day, and I even made sure to satisfy his needs as a man. But that wasn’t enough for him. Maybe I wasn’t doing enough…

Gina came back with a chilled bottle of wine and two glasses and filled them. She offered me a glass and I took it and drank deeply from the delicious beverage. The taste was a little more bitter than I preferred with my wines, but it certainly wasn’t bottom shelf bum-wine.

Still, the alcohol did its job. While it would take a little while to fully set in, I let out a shaky breath and finally started talking. “Liam tried to hit me.”

“Do you want me to call the cops?” she asked immediately. Having gone through something similar, I knew Gina would understand and try to advocate for me.

“No, nothing like that. I don’t know where I stand on it. We’ve been dating since we were teens. I’m forty now, Gina. The big four-oh. I couldn’t find another man to fall in love with me now, not when my glory years are long behind me,” I mumbled.

She put her hand on my knee and rubbed her thumb across it reassuringly, “Of course you could. Don’t beat yourself up, Daisy. You’re a catch, to say the least, hell, if I wasn’t straight, I’d probably give you a chance!”

I smiled weakly at the comment. Gina was open-minded, she had to be. Her daughter was transgender and that brought on a whole slew of issues. I’d be lying if I wasn’t interested in what Christina was up to right now. From what I understood, she was a personal trainer, pretty impressive for being twenty-one.

God, what had my life come to? Thinking about my closest friend’s daughter like she was some kind of idol. I should be setting the example for her generation, not the other way around. Hell, at twenty-one, Liam and I were living together in our first shack of a home. Renting it and splitting the bills with the roaches as we worked our hardest to make sure our first-born would have better conditions soon.

Christina was the same age as my oldest. Funny how that worked. For a second, I wondered if they knew one another. I couldn’t imagine a world in which they did. My sons were both out of state now, off in two different colleges across the country. Here I was, in Washington hoping that I could beg Liam to take a vacation so we could see our boys in Massachusetts and Florida.

That dream wouldn’t be realized, now. Not after tonight. Even if Liam did calm back down, I couldn’t imagine asking him for anything. If I was such a bad wife that he was willing to hit me, I’d crossed lines that I didn’t want to backtrack over.

“I appreciate the concern, Gina. Would it be too much to ask to stay a few nights here?”

“You’re welcome as long as you like. If you like the couch, you can feel free to sleep on it. Otherwise, there is a guest room in the basement, but it gets a little chilly down there. Oh, and if we’re lucky, Chrissy might make us one of her delicious… Kale smoothies…”

The thought of drinking something so bitter made me sneer. Gina and I lifted our glasses and drank together before she chuckled and ran her hand slightly up my thigh. Not enough to make me uncomfortable, but certainly enough to make me wish I was wearing more than a skimpy nightgown.

“You know, there is no shame in getting a divorce, sweetie. I know that I’m a little biased. After breaking things off with Chester, my life did get a lot better. If he can’t handle having a daughter now, he doesn’t need to be around in the first place.”

“I won’t pretend it hasn’t crossed my mind. I just don’t know what I’ll do to make it on my own,” I mumbled.

She patted my thigh before pulling away and standing, “You could always try to find a part-time job and chip in here. I couldn’t turn you away, Daisy. You’ve been here for me for twelve years. Through my divorce. Through Chrissy’s transition. Through everything. Don’t think I’m going to forget that just because you might be heading for hard times.”

Gina downed her wine and I followed suit. “You've been here for me as well, Gina. Don't think I'm forgetting all the times you came over and made my life tolerable. You two are busy women and you both still took time out of your days to make my life feel less empty after my kids left. But I’ll think about it, Gina. I wouldn't want to be a burden.”

“Please do, I’ll talk to you more tomorrow, but I’ve got to get some sleep. I’m opening tomorrow, that means I have to be up at six. Yay…” she grumbled as we walked into the kitchen to put our glasses in the sink.

Christina stood in the kitchen, her short black hair styled to hang around her face. It tapered to her left side and occasionally found its way in front of her eye. The sweatpants she wore hid her frame pretty well, but the bulge in the front of them told me she either wasn’t wearing panties or had enough in those panties to make an impression…

Christina finished snapping the tops on the plastic containers she used to plan her meals. I had to give the woman credit, she made being vegetarian look pretty damn appealing. Her body type was always feminine, even when she was a he. While I supported her transition, I couldn’t help but be jealous of her. From male to female, she still looked better than I did at that age.

Gina yawned and patted Christina on the shoulder as she walked by, “Goodnight. Chrissy, Daisy is going to be staying with us for a little bit. Be respectful, none of that super loud screaming music when you’re working out downstairs.”

“Sure thing, I’ll wear headphones. I hope everything is okay, Mrs. K,” Christina said as she put her meals in the fridge.

“It’s complicated, but thank you, Christina.”

“No problem. Anyway, I workout from five to about six, if you hear weights or anything, don’t panic. Feel free to join me, if you want,” she offered.

The idea of me trying to keep up with her in the gym made me chuckle. Her arms were toned and tight. The t-shirt she had on clung to her frame and I could see the lines of her six pack even through the shirt. Those perky breasts might not be the most massive, but on her frame, they looked perfect.

My stomach knotted up as I stopped my train of thought. My husband tried to assault me and less than thirty minutes later, I’m already trying to justify my attraction to this woman. I offered her an awkward wave as I walked towards the stairs leading into the basement, “I’ll think about it. If I’m awake, I might join you.”

I hated that even as I curled up in the covers a few minutes later that my hand slipped between my thighs. Christina wouldn’t get out of my thoughts. The bulge in those sweatpants was so innocent, but it sparked the naughtiest fantasies in my mind. Hopefully, I wouldn’t have to apologize for Gina if I made a bit of a mess tonight. I couldn't leave my womanhood unattended after getting myself worked up. It might make me a bit of a tramp to even consider doing something so naughty after what happened to me, but I needed to unwind.

I needed to spread my folds with my fingers and work my pussy like only I knew how. Sure, sex with my husband felt okay, but it paled in comparison to my masturbating. What can I say, years of being home alone with not a lot to do leaves you plenty time to explore yourself.

Moreover, the thoughts running through my mind were of a far more sexy topic than what usually was on my mind when I fingered myself. Christina's firm body was something I craved. I couldn't explain why she was so damn appealing to me. Maybe it was the confidence that radiated from her. Perhaps it was her perfect physique.

As I added a third finger into my slit, I knew the real answer. It was that thick bulge I saw in her pants. I couldn't dream of how big she must be when she was aroused, but I'd be damned if I wasn't imagining a monster cock stretching me right now.

The heat in my thighs continued to build until I couldn't keep my thighs open any longer. My fingers were a blur as they rocked into my core and I let out a whimpering yelp as my hips lifted from the bed and a warm rush of my juices soaked my thighs.

I should have gotten up and cleaned myself off, but that would have meant that I had to get out of bed. Having just cum harder than I typically did, standing up didn't seem like the best idea.

I decided to say fuck it, it's not like I won't be able to shower in the morning.


Chapter Two

I didn’t expect her to wake up in time for my workout session. The invitation wasn’t hollow, but she came into my workout room wearing the same nightgown as the night before. Mom filled me in briefly about what happened last night and I could understand her not having proper workout clothes, but damn, did she have to wear something so revealing?

Her plump breasts called my eyes to them as often as I could spare them, and more often than not, I could keep my eyes where they wanted to be. Daisy stayed on the treadmill which meant that the large mirror that ran along the wall—courtesy of the gym I worked at— left nothing to the imagination.

That thin fabric was soon damp with sweat and it clung to her frame. The light green turned nearly transparent as she continued to work up a sweat. I rotated through my Tuesday workout routine and by the time I needed to use the treadmill, I just resorted to getting on the stationary bike.

Maybe that was for the best. At least this way she couldn’t as easily see the tent in my shorts. Twice my age or not, the woman had an allure about her that I wasn’t going to pretend I didn’t enjoy. She accepted that she wasn’t the end all be all of the world, but she knew she was worth enough to not just throw herself down the steps either.

In short. She was someone I could mold into a better person. Not just physically, though I’d love to see what getting her into a genuine routine would do to her ass, but emotionally. Daisy was vulnerable right now and I couldn’t pretend that I didn’t want to prey on that.

Not in a malicious sense, at least, nothing too vicious. But knowing that her husband did what he did made it difficult for me not to think of what limits I could push her to. Never anything like what he did. Violence born from anger solves nothing.

Pain inflicted for the sake of teaching a lesson in a controlled environment, though. That was a different game to be played entirely. The thought of her crawling towards me with a collar around her neck and a plug in her ass certainly kept my cock harder than it should have been.

Daisy finally stopped the treadmill and huffed quietly as she walked towards my exercise bike, “I guess I don’t need a gym membership. You’ve got everything anyone could need.”

As soon as she got closer to me, I could smell the light musk her sweat put off. But there was something else. An almost floral scent that wafted up, one that I was pretty familiar with. My ex used to smell like that when she came. Kinky, Mrs. K. I like it.

“Nah, I don’t have any real equipment for Crossfit training. Granted, you can do a lot of it without needing fancy equipment, but fancy equipment helps,” I said.

“Still, it’s nice in here. Really need to get some clothes from the house while my husband is gone though,” she huffed.

I grinned and spoke in barely more than a whisper, “Yeah, if you’re going to wear a thong, you might as well not wear panties at all when you’re working out.”

Her eyes dropped to her crotch and the ruby red color of her thong clashed against the nightgown. I glanced at her firm nipples and she crossed her arms over her chest, “Oh my God, I’m so sorry!”

As she turned to hurry out of the room, I called out to her, “Don’t be too worried about it. I’m just giving you a little advice. Besides, I’ve seen much worse in the gym. It’s nice to have someone to look at when you’re exercising, perverted as it sounds, it keeps you in the mindset of improving yourself.”

Daisy glanced over her shoulder, her face red as could be, “G-Good to know. I’m going to shower.”

“You’ve got nothing to change into,” I got off the exercise bike and stretched a little before walking towards her, “come on, you can borrow some shorts and a shirt from me. They might be a little tight on you.”

Daisy's eyes dropped to my crotch and I shrugged my shoulders. I couldn't control my cock with a single thought. If she wanted to complain about seeing my bulge, she shouldn't have come down to the gym in the first place. After nearly five full seconds of staring at the outline of my shaft, she finally nodded her head and murmured, "Okay."

She fell in line behind me and I led her into my room. I hurried over to my computer desk and turned the speakers down even lower. Music was the one thing in life that always managed to keep me level-headed. The only issue with my music is that a lot of people misunderstood why I liked it.

The lyrics were rarely positive and the vocalists weren’t always the easiest to understand. That’s not why I listened to these types of bands though. The chaotic music, the clashing guitars, the rhythmic bass, and the aggressive tempo made it impossible for my mind to wander too far.

Thinking too much was dangerous.

“You don’t have to turn it off,” she said.

“I don’t mind. I’m going to be leaving soon, no reason in leaving it on in the first place. Just makes the place feel a little less empty,” I said. It wasn’t a lie, but I didn’t feel like trying to explain myself to her right now. I opened a drawer and grabbed a pair of basketball shorts and tossed them at her before going to my closet and grabbing her one of my larger shirts.

She smiled at me sheepishly and mumbled, “Thank you. I’ll wash them and get them back to you soon, Christina.”

“Don’t worry about it, Mrs. K. I’m in no rush. Workout clothes aren’t something I’m going to be running short on any time soon.” I walked out of my room and she followed after me.

In the kitchen, she spoke softly, “Is it normal to be scared of him?”

“I mean, you’re asking me if it’s normal for you to be worried about him doing it again. Yeah, you should be. That shouldn’t make you want to curl up or feel pathetic, but you shouldn’t rule it out as a possibility.”

Her eyes fell to her feet and she sighed deeply.

“Look, Mrs. K. You married the dude, you know him better than anyone else. If you’re scared of him, what do you think he’s most likely to do if you go back to him?” I asked.

She looked up at me and mumbled, “I don’t know. Maybe apologize and tell me he won’t do it again. Maybe he’ll make things worse because I ran over here. Maybe he won’t do anything and I overreacted—”

I glared at her, “You didn’t overreact. The ass nugget tried to hit you. You know what? Don’t go over there while he’s gone.”

“What?”

“You heard me. Don’t go over there. I’ll be back around three, when does he come in?”

“Around five-thirty, usually.”

“Then we’ll go over there around six. If he’s got something to say to you when you’re getting some clothes, he can say it while I’m there,” I said.

Her eyes looked me up and down, “You don’t have to put yourself in harm’s way.”

“You don’t have to worry about me. I train people for a living and I think MMA is one of the most fun things someone can do to start losing weight. People like getting competitive and it’s a great way to end a session,” I said.

She nodded, “If he tries to hurt you—”

“He’ll have to try really damn hard.”

Daisy’s lips curled into a smile, “Thank you, Christina.”

“Don’t worry about it. I’m not going to have that ass hat acting like you’re breaking into the house and taking things. People can be petty shits, Mrs. K,” I said. My mind drifted back to my old friend group. The depths people can stoop never cease to amaze me.

The second things aren’t going their way, people will cut your damn throat and leave you for the vultures. Best to take care of yourself first and foremost, help where you can, and make sure that you never leave your back open to be stabbed.

I opened the fridge and grabbed my breakfast container and sat the lunch one on the kitchen island. “You hungry?”

She shook her head, “I don’t think I could eat right now. All this talk about Liam isn’t doing my appetite any favors.”

“I could always make you a kale smoothie. They’re not the best tasting, but you’ll feel better,” I offered.

“Please don’t do that. As much as I appreciate the offer, that sounds like I’d be better off eating grass straight out of the yard.”

I smiled and grabbed the containers, “Suit yourself. I’ll see you later, Daisy. I’ve got to get a shower and go to work.”

She nodded and walked to the stairs back to her current living arrangements. Having her around wasn’t the worst thing in the world, especially not if I could look forward to seeing her in the mornings.

As I got in the shower and cleaned myself, I couldn’t get the thought of her ass swaying from side to side out of my mind. If I didn’t know better, I wouldn’t have been able to imagine her being older than her late twenties. Then again, she was forty. I did know that.

But even with that being the case, I couldn’t pretend that my hand wasn’t wrapped around my cock as I thought about how sweet she looked when she was embarrassed. A few extra minutes in the shower wouldn’t hurt anything.

I hated that I was even thinking of her in such a sexual manner after she'd just been abused. But damn, I couldn't deny that I wanted to spread those cheeks and slide my cock into her while I used a dildo to fuck her ass. She deserved to be filled thoroughly.

She deserved to be pleasured. I sped up the motions of my wrist and groaned quietly as I continued to fantasize about how my sweet kitten would earn the right to be pleasured by me. Before I could even get good and involved with that fantasy, I felt my balls tightening and I spurted my nearly non-existent load onto the shower floor.

Fucking hormones, ruining one of the few visually impressive parts of having balls in the first place. I chuckled and rolled my eyes. At least I didn't have to clean up a mess before I left.


Chapter Three

After Christina left, I took my shower and changed into the loose-fitting clothes. They smelled of her, that mixture of vanilla and lavender delighted my senses. It wasn’t entirely unique, but it was enough to keep her in my thoughts as I walked back up the stairs.

Gina found me in the living room watching TV not too long after I’d showered. “I’ve got to be at work soon. Didn’t expect you to honestly be up this early. I figured after last night, you might sleep in a little longer.”

“I heard Christina come down the stairs, guess I’m a little bit of a light sleeper when I’m stressed.”

She sat beside me and ran her fingers through my still-damp blonde curls, “You don’t deserve this kind of treatment, Daisy.”

I gave her a half-hearted smile, “But I could get used to this kind of treatment, Gina. On a similar topic, would it bother you if I cleaned up a little around here? I’m not saying the place is a mess at all, but it would make me feel better to provide something.”

“You don’t have to, sweetie, but I wouldn’t turn it down. Between both of us working jobs, we don’t clean as much as I would like to. Just look around, I haven’t dusted in months. Mm, way to make me feel like a slob before work, Daisy,” she teased.

I rested my head on her shoulder, “Way to make me feel like I’ve got something to contribute, Gina.”

“Don’t think that you need to do something for us right now, sweetie. You focus on getting yourself in a better head space before you start thinking too hard about how to be helpful around here. As much as I’d love having a full-time housekeeper, I want to make sure that you’re going to be happy first.” She wrapped her arm around my shoulders and squeezed me gently, “And give some thought to what you want to happen with Liam.”

“Christina is going to go with me over there this afternoon and help me get some of my things. I was going to go alone while he was out, but she insisted that it not happen while he’s gone. Just in case he gets weird, I guess.”

Gina smiled and rubbed my shoulder before pulling away from me and standing. “I think she likes you. I’d take that with a grain of salt, but she’s usually more likely to tell someone to, pardon my french, eat a dick before she ever offers them help.”

I left out the part about Christina having taken long glances at me while we were working out this morning. Some things were better left unsaid. What was I supposed to say to her? Hey, Gina, your daughter had a massive hard-on this morning after she pointed out that I was wearing a thong!

Besides, Gina was a smart woman. She had to have noticed that I was wearing her daughter’s clothing. No need to make things even more uncomfortable than they already were.

She reached into her purse and grabbed her keys, “I’m locking the door behind me. Don’t work too hard, hon.”

“I’m a good housewife, Gina. Don’t worry about me, just think of all the relaxing you get to do when you get home!” I called to her as she walked away.

Gina pulled the door shut and that was the end of my socialization for the time being. Alone in an empty house. Again.

The circumstances were different this time. The familiar walls of this home didn’t seem to whisper about how empty my life was. If anything, I was reminded of how much things might come to change in the coming days.

Liam did something I couldn’t forgive. He’d cheated on me in the past, sure. He was a businessman that wanted to taste another honey pot. It was almost guaranteed to happen when he left town on long trips. While I didn’t appreciate it in the slightest, I felt like I needed him.

He provided for me for all those years and he kept telling me he loved me. Every time he whispered those sweet nothings in my ear, I was reminded of the sweetheart he used to be. It stung my soul to think that he could fall so far. Still, even though I knew he was in the wrong for what he did, I couldn’t shake the feeling that it was my fault.

Maybe I should have cooked instead of ordering out. Even as the thought drifted by, I knew that it wasn’t justification for what he tried to do. To make things worse, I couldn’t tell myself with any conviction that things would get better.

Over the years, his lies only got worse. The guilt trips became more common. His temper grew with his distaste for me. I couldn’t recall a specific turning point, but over these past ten years or so, I could definitely tell the decline in our relationship.

Love wasn’t something that I felt for him, not anymore. The reason we were together was pragmatic at best. He felt he deserved to live in a nice house but rarely had time to enjoy that luxury. Keeping it clean on his own wasn’t an option and if he hired a housekeeper, it was possible he would be stolen from. That was something he feared more than anything.

He really shouldn’t have. He had more than enough to go around, even if it meant that his quality of life was horrible enough to turn on me. The woman he pretended to love.

Maybe Christina was right. I did know him best and I didn't believe that he could honestly fix this one. The cheating I could handle, at least he came home and slept in our bed most nights. But abuse, that was something I didn't want to take from him. Not after all the times he'd left me up crying at night from the things he did to me emotionally. I didn't have to take this!

I let out a deep sigh as I worked my way through the house. The large, open rooms of her home were the first to be cleaned but I still had hours before either of them would be home. Part of me wanted to clean their rooms but I knew that was an invasion of privacy.

It didn’t take long before I was snooping through Christina’s room as I wiped down her dresser, desk, and other various surfaces. The posters on her wall were of bands that honestly looked far more sinister than I cared to admit. When I talked to her, she didn’t seem to be this dark, brooding figure that she presented herself as.

When she left for work, she looked normal enough, but as I glanced through her closet, the clothes were primarily black. On the shelves of her closet were tons of accessories, studded wristbands, chokers… handcuffs?

There was a large cardboard box that hid the bottom shelf from view. That was the oldest trick in the book and any mom would have picked up on it. My curiosity was piqued and I needed to know what she was trying to hide. As I slid the box out of the way, I felt my heartbeat quicken.

The bottom shelf had various toys that I’d only heard about in hushed whispers. There were two anal plugs, one much larger than the other. A long length of silken rope rested next to a small paddle. Alongside that, a leash and collar were neatly kept together. Her choices of dildos were curious, to say the least, but even more curious was the fact that none of them had been opened.

I put the box back in front of the shelf and hurried out of the room. My heart still ran at ninety miles a second as I leaned against the wall to try and catch my breath. Finding those things shouldn’t scare… no that’s not the right word… excite me, this much.

Christina had quite the curious demeanor. Sweet and charming one-on-one, but blunt and sure of herself. The mixture of behavior made sense in context to what kind of toys she had. I wasn’t born yesterday, BDSM wasn’t a new concept to me, even if I never got deep into that lifestyle.

Liam didn’t make me feel comfortable enough to trust him with my safety. The thought of letting him handcuff me sent chills down my spine. Yet, if Christina had her lithe fingers running down my back as she held onto the chain that linked the cuffs…

The warmth between my legs had become all too common when I thought of Christina. But why? Why could this much younger woman bring these kinds of feelings out of me? She hadn’t earned my trust. What had she ever done to make me feel like she could ever compare to Liam?

My stomach tightened as a pang of regret flashed through me. I didn’t want to compare her to Liam. Unlike him, Christina wasn’t afraid to tell me things that might make me uncomfortable. Even before all of this, when she and Gina would come to the house and eat dinner, Christina was the first to tell me my cooking could be improved.

But she didn’t leave it at that. She told me why she didn’t like certain things about it and made suggestions. Sure, she wasn’t the best cook either, but she didn’t blow smoke up my ass to make me feel confident about something.

Thinking back on it, Christina had always been a good deciding vote for me. As young as she was, she still had a better head on her shoulders than most people did.

It was the simple things that meant the most to me. With Christina, I felt like I could trust her. But how long could I rely on that trust? Surely, she would end up doing the same thing Liam did to me at some point. Best to not let myself get too attached to ideas that would bear no fruit.


Chapter Four

“Oh, fuck me,” my client complained.

I smiled at him and gestured to the outdoor track, “It’s not that cold. Once we get started running, you’ll warm up real quick.”

“My legs are dead already,” he bitched.

“So you don’t want to work for your six-pack, you just want to hope that it magically appears?” I asked.

After a few moments of his grumbling, I clapped my hands a few times and headed outside the gym and got to the white line that marked the starting point. Sure enough, he followed me out. He was the one paying for my time, it didn’t much matter to me if he didn’t want to workout or not. That wouldn’t mean my income would suffer for it.

While he walked over, I set a timer on my phone to make sure I didn’t stay out here with him for too long. I gave him a countdown and then started running laps with him. Running was my favorite part of training people. The quiet that came when they had to focus on their breathing more than complaining about the diet I recommended for them.

On the track, I could let my mind drift to other things. Things like Daisy. She wouldn’t get out of my head, no matter how many times I told myself she was off limits. Marital issues or not, she still had that ring on her finger.

Besides, how could I let myself get too attached to her? She was nineteen years older than me. Fuck, what would my mom think about it?

What would Daisy think if we ever did explore one another? I could hope that she wouldn’t be too quick to assume that knowledge only came with age. If that was the case, she would probably never let me fully take control of her.

There were things that she probably wouldn’t understand about my interests. As pleasant as she was, she still seemed to be the type of woman that would clutch her pearls if I even told her half the things that got me off. Maybe I could let myself take what I could get, not ask her to let me handcuff her to the bed while I made her beg for release.

I let myself drift into a fantasy about her while we continued to run laps around the track. She was off limits, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t think about her. All I needed to do now was make sure I didn't get too aroused.

My workday drew to a close after what felt like an eternity. The exercise certainly helped make it go by faster, but I felt obligated to spend more time with Daisy. After this morning, I’d caught glimpses of things about her that I shouldn’t have, surely that entitled her to a little companionship.

That was the excuse I would use, at least. She was someone that I wanted to hang out with. Not just because she seemed to be interested in my cock, but because I'd known her for so many years already. There was no need to hide who I was. At work, I had to keep my cock properly tucked and that was always uncomfortable. No one could know that I was a transwoman. If they found out, I might be out of a damn job.

If not the job, probably clients. Who would willingly come to work with someone who they didn't even respect? There were other cisgender trainers that they could choose from and I still needed to put food on the table at the house.

As hard as mom worked, she still wasn't pulling in all that much money. Someone had to take the initiative and find a higher paying job. That didn't mean life was easy though. Every time I pulled on my compression panties and hid my cock from the world, I sacrificed a bit of myself.

Maybe not literally, but it figuratively felt like I was losing out on being able to love myself. At home, I didn't even bother with panties. Mom rarely mumbled something about seeing my bulge and wishing I would hide it better, but at this point, not even she said anything. It was a slight sense of freedom and I needed that.

My life was currently just working out, preparing food, and trying to think of more unique, engaging workout plans for my clients. I hoped to make it to the higher end clients at some point. Celebrities, rich wives, billionaire men who had way too much money, fuck, anyone that would be willing to pay me enough to let me live my damn life the way I wanted to.

I parked my car in the driveway and headed into the house. Daisy was lounging on the couch and waved her hand idly at me as I came inside, "How was work?"

"Oh you know, Mrs. K. It was work. A lot of exercise, a lot of whining clients, but I still love it," I called back. I wasn't lying, I did love my job, I just hated hiding who I was to be able to work at all.

"That's great. I cleaned your room a little," she called out.

I put my containers in the sink and hurried into the living room, "Didn't go digging around too much, did you?"

"Er, I saw your handcuffs in the closet. You might want to put those away," she said.

"Is that all you saw?" I asked. The way she squirmed on the couch made me feel like there was something she didn't tell me.

She nodded her head.

"So you went digging around," I said again.

"I got curious. I'm not one to judge though, Christina," she said quickly.

I chuckled and checked my phone, "We've got about an hour before your husband gets home. Mom should be home within thirty minutes. You say you don't judge, but how willing would you be to get punished for sticking your nose somewhere it doesn't belong? It won't be anything bad, just a light spanking. Might as well know what you stumbled into, yeah?"

Her eyed widened and for a moment, my stomach sunk. She opened her mouth and stammered, "Sure."

The shot in the dark to see if she was interested in me or not seemed to be paying off. Then again, what happened in my bedroom would definitely change how things went for the next few days while she stayed here. If she let me have my way, I was going to get to see just how tight her ass was.

Maybe she would back out once we got closer to my room and she realized that I was series. Yet she got off the couch and led the way to my room. Even in the shorts and oversized tee I let her borrow, she looked beautiful. The mood of the moment was definitely playing into that, hell, anyone that was willing to get spanked by me had a least a measure of my attention.

What made this a little more difficult for me personally was the fact that she knew I was trans. Beyond the shadow of a doubt, she'd seen my cock. Enough of it to prove that I wasn't just packing my panties with socks. Hell, she knew me back when I was a guy.

Daisy couldn't pretend that this was an accident. She knew exactly what she was getting into as she climbed the stairs to my room. Each step made her hips sway and that delicious ass continued to taunt me as she walked to my room. Intentional or not, she had me hard as diamonds by the time we made it there.

She looked at my bed and then back to me, "Should I bend over?"

I smiled and shut my bedroom door, "Stand against this. Hips out, tits against the door. Don't pull away until you're told. Is that clear?"

She hurried her way over to the door and did as I asked. "Crystal clear, Christina."

"How serious do you want me to be right now? Authentic experience or toes in the water?" I asked.

"Let's do authentic. I don't want to get the wrong idea about what this is," she said.

I gave her ass a weak swat and chuckled, "Then you should address me as Mistress at all times. Does it upset you to be called slut while we play?"

"No, Mistress," she answered in that sweet voice of hers.

"Good, you should know ahead of time, I don't genuinely mean to offend you, Daisy, but when I play like this, I enjoy a bit of degradation. If it gets to be too much, just say red. If it's fine, but you don't want me to go further, you say yellow. If I ask you if you're enjoying something, you say green. Otherwise, I expect yes Mistress and no Mistress answers. Clear?"

She looked back at me and wiggled her ass, "Yes, Mistress."


Chapter Five

What was I getting myself into? I'd been thinking about Christina and those damn toys of hers all day. Why did I actually tell her I found them? I could have just lied and played it off. But here I was, pressed against this door as she gave me her ground rules about her play.

I didn't consider myself desperate but when she asked if I minded being punished, I couldn't help but agree to it. If she meant it as a joke, I didn't care. I would have laughed it off with her, but right now, this was just what I needed. A little play.

Surely, this wouldn't be serious. Christina was probably just getting her chuckles in that I even let her get this far with me. Hell, why would she want a cougar like me? I couldn't offer her much. Certainly not money, there were no bragging rights for sleeping with me, and I knew she wouldn't want this to ever be more than a game. Would she?

Her hand started spanking each of my cheeks with a weak but steady cadence. Pat pat pat, pat pat pat, smack! Each time she got to the seventh strike, she popped the other cheek and went back to delivering three weak ones to each side.

At first, I was ready to laugh at the 'pain' she was inflicting. But when she didn't stop, things just got more and more uncomfortable. Not painful, yet, but the stinging in my ass slowly built up and the three light pats might as well have been a rough slap by the tenth cycle.

I couldn't stop blushing as I thought about what she was doing to me. Her hand spanking my ass while I willingly remained in this position. I would have stayed just like this for another hour, but Christina gave me a rough slap to finish the latest cycle and called out, "Time to either tap out or move on. Can the shorts come down, yes or no?"

For a moment, I thought about asking her to stop. We'd accomplished what we came here to do. A light spanking as a lax punishment for snooping around. But I couldn't pretend that I wasn't interested in going further. The stinging in my ass wasn't as painful as it was embarrassing. But there was something nice about that embarrassment.

I couldn't put my finger on it, but I wanted more of this. Maybe it was because I doubted I would get to experience this again if I said no. "Yes, Mistress."

"Good girl. I wasn't expecting that, but don't worry, I won't tell anyone," she said. Her fingers dipped into the hem of my shorts and she pulled them down to my ankles.

The cool air washed over my naked ass and she let out a quiet groan before commenting, "I forgot you weren't wearing panties. Well then, that makes this a little more exciting.

Before I could ask what she meant, I felt her fingers smack against my pussy and then she kept doing it. Weak, consistent spanking of my lower lips that made me feel both ashamed and incredibly turned on.

I didn't want her to stop, but I couldn't justify that I was letting my best friend's daughter play with me like this. Why did I need to justify it though? Christina and I were adults. We didn't need to answer to Gina.

"Yellow, Mistress," I mumbled. As long as she didn't go too far, I would let her keep playing. It felt strange and when her fingertips occasionally hit my clit, I did want to whimper, but I kept it all in.

"I want to hear a color, not a yes or no. Do you want me to make you cum?" she asked.

How could she be so damn confident? I was struggling to decide if I was willing to let her even look at me like this, but here she was, dropping bombs like that on me.

Still, I was already dripping. Maybe letting her get it out of her system would mean she would understand that this wasn't worth pursuing. I was too old for her and she should have been able to see that.

"Green, Mistress," I whispered quietly.

"Louder," she said as her fingers started gently splaying my labia.

"Green, Mistress," I called out loudly. Why was I letting her control me like this? Shouldn't I have been the one that dictated what was done to my body?

But. That wasn't fair to Christina. She was giving me options and my only real complaint was that I was being embarrassed. This twenty-one-year-old minx was making me into a horny mess. That just didn't seem right. But it felt right.

Two of her fingers dipped into my pussy and I sucked in a deep breath that was expelled in gasps. Her fingers probed deep into my slit and she curled them and rubbed against my sweet spot with each deep motion. She wasn't worried about slamming my pussy like some wild animal, no, this was controlled. Each time those fingertips ground against my g-spot, I bucked my hips back against her hand to try and get more of her.

She didn't stop me, but she did make me wait a little longer before she pumped back into me. I learned quickly to just keep myself still. Christina knew what she was doing and I needed to trust in her to get me off.

As soon as I stopped moving, her fingers started genuinely showing me what I'd been missing all my life. Even I couldn't get myself to this level of pleasure. In the span of a minute, Christina had me clutching the door frame with my toes curling.

"Are you close, slut?" she asked.

"Yes, Mistress!"

"Do you know what a good girl does before she cums?" Christina asked.

I shook my head and she stopped fingering me, "You ask for permission."

"Can I please cum, Mistress?" I asked. My ass was still heated from the spanking, but it was my other cheeks that burned. The embarrassment of asking Christina for something as sensitive as this made me feel like a child trying to get on their parent's good side-willing to do anything to get what they wanted.

Christina's fingers worked faster into my depths and I let out deep groans as my core tightened and my hips bucked from the building pressure inside me. Her other hand moved under my hips and she forced me to push against her as my pussy clenched around her fingers. My juices sprayed onto her free hand and she chuckled as she pulled her fingers out of my drenched womanhood.

"Good girl. Alright, pull your shorts back up and open my bathroom door. I've got to clean your mess off my hands," she said.

I hated how easy it was for me to obey her commands. Even if my Liam tried to hit me, I wasn't even sure if I was going to leave him. But if this was the kind of experience that might be waiting for me when I got back into the dating pool, was he even worth staying with?

After I got my shorts back into place, I opened her bathroom door and mumbled, "T-Thank you, Mistress."

"Don't worry about it, Daisy. We're done for now, though. You don't have to call me Mistress anymore," she said.

The bulge in her own shorts was much smaller than I remembered from this morning, but I could still see her arousal, "I could take care of you, Mistress."

She cocked her head to the side, "I said you didn't have to call me that. Did you really cum that hard?"

"Maybe I just like saying it, Christina. Besides, if you wanted me to take care of you like you did me, we wouldn't be finished playing," I said.

"We don't have time for that, Daisy. Besides, getting you off is one thing, but I wouldn't feel right by having the favor returned. This isn't a tit for tat thing, I enjoyed doing what we did, but I don't want you to do something else that you might regret."

I sighed and watched her wash her hands. "But what if I don't want to leave you like that? It's not regret, it's just being a good friend."

Christina turned and looked into my eyes, "How about this? You don't get to touch my cock until you've made up your mind about your husband. That means you tell him. I don't mind doing this, Daisy, but I'm not going to feel like I'm going to be replaced as your latest sex toy."

Her words stung a little, but I could understand where that frustration came from, "I understand. Sorry, I just wanted to make you happy."

I turned and walked out of her room and hurried back downstairs. As wonderful as I felt during the play, I really did hate that I couldn't get her off in return. She had done things that I didn't even dream possible. Who the hell would let someone their child's age spank them? I must be one desperate woman.

On the other hand. Maybe Christina just had something about her that made me want her to do those kinds of things to me. She came downstairs not too long after I did and that familiar bulge was back. I could guess that she took off her panties.

"You really don't need to be sorry, Daisy," she said as she sat on the couch beside me. "I haven't had the best luck with these kinds of things. My ex ended up using me for the things I was good at and made me feel like shit when it came to seeing my needs met. I'm just a little hesitant. I didn't mean to snap at you."

I could guess that she was doing her best to apologize. At least she didn't just drop a 'sorry' and leave things at that.

"I'm sorry to hear that they did that to you. I think I remember her if you're talking about that girl you dated not too long back," I mumbled.

Christina nodded, "Yeah. That one. I just don't want to push my luck, Daisy. You're a beautiful woman that deserves to be respected, but if I get too comfortable and you disappear, that would make things hard on me. I hope you can understand that."

"Of course I understand," I said. How could I not? She was just as a scared as I was about this entire situation. If Gina found out, she might flip her shit. If Liam managed to win me over, Christina would possibly have gotten her hopes up for nothing.

That thought made me uncomfortable. I didn't really consider how she might be looking at this in the long run, but I couldn't deny that she would be a damn good catch for me. Motivated, compassionate, and this shouldn't be a qualifier, but holy fuck she could make me squirt.

The sound of a car pulling into the driveway made Christina jump from the couch, "Don't say anything about what we did!"

"I don't want to get murdered either!"

We both laughed and Christina ran to the door and opened it for her mom. "Did you have fun at work today?"

"Oh, loads, you know how much I love it in there. Loads of perfume and tons of snobby women that think they'll be suddenly more desirable for having the more pricey bottles," Gina said.

Christina chuckled and hugged her mom, “Awesome, Daisy, you ready to go to Liam’s house?”

Hearing it called his house felt strange, but I stood from the couch and walked towards the door. “Yeah, fingers crossed that this won’t turn ugly…”


Chapter Six

As we headed over to Liam's house, Daisy had gone quiet. I couldn't say I blamed her. After what we did, I wouldn't be upset with her if she didn't say another thing to me ever. I knew that being caught up in the moment could lead people to do a lot of things, but pushing her as far as I did was probably wrong of me.

She deserved the pleasure, but I couldn't justify what I did still. That didn't mean I didn't love every second of our session. She was a wonderful submissive, receptive to my commands, vocal enough with what worked for her and what didn't. The only thing I could imagine that would make things better would be to have more time with her.

That wasn't something I was sure could happen though. Her husband wasn't the most accepting man and if he decided to get too violent, things might get even worse. I didn't want to fight him, but if it came down to it and I did win, then I'd likely get sued even though I'd be morally in the right.

That's just how rich fuckheads work. They tend to get off without many, if any, repercussions. If all of that did happen, I at least had one card up my sleeve. I fingered his wife and made her cum before they even got divorced.

It was petty of me, but I enjoyed knowing that I did that. With how she reacted, I couldn't imagine that her husband knew too much of what he was doing when it came to a woman's pleasure. Then again, I was trained as a submissive for a long while. It's why I knew I couldn't go back to living that way. I love the BDSM lifestyle and the D/s relationship, but my Domme did things that were unforgivable in my eyes.

My submissive would always know that she was loved. Even if I was a bit strict on her, she would know it was born from a place of love, not the need for control due to some fucked up desire for validation of power.

Daisy took a sharp breath as we walked up her driveway with her husband's car parked out front. I put a hand on her upper back, "If you don't want to do this, just tell me what to get, Daisy. I'll fetch it for you."

"It's fine, I can do this. I need to be the one that takes care of this problem," she said.

I smiled and guided her to the door and knocked loudly. A few moments later, Liam opened the door and frowned when he saw me.

"What do you want, tranny?" he asked.

"Well, I see that you've lost your self-respect. Daisy is going to grab her things, is that going to be a problem for you, shrimp dick?" I asked.

I could see the anger in his eyes but he shook his head, "I'll walk with her."

"Awesome, we can all have a nice little stroll through the house then," I said.

"You probably shouldn't come inside," he snarled.

I smiled warmly and gestured to the yard, "Then neither should you. I'll be blunt. I don't trust you to not put hands on her. So you either stay here with me or we all walk through the house. Either way it goes, Daisy isn't going to be alone with you."

He let out a huff of air and stepped past me, "I'm not going to have no tranny faggot in my house."

Daisy mumbled, "Liam, you don't have to act this way."

"No, it's fine. I don't mind it at all, I love when small-minded people try to get me stirred up," I said.

Daisy looked at me and I nodded to signal for her to go ahead and get her things. She didn't wait long before she headed off into the house to start packing. In the meantime, I positioned myself between Liam and the door.

There was a long uncomfortable silence before his shoulders finally slumped and he started pouting, "I fucked it all up, didn't I?"

"That you did," I said callously.

"She's going to leave, I love her. She can't leave me, not after all we've been through together!"

My brow furrowed, "If you expect that to make up for the things you've done to her, it's not really going to go far. She's a delicate soul. You must have understood that at some point, Liam. But something in you must have gotten tired of being loved unconditionally. Did you think it was some kind of secret that you were cheating on her? We all knew. No one said anything because then it makes things real for you two. Can't ignore something when everyone brings it up."

He glared at me, "That's none of your business, Travis."

"I'm going to ask you once not to use that name. It might just be better to go back to shutting our mouths. Otherwise, someone's going to be shitting their teeth out tomorrow," I said calmly.

Liam chuckled and took a step towards me, "Was that a threat?"

"No, I'm pretty sure I specifically went through the pain of not saying you would be shitting out your teeth. I like to give credit to people where it's due. You must have a lot of practice beating on women, so I figured I'd give you some points in that regard," I knew I was pushing buttons the moment the words came out of my mouth.

Liam took a step forward and threw clumsy punch my way. I stepped into the blow and turned my body, causing his arm to fold around my neck and then jutted my hips back into his and used my right arm to guide that momentum forward. The end result was Liam laying on his back in the grass. I didn't slam him or add any additional force. There was no need to. With a simple motion, he laid on his back looking up at the gloomy Washington skies.

"Well, that was fun. Maybe you should stop by the gym sometime, I could give you a few lessons," I taunted. Under most circumstances, I wouldn't have goaded him in the first place. But he was fucking with someone that couldn't defend herself before, now, he was dealing with someone that could stomp him into the ground. I had no respect for a man that turned to violence with their lover.

Self-defense was one thing, but outright anger didn't need to be channeled through punches.

He got off the ground and brushed himself off before heading to his car and got in. Liam slammed the car door and turned the car on before tearing out of his driveway. His tires peeled out on the road with a squealing ruckus that everyone in the neighborhood had to have heard.

Not long after that, Daisy came out with two large suitcases stuffed full, "What happened?!"

"Not too much. He said some shit, I said some shit, he tried to hit me, I put him on his back. I didn't hurt him anywhere but his pride," I said as I moved to take the suitcases from her.

"Are you sure you're okay? I know he was saying some pretty cruel things," she mumbled.

"I'm fine. Did you get everything you needed, Daisy?"

She looked at me and smiled warmly before lifting her left hand towards me. Her thumb and pointer finger on her right hand worked to pull off her wedding ring and she walked back to the doorway and balanced the ring on the doorknob.

"And I even left something for him," she said sweetly.

I couldn't help but feel my heart flutter as she walked back towards me and gave me a kiss on the cheek, "Because my Mistress doesn't need to feel like I'm just using her."

My cheeks warmed. It was far too early to tell if this was something that might end up being more permanent, but if it was, I might just have to stop masturbating. I got the sense that Daisy wasn't the kind of woman that would appreciate me not sharing my orgasms with her.

I couldn’t avoid asking the question on my mind. “So what happens now?”

Daisy started walking towards my mom’s house, “Well, now you help me put away my clothes.” Her hands slid down her waist and rested on her ass, “Then we could turn on that loud music of yours in the gym and let Gina know we’ll be working out.”

The obvious bait shouldn’t have worked so easily, but damn I wanted to enjoy that ass. I felt like I should have told her no. After just deciding to leave her husband, she should have some time to reflect. But Daisy didn’t seem to be upset in the slightest.

Maybe her husband acting like a prick wasn’t such a bad thing. If she was on the fence about going all the way before, now she had a clear mindset.

I followed her into the house and we gave mom a quick recounting of what happened.

“Oh, Chrissy, I’m so proud of you,” she said as she wrapped her arms around me.

“Mom, it’s not big deal,” I said while trying to keep my hips withdrawn. Having watched Daisy purposefully shake her ass every step of the way to our house, I was understandably aroused.

She hugged me tighter and then let go. There couldn’t have been much else more awkward than trying to hide my arousal from my mom, but hey, it was over.

“It is a big deal, sweetie. Remember the last time someone was being a bully? You almost had charges pressed against you,” mom said.

I rolled my eyes, “And I went to anger management, even if the fuck head deserved it.”

“I didn’t know you had to go to anger management,” Daisy said.

Mom smiled, “He did deserve it, but I think you learned quite a bit from the class even if you didn’t need it.”

“Patience is a virtue,” I mumbled. I picked up Daisy’s suitcases and started shuffling towards the basement. “But I think I need to hit the weights, mom. Work out a little stress.”

Daisy’s eyes cut to me and she gave me a knowing smirk.

“Sounds great, honey. Daisy, do you want to help me cook dinner?” mom asked.

Daisy looked at both of us and seemed torn on what to say. “Would you be upset if I wanted to go downstairs to put my things up? I might get on the treadmill as well. I’ve got all this adrenaline pumping through me right now.”

“I don’t mind at all! And I’m glad you decided to dump Liam. He doesn’t deserve you at all.”

I couldn’t agree with mom more, but right now I needed to get out of there before things got even more awkward. As bad as I wanted to fuck Daisy, I wasn’t going to intentionally let my mom know about us. They were best friends for quite some time now, since we moved in here about ten years ago. If things got more serious we would have to burn that bridge eventually.


Chapter Seven

I followed Christina downstairs. She put the suitcases by my bed and gave me a kiss on the cheek, “I’ll be back after I turn on the music.”

“I’ll get a few things ready for you then,” I said. Christina smiled and walked out of my room. There was a special something I packed just for Christina in my suitcase and I hurried to get it out. The pink lingerie set I bought a while back but never really had a chance to wear finally had a purpose.

By the time Christina came back in, I’d freshly applied my ruby red lipstick and slid on the lingerie. I waited on the bed with my hips in the air and when she stepped through the door, I called out quietly, “Mistress, I think I’ve been a bad girl.”

She chuckled and shut the bedroom door and locked it. “If you think you need to be punished, I’m pretty sure I can think of something to help you pay for that indiscretion.”

Now that he aggressive music was slightly shut out, I could start getting into our play. I’d genuinely done nothing wrong, at least, I didn’t think I messed up. But that didn’t mean I couldn’t try to get her in the mood.

“Well, Mistress, I used to sleep with a man. That was before I started calling you Mistress, of course, but I still feel like I should have known who to be obedient to this entire time,” I said. There wasn’t much logic behind what I was saying, how the hell was I supposed to know what would turn her on?

Christina slowly stripped her clothing away as she spoke, “I won’t hold it against you, baby. But I will make sure you get what you want. I just hope you don’t think that I’m going to spank you this time.”

She got on the bed and moved behind me. Her hands cupped my ass and she pulled the thong aside, “No, I think that a nice, hard, merciless pounding would do you well. What do you think about that, Daisy?”

I wiggled my hips at her, “I think that I’ve been a really naughty girl that deserves exactly that, Mistress.”

A flash of shame burned through my cheeks. I was practically begging my best friend’s daughter to fuck me. That shame slowly subsided as Christina started running her cock’s thick head up and down my folds. Why should I be ashamed of wanting to enjoy myself? Gina’s daughter or not, this was the woman I wanted to be with right now.

“I think you’re soaked. Are you already that much of a slut for me?” she teased.

Before I could get any words out, she eased the crown of her cock inside my entrance. A loud gasp escaped me as I felt just how large she really was. Liam wasn’t tiny, but in comparison, he sure felt like it. Christina’s shaft slowly eased into me and I could feel my walls stretching to accommodate her.

When her weight finally pressed against my ass, I let my head hang limp. I could feel a pressure in my core like I’d never experienced before. Even some of the larger dildos I owned couldn’t get close to the depth her cock was reaching right now.

Christina slowly pulled out of me and pushed back in. She started with slow strokes and I was already struggling to keep my eyes open. Each time her length shifted inside me, I felt a wave of pleasure wash over me and threaten to steal away my strength. Sex had never felt this great, but Christina hadn’t even truly started fucking me yet.

Her hands ran up and down my back and as she rocked herself into me, “It’s a shame we don’t have more time before dinner, baby. I’d love to make you beg me to stop making you cum.”

Those hands grasped my hips and she stopped moving for a second, “But we can do that tomorrow while mom is at work. For now, I want to make you mine. Any complaints?”

“Green, Mistress!” I called out, remembering to use some of the lessons she taught me earlier. It might have been inappropriate for the moment, but I wanted to devote to this lifestyle.

Her fingers tightened and she slammed into me with enough force to shake the bed, “Then try not to scream too loud. I want to be able to hear my music.”

I wasn’t allowed to respond to her. The chaotic music seemed to dictate her pace. Her cock hammered into me, stroke after stroke making me moan and scream. There was no pause, even when the songs changed, she just kept going. Liam never had this kind of stamina and I couldn’t withhold my own orgasms.

Occasionally, during a chorus, she would slide her hand down to my clit and rub furiously while continuing to thrust into me. Between the sensations of her cock and the fingers, I couldn’t stop myself from squirting onto the bed beneath us. She either didn’t notice or didn’t care. I was leaning towards the latter of those options.

My thighs were soaked with a mixture of sweat and my own juices and yet, she still showed no signs of slowing. I twisted to look behind me. Christina’s firm core and toned muscles were truly a sight to behold. Her core flexed and relaxed as she thrust, her thighs doing the same. Every part of her seemed to work in unison to pull me towards her as she pushed into me.

The trails of sweat running down her body made me question just how long she would take. If every time I wanted to get her off took this long, I might just have to start scheduling it into my calendar.

Christina’s hands finally slid to my ass and she spread me further as she grumbled, “I’m close.”

All I could do in response was moan. That’s when the unexpected happened. The music went silent just as Christina’s cock started throbbing within me. Her thick, hot cum pumped deep into my pussy and she let out quiet groans as she filled me to the brim.

There was a soft knock on the door and Gina’s voice called out, “When you two finish, dinner is ready.”

Christina’s hands moved to my lower back and she whispered quietly, “Busted.”

Even though I knew I probably should have felt guilty, I didn’t. Gina could know about us, she would eventually anyway. If Christina would take me, I would gladly be her partner and that was more than enough for me.

When Christina slowly pulled out of me, she spoke quietly, “Turn around and clean me off, baby.”

“What about dinner, Mistress?” I asked.

“It can wait a few more minutes. We’ve still got to get dressed anyway. If we’re going to get bitched at by mom, the least we can do is enjoy ourselves,” she said.

I didn’t argue with her. Christina knew Gina better than anyone, so if she said it was okay to keep her waiting a little longer, I would listen to her. I turned to face her and took her softening cock into my mouth. The sweet taste of my juices and the slightly salty taste of her cum made for a delicious treat.

Dessert before dinner would ruin my appetite, but I didn’t much care.

We finished and used a towel to dry off before getting dressed again. I left my lingerie on and just threw on a pair of pajama pants and a t-shirt. Christina got back into her other clothes and we both headed upstairs, ready to face the music.

Gina had our plates fixed and smiled warmly at us as we sat at the table. “I really wish you two would have told me you were going to start seeing one another. It would have been so much nicer to just give you two some time alone rather than hear you two go at it.”

My cheeks warmed. Christina smiled and shrugged her shoulders.

Gina continued, “But I’m happy for you both. I guess this means I should probably ask you if you want to just stay here until you two can get your own place.”

I nodded, “I would love to stay here, Gina. I know it’s probably uncomfortable for you to have heard that, but I really do care for your daughter.”

“Chrissy is a sweet girl, even if she is a little misunderstood. I think it would help you both out to have one another,” Gina said softly.

Christina started cutting into her steak, “The way I see it, life is too short to get hung up on who knows who. I think that Daisy is a wonderful woman and I hope that I can be a good wife to her someday.”

I looked at Christina and mumbled, “Hold your horses, I’ve still got to get divorced legally and we’ve got to spend some time to make sure this isn’t just a flash in the pan.”

“I’m aware of that. Doesn’t mean I can’t go into this with the intention of making an honest woman out of myself,” Christina said.

“You two are going to work out fine. I’ve got a good feeling about this. It’s about time you two have caught a break.”

I nodded, “Thanks, Gina. And thank you, Christina.”

Things were looking up. Even though I was almost twice Christina’s age, I felt like there was a real relationship to be had here. Time would tell, but Gina was right. I had a good feeling about this.


Message from the Author

Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed this and I want to let you all know I appreciate each and every reader. Please consider leaving a review, they are a huge help!

3 Futa on Female Erotic Shorts

10 Futa on Top Erotic Stories

3 Futa on Female Erotic Shorts Vol. 2

3 Futa on Male Erotic Shorts

3 Futa on Male Erotic Shorts Vol. 2

4 Complete Series of Futas On Top!

3 Futa of the House Erotic Shorts

Fertile for the Futa Stories 1-5

For my other stories, follow the first link below! If you’re absolutely in love with my work and want to contact me, feel free to follow the link to my Patreon where you can find a link to my Discord or shoot me an email at TheAliceLayne@gmail.com

Alice Layne's Erotica

Alice Layne's Patreon

OEBPS/image_8.jpg





