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Story One

Futa Rockstar Fantasies

Taking a Nerdy Fan Backstage


I cheered wildly as the show came to an end. Coming out to see Diana was worth every penny I spent on my front-row ticket. I didn’t feel like I belonged in the crowd at all, most of these guys were hardcore metalheads and here I was with my thin-rimmed glasses with a tiny frame. They started a mosh at one point during the show, but instead of being pushed into the pit, I was actively avoided. Who knew metalheads could be so kind? Then again, trampling someone my size would be quite horrible to live with, I guess.

On stage Diana, the lead singer of The Purple Fever, finished with the last verse of her final song. She dressed in a pair of tight skinny jeans and one of her own band shirts. The tank top didn’t do much to hide her body, those toned arms and perky breasts being the most interesting feature. A few times during the show, her shirt had lifted up enough to show her toned core and I couldn’t help but feel like this was what love felt like.

I didn’t know much about love, but her short black hair and sky blue eyes made me believe in the concept of love at first sight. Even though I’d seen her quite a few times, each time felt like it would lead to something far more wonderful.

The final song came to a close and Diana spoke into the microphone in her hand, “I love you mother fuckers!”

A general chorus called out resoundingly, “We love you, Diana!”

She let out a guttural growl into the microphone much to the excitement of the crowd. The wolf was on the prowl. It wasn’t uncommon for Diana to take one of her fans backstage after one of her shows. Sometimes it didn’t happen, but other times it became the best part of the show. No one knew exactly what happened when she took them backstage, we could all guess what it might be. My heart pounded in my chest as I watched, excited to see which lucky person would go with her. It was hard to tell with all of the lighting on the stage. All of the people in the crowd were excitedly jumping and trying to make themselves more visible to her. I couldn’t do more than cower behind some of these larger figures.

Her finger pointed towards the crowd, “I want…” She took a few more moments to let her finger drift over the crowd. “You.” I felt hands clapping me on the back and I nearly crumpled. The glare of the stage lights made it hard to see, but Diana apparently picked me. There must have been a mistake and I remained where I was for a few moments. Diana called out again, “The nerdy girl, front row. Blonde hair, I can’t see your fucking eyes, but I want your little ass up here. Now!”

I was pushed to the stage by surprisingly gentle hands. These metalheads that were supposed to be angry degenerates were already making themselves friends in my book. I nervously climbed onto the stage and uncomfortably held my wrists as I averted my eyes from the crowd. In what world would Diana want a shrimpy girl like me? She stalked towards me with her microphone still in hand. Her arm draped around my shoulder and I could smell her musky scent. The sweat trickled down her face and after her performance on stage, I couldn’t say anything about the smell.

She brought the microphone between us and asked, “Tell us your name, gal.”

“Tina,” I said in my soft voice. This much pressure was insane, I don’t know how Diana managed to get in front of this kind of crowd. There had to be at least fifteen hundred people watching me right now.

Diana gave me a pat on the back, “Well, Tina, you’re about to get to see what backstage looks like. How do you feel about that?”

In possibly the most pathetic display of my life, I mumbled, “Good.”

“Glad to hear that. We’re going to have to work on growing a pair of balls for you. Later mother fuckers!” she cried out. Diana dropped the microphone and threw up the peace sign as she guided me off the stage and back into the underbelly of the arena.

As soon as we were out of sight, she let her arm fall from my shoulders to my waist, “You’re not too scared, are you?”

Without all of the eyes on me, it was a little easier to relax. That didn’t stop me from being utterly starstruck, “N-No, ma’am.”

“Ma’am would imply that I’m a respectable young lady,” her hand slid down my waist and her fingers slipped into my tight jeans. The hem of my panties had Diana’s fingers in them. How fucking lucky was I?

“I-I look up to you, Diana.”

“Well, we need to find you better role models. If you knew what I had to do in order to make it where I am…”

My curiosity was piqued, “What do you mean?”

She pushed open the door to a room with her name on it. After being ushered in, she closed the door behind her and locked it. Diana turned back to me, “I’ve just had to give up so much of myself to make it in this industry. It’s nothing you should worry about, Tina.”

My heart sank in my chest. If she was willing to tell me this, it had to be weighing on her mind. I stepped closer to her and hugged her, “It’s okay, Diana. You don’t have to hide this from me. You’re a person too, you know?”

Her arms squeezed around me, “Doesn’t feel like I am sometimes.”

This got uncomfortable quickly. I patted her on the back and spoke softly, “Hey, hey, it’s alright. I’m here for you, Diana.”

Diana pulled away and offered a weak smile, “I’ll be fine. Sorry about that, I should be more professional, shouldn’t I?”

I might have let her obvious attempt at deception slide if it wasn’t for the single tear making its way down her face. “Diana, you’re not fine. You’re a sensational lead singer and you’ve been on tour for nearly a year straight. You’re not fine, you’re sacrificing your life for your music. Is that really what you want to do?”

The words felt wrong to say. Diana was my favorite singer, her band’s music had gotten me through some pretty rough times. Even suggesting that she stop touring for a while made me feel nauseous.

“I don’t want to do it, Tina. I don’t want to keep touring, god my bassist is a complete asshole. Our drummer is an addict and if it wasn’t for Jeremy on lead guitar, I’d have gone insane by now. This life isn’t as glamorous as people think it is,” she mumbled.

“So quit. You can still do that, Diana. You don’t have to be a slave to the music.”

She sighed and shook her head, “It’s not that easy.”

“It could be.”

“What do you know of it, Tina? I get that you’re trying to be helpful, but do you know how many letters I get from fans who say I make their life worth living? This is a fucked up industry and if it wasn’t for the people, I wouldn’t care. I’d quit and watch this shit burn. But I can’t, not when people count on me.”

“And who do you count on, Diana?” I asked. She went silent and shook her head. Diana turned away from me and walked into her bathroom and started stripping.

Her tank top peeled away and I caught the sight of her perky breasts before she turned her back to me. Diana’s tight pants were pushed down and her thong followed suit. Her wide hips were complete with a delicious ass and I couldn’t pretend that she wasn’t gorgeous. Even with the seriousness that hung in the air, I could feel my panties getting wet and the burning between my thighs.

She turned back to me and I let out an audible gasp. Between her legs hung a thick cock, “You just going to stand there? I need to take a shower, you’re more than welcome to join me. Didn’t think I invited you back here to just talk about our feelings, did you?”

My eyes couldn’t pull away from that delicious shaft. I didn’t know that my favorite singer had a cock and with how tight her jeans typically were, it did surprise me.

“Is this a problem?” she took her cock in her hand and gave it a slow stroke.

“N-No, I just didn’t expect it. You, uh…”

“I tuck it. I don’t know how many of my fans dream of fucking a tight pussy when they think of me, but I’d assume that it’s a high number. Wouldn’t want to hurt the boy's feelings, would I?” she asked with a wink.

I nervously approached her and started undressing. Her body shouldn’t have been able to accommodate such a large cock, not that I was going to complain. If Diana wanted to fuck me, I wouldn’t stop her. That would be a dream come true. “Of course you wouldn’t, I just, uh… It’s hard to stop looking at it.”

“Then don’t stop looking at it? I don’t much mind, if you just want to watch me, however, we might have a problem,” she stepped into the shower.

I hurried to get out of my clothes and joined her in the shower. Her toned body kept my attention captive and I nearly jumped out of my skin as she pulled my glasses off my face. “You don’t want these to get all wet, do you?”

“No I don’t, thank you,” I said.

She tossed them out of the shower and I hoped that they weren’t broken, but her hands fell to the sides of my head. Diana pushed me against the cold wall of the shower and pressed her hips against mine as she kissed me. Her tongue didn’t hesitate to slide into my mouth and I had no intention of stopping her.

Her hands slid down my body and my hips ground against her. This was the woman of my dreams. I couldn’t count how many nights I’d slammed my dildo into my soaked pussy while thinking of her. How she would lick and tease my flower before fucking me with a toy while she sat on my face. While I was a nerd on the outside, my mind was as perverse as any other deviant’s.

Diana’s hands pulled away from my hips and I moaned into the kiss, desperate for her touch. When they returned, it was with a sharp slap to each of my cheeks. Her hands gripped my ass and spread me open for a moment. Unable to take it anymore, I pulled away from the kiss and she looked into my eyes, “Something wrong?”

“I want you, Diana.”

“Well, that’s a shame, isn’t it?” she asked.

My heart sunk, “W-What?”

“You think I’m just going to fuck you without getting something out of it?”

Was she trying to get me to pay her to have sex with me? I could understand her living a rough life, but I couldn’t imagine her being broke. Her latest album was number one on the charts for nearly six months, surely she had some pocket change. “Excuse me?”

“You don’t need an excuse. I want you to let me record us having sex. Don’t worry, no one else will see it. I just like to have little souvenirs of the places I’ve been. And the people I’ve done…”

Maybe I should have offered to pay her instead. The thought of being recorded wasn’t exactly pleasant. What if she decided to share it with someone or someone found it by accident. Neither would be exactly pleasant. But at the same time, I didn’t want to leave Diana’s room without enjoying what she had to offer. That massive cock she sported would probably change how I viewed the world.

If I was lucky, she might open up to me a little more after we had sex. I don’t know if that would do anything for her, but knowing that I at least tried to help such a wonderful force in my life would do me wonders.

“F-Fine, but I want to keep a copy too,” I said, reaching a compromise.

She nodded, “I can send one to your phone. But if you ever show it to anyone or I find it got leaked, you know I’ll find you and beat the shit out of you, don’t you?”

I shrugged, “I don’t think that’s going to be a problem. Besides, if I wanted to hurt you, why would I bother coming to your concerts to support you?”

Diana’s warm smile melted my heart and she closed in to give me a quick kiss. The water continued to sprinkle us and she took a step back, “I do want to get clean first, but I’m down to fuck you in the shower. You cool with that?”

“I’d love to. I’ve always wanted to have sex in a shower. Or at all,” I mumbled the last part.

“Are you a virgin?” her brow furrowed.

“I mean, I’ve used toys before, but I’ve never had the real thing.”

She gestured to her cock, “You realize I’m nearly eleven inches, don’t you? Are you sure you can handle something that big?”

I nodded my head, “If I can’t, I’m sure you can find a way to fit it in me anyway. I want you, Diana.”

She sighed and nodded her head, “Talk about fan service, am I right?”

We took a few minutes to clean up, then she turned the heat down so that the water was rather cold. I looked at her with a curious expression and she flashed me another smile, “Can you imagine how much warmer I’ll feel against you when you’re cold?” The logic made sense, even if being splashed with freezing water felt awful. “I’ll be right back. Do you think hanging my camera on the shower rod is a bad idea? Probably, fuck it, if it doesn’t make it through our fun, you’ll get to have a second round with me.”

She stepped out of the shower and left a trail of water behind her as she went into her room for a moment. Diana came back and used a hangar to prop the camera up and looked at me. “Don’t think about the camera being here, chick. If you do, you’re going to act weird. Just focus on me, alright”

“I will. Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked. Maybe I was beating a dead horse. I didn’t want her to do this and feel like that was all I wanted from her. Coming backstage with her and getting a glimpse at the person being the persona was beyond amazing. I didn’t know if I could look at her in the same light anymore. That might not be a bad thing. She was stronger than I could have ever imagined. This career was one she pursued because of her fans, something I found respectable.

“Yeah, look chick, if you’re having second thoughts, I don’t mind you walking out of here. I’m not going to judge, but I am going to ask that you don’t mention my cock to other people. Being well known for being the front woman of a so called satanic metal band is bad enough, the press would have a field day if they found out about my dick.”

“I’m not going to leave, and I’m not going to tell anyone about your thing,” I whispered.

She stepped into the shower. The cold water made her shudder and she shook leaned in close to me, “My thing, huh? I someone not wanting to say a dirty word?”

“It’s not that!” I huffed. “I just don’t want to call it a dick. You’re a woman and I don’t want to associate your dick with your person. It just feels weird.”

“Aw, you’re a sweetie. My girl-cock is part of my person, isn’t it? Do you not like it?” she asked in a taunting voice.

I rolled my eyes, “Turn the camera on and find out, Diana.”

She reeled back and smiled at me, “This kitty has claws! I love it.” Diana reached back and fiddled with the camera for a moment. The red light came on and turned green, with the stage set, she turned back towards me and pointed to the wall. “Ass out, chick.”

Sex in a shower was something I’d watched videos of, probably not too unlike what was about to be recorded. With a general understanding of what I should do, I put my hands on the wall and presented Diana with my hips. I expected her cock to press against my folds. She ran her icy fingers along my heated pussy and without warning, she pushed two of them in deep.

“Such a greedy little slit. It seems I did pick the right girl tonight, didn’t I?” she asked.

Her personality seemed to shift with the camera coming on. While I could see the normal side of her before, this seemed like an act all over again. Just like when she was back on stage. I turned to her and looked into her eyes. They were hollow, no sign of love, no sign of compassion in them.

I sighed and pulled away from her fingers. This wasn’t what I wanted. I didn’t want to be a toy for her pleasure, I wanted to be someone she enjoyed. Someone she could unwind with after her show. My hands reached for the faucets and I turned the water off. She looked at me as if I’d stabbed her, “What are you doing?”

“Not you,” I mumbled as I stepped out of the shower and reached for a towel.

She followed me out, “What the fuck? What changed, chick?”

“You did. Is this just another act for you? Just another show that you don’t want to be a part of? I’m not here to be your routine fuck, Diana. I thought that you might be capable of treating me like a person when we were making love, but this… This is just another notch for you.”

Her eyes lowered to the floor and she reached up to turn off the camera. I tried to finish drying off before she could lure me back in, but her words caught me by surprise. “I’m sorry, Tina. I really am,” she sighed and a rush of air followed. Diana moved to my side and offered me my glasses, “I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

If her words didn’t sound so laden with guilt, I would have put my clothes back on and stormed out. But I couldn’t leave her. Diana was struggling and I understood that all too well. My own lust was enticed, but I wouldn’t sell my soul to have sex with her. If this couldn’t feel right, then it would be a lost opportunity.

“You know what’s wrong with you, Diana? You’re scared of letting anyone know you have feelings. You’re so damn used to this lifestyle that no matter how toxic it is, you want to be stuck in the center of it all. Why can’t you just get in the moment and enjoy it for what it is? This isn’t a routine thing that you have to do, and if it is, I don’t want to be a part of it,” I said.

Her eyes met with mine and I could see that my words were sinking in. The faintest sign of tears became apparent and they soon bubbled up and spilled over. Diana’s shoulders slumped and she turned away from me, “You should go, Tina.” That distorted voice didn’t sound like she needed me gone.

I walked behind her and put my hands around her waist, “You shouldn’t do what’s easy. I know that having me leave would let you go back to hiding behind your mask. But you can’t do that. You have to stay strong, Diana. If you’re going to have problems with it, that’s fine. I can help you with a problem, but if you’re going to pretend that everything is fine, we’re going to have an issue.”

Her hands settled over mine. She was trembling and I kissed her neck before continuing, “You don’t have to be alone, Diana. You don’t have to make this all seem like it’s a burden you have to take on by yourself.”

“Who would want to live this kind of life with me? Having to always be on the road, be away from their family and friends, and never getting to enjoy time off.”

“I would.”

“You wouldn’t,” she mumbled.

I pulled my hands from underneath hers and took her by the shoulders. Spinning her to face me, I gave her a soft kiss on her lips and looked into those beautiful blue eyes. “You don’t get to tell me what’s best for me. Stop being so selfish. Didn’t I tell you I looked up to you? I still do. You know why?”

“N-No.”

“Because you’re strong. You said it yourself. Your drummer is an addict and your bassist is an asshole. This life changes people, but you’re doing everything you can without having to rely on anything else. You’re a determined woman with morals. You’re willing to carve your name into history using nothing but your sheer will. That’s why I can look up to you, Diana,” I whispered.

She rested her head on my shoulder and sighed heavily. “This was supposed to be a night you would never forget. I was supposed to give you a story you would never get tired of telling.”

“What makes you think that this isn’t still that?”

“How could it be?”

I put my arms on her waist and spoke softly, “Maybe it’s time to change things up, Diana. Maybe you shouldn’t put your mask on any time that you would have to expose your emotions.”

She shifted her hips to get her cock away from my thigh, “I don’t know how, Tina.”

“Neither do I, Diana. But,” I pulled her back towards me, “running away doesn’t seem like the right direction.”

Diana smiled weakly at me, “Maybe not, but I don’t think it’s the smartest thing to have me this close to you. Emotional or not, I am still a little turned on.”

“I would be lying if I said I wanted to stop what we were doing earlier, Diana. But I couldn’t let you do that to yourself. You looked miserable,” I said softly.

She slowly rocked her hips against me, “I didn’t mean to upset you. Sex hasn’t been more than physical for me in years.”

“And why can’t we change that?”

“Because tomorrow, I’ll be gone. Back on the road. Why would you want to get invested in me just to have me out of your life?” Diana cocked her head to the side.

I sighed and shook my head, “I work at a fast food joint that treats me like absolute shit. I haven’t been on speaking terms with my family for quite a while. Why do you think I can relate to your music so much? This isn’t the first concert I’ve come to, you know. If you don’t want to be alone, if you don’t want to keep chasing momentary relief, why don’t you do something about it? Let me come with you. I can learn to do whatever work you need. I’ll do it for minimum wage and as little as you need, as long as you’re feeding me and I have a place to sleep.”

She pulled away from me and walked into her room and sat on her bed. Her head rested in her hands and she stayed quiet for a moment. I didn’t want to interrupt her, but I’d just put everything on the line for her. If this didn’t work out, not only would I feel like a complete idiot, but I would also have to go back to living the same life I’d been living. After putting it into words, I really didn’t want to go back to my job. Hell, going back to my shared studio apartment wouldn’t be something I wanted to do anymore.

My life was pretty shitty, but I managed to keep my head up, hoping for a chance to finally enjoy life. This might be that chance, but I wasn’t just offering her this avenue for me. Diana was in a bad spot, she didn’t need money, she needed emotional stability.

“How long would you need to get ready to leave?” she asked.

“If you promise not to leave while I’m gone, three hours? I’ll text my boss, leave my roommate two months rent, and then pack my shit. I don’t have too much, I promise it won’t take up too much space,” my words came out faster than I’d intended, but I couldn’t restrain my excitement.

“You sure you want to do this, Tina? You’re asking to be assaulted by paparazzi, hated by my fans, exposed to so much publicity that you’re going to scream, and so much more.”

While none of that sounded exactly pleasant, this was something I did want. It was a chance at a relationship and a chance to be worth something to someone. I walked to the bed and sat beside her, “I’m sure. Diana, just tell me that you’ll be real with me. That’s all it’s going to take for me to go with you.”

“I will do my very best, but I’m not perfect, Tina.”

“I don’t need you to be,” I whispered.

She turned to me and kissed me. Instead of rampant lust guiding the kiss, passion took the reigns. Diana started slow and gently pushed me onto my back as she deepened the kiss. With her warmth moving over my body, I could feel her huge length pressing against my stomach and trailing down my hips. Each time she took a breath, I could feel that warmth rush along my breasts. My nipples hardened and I moaned into the passionate kiss.

Diana broke away from the kiss and looked deep into my eyes. I couldn’t deny the warmth that radiated from her, the nervousness she displayed by biting her lower lip. This didn’t feel routine anymore, this felt like she had something to prove to me. She spoke softly, “Do you want to keep going?”

“Is your album still the number one on the charts?” I asked.

She smiled warmly, “If you’re going to stroke something, I’ve got a cock, baby. My ego gets stroked enough on Twitter.”

I laughed and looked at her cock. The damn thing was big enough to have its own zip code, but I wanted to take it. I wanted her to take me, “I’d rather you put it in me. Stroking it feels like a first date kind of thing, we’re still at the meeting one another phase.”

“Then I think we’re skipping steps,” she said with a smirk.

“Do you have the guidebook to how to date a rockstar?”

She looked around the room, “I don’t see it, must have left it on the tour bus.”

“Then we’ll just have to go over the other steps later,” I said with a grin.

Diana shifted back onto her knees and grabbed my hips, “Roll onto your side. I want to be able to look at all of you while I make love to you.”

The word choice made me smile and I happily obliged her request. I spread my legs as far as I could and drew my outer leg close to my chest to give her the best access to my drenched desire.

She wasted no time. The thick head of her cock rubbed along my slit, teasing my folds and pleasuring my sensitive bead, “Are you sure you want this, Tina?”

“Stop asking me, baby. I need it, please stop teasing me!” I said desperately.

Her massive crown moved back to my entrance and she pushed until my tight pussy stretched enough to wrap around her girl-cock. I let out a long moan as she slid further into me. While I hadn’t experienced a cock like hers, I frequently fucked myself silly which made the first half of her cock easy to take. After, I felt my walls struggling to accept the rest of her.

The head of her cock pressed against my cervix and I let out a gasp. The warmth of her skin against mine brought a sense of accomplishment with it. She stopped moving, “Are you okay?”

“Y-Yeah. You’re so fucking deep in me,” I groaned.

“Should I pull out?”

“Fuck no, I love it. How much more is there?” I asked.

She leaned down to kiss my cheek and slowly rolled her hips into me, “You’ve already taken all of it.” Diana let out a low moan as she continued to work her cock into my pussy. “Maybe you’re an angel, Tina. You showed up at the perfect time in my life, you’re ready to come with me, and you’re a perfect fit for my cock. How else would you explain it?”

I move my outer leg down until my foot rested over her calf so I could feel a little closer to her. “I don’t know, aliens?”

“I love that meme,” she said with a giggle. “But I love how you feel around my cock so much more, baby. Are you ready for me to get started?”

I nodded. She moved a little away from me, pressing her hands onto the bed to get a steady base. Her strokes became longer, her cock kissing my cervix with each movement. My previously quiet moans couldn’t be restrained anymore. Her coconut scented body wash smelled far more intoxicating than it should. Maybe it was the heat of the moment, I couldn’t tell. All I knew was that she was my ambrosia.

The sound of her heavy balls clapping against me made my cheeks turn red. This was the most taboo act, if anyone knew that I slept with someone on the first night of knowing them, they would gossip forever. Not to mention giving that person my virginity. If that wasn’t enough, finding out that I had plans to run away with a rockstar, what more could they need to talk about behind my back?

Diana’s blissful moans echoed my own and she leaned further over me. Her breasts settled against my back and her warmth radiated through me. My heart soared and my core tightened. I’d never felt such love and affection. My life felt complete right now, even though I knew who Diana was on the surface, she was still almost a stranger to me. Yet I still knew that she and I would complete one another.

My orgasm built within me and I bucked my hips as much as I could into her strokes. Each time she pressed into me, I could feel the pressure building, ready to be released. Her moans turned into grunts and she spoke in a rushed tone, “I’m about to cum!”

“P-Please!” I screamed. Diana hammered her massive girl-cock into me a few more times. My walls tightened around her and my pussy unleashed a torrent of juices onto the sheets below. Her cock pounded into me a few last times and she sunk deep into me. Thick ropes of girl-cum spurted deep into me and I hoped that I would get pregnant. I felt I could trust her to take care of the child. She wasn’t wrong when she said we met at the perfect time, this was too perfect to not be fate.

She panted and slowly pulled out of my depths, a stream of cum following it out. Diana whispered, “Give me five minutes and then we can get dressed, baby.”

I rolled onto my back and nodded, “Why are we getting dressed?”

“So we can go get your things.”

“I thought you were going to stay here?” I asked.

Diana shifted closer to me and laced her fingers through mine. She gave me a peck on the lips and smiled at me, her blue eyes beaming, “I wouldn’t want you to think I wouldn’t be here when you got back.”


Story Two

My Futa Best Friend

A Time of Need


“I was drunk and it was my bachelor party, babe, you can’t hold this against me, can you?” he asked.

“Get out. I don’t want to see you again, asshole. You fucking proposed to me and cheated on me the day before our wedding? Get the fuck out!” I screamed. I hated him. So fucking much. After two years of being ‘faithful’, Joseph decided to cheat on me the night before our wedding.

He sighed and walked out of our house with his car keys, “I love you, Ella.”

I couldn’t say anything as he left. I didn’t want him here anymore, over the course of our relationship, my faith had been tested. I held firm. The night before our wedding, he caved. What more was there to say?

I took out my phone and sent a mass text to everyone that was invited and told them the wedding was off. Maybe I was being harsh by letting everyone, including him, see the text about his infidelity. Maybe I didn’t care anymore.

I got a few texts back rather quickly and after I put out the immediate fires, I responded to one in particular.

Trish: Hey, sorry about dude being a twat waffle. I’m still your bridesmaid, but I’m also your best friend. That being said, can I come over and keep you company?

Me: Yeah. Bring some whiskey. And a pizza. I don’t want to cook.

Trish: With pineapple right? Are you one of those heathens?

Me: Eat my ass. Yeah, Hawaiian pizza.

Trish: Don’t tempt me, you’re single now.

The text made me smile, and while yeah, Trish was pretty hot. She has also been my best friend since I was thirteen. Back when she was a he. Had anyone else made the joke so soon, I would’ve knocked their teeth out. But she got the pass, this time.

An hour later, Trish knocked on my door and I let her in, “Damn girl. You’re sexy as fuck in those panties. You sure you don’t want to throw something else on?”

I looked down to the white bra and panties I wore. Maybe the lace stockings were a little overboard, but I was going to show Joseph a damn good time tonight. Looking at her, she was no slouch herself. Fiery red hair, stunning green eyes, and that same goofy smile I loved, she cut quite a figure.

“Nah, what’s the worst thing that could happen. Your little buddy wakes up and tells me I’m pretty?”

“Seriously, Ella. Chill. I’m trying not to think too much about it.”

“So what, I’m single now, it shouldn’t matter.”

“But you broke up with him because he cheated on you after two years of being engaged and three years total dating. That can’t be easy,” she said.

“You know, Trish. You could have been in his shoes,” I walked to my couch and sat down.

She followed. After she put the pizza and whiskey down, she plopped next to me, “I don’t know about that. We were close, but you never seemed interested after I transitioned.”

“Yeah, I was more terrified that everyone would talk about us. It was bad enough that the video of me groping your boobs got around.”

She laughed and nodded, “That was a crazy party and no one should have taken that seriously.”

“Ugh, that’s how I met Joseph. He defended me and everything seemed so nice for a while. But now I’ve got to question how many other honeypots he dipped his stick in,” I mumbled.

“Hey, don’t worry about it. Take some time, get yourself mentally comfortable and get back out there. This is just a setback. You’re twenty-four. You’ve got a life ahead of you still.”

“What if I don’t want to give it time?” I asked. Not because I particularly wanted to sleep around right now, but I wanted to play devil’s advocate.

“Then don’t? I mean, if you want to find a rebound, that’s cool too. I would rather not hear them pounding you though, so I’d have to ask you to at least wait until after we’ve had our fill of pizza,” Trish opened the box and offered me a slice.

I took it and immediately regretted it, “Fuck that’s hot!”

“So are you,” she grabbed a slice of pizza.

“Nah, I’m average at best.”

“You’ve got blonde hair, blue eyes, a soft chin, perky tits, and god damn I’d kill for hips like yours,” Trish said. Those comments came a little too easy and I looked at her with a puzzled expression.

“Think about me much?” I asked as a joke.

“More than I should, probably. But let’s not go there tonight.”

I took a bite of the pizza and leaned into the couch. I let my legs spread slightly and watched as Trish’s eyes trailed my body and looked at the outline of my pussy.

“Like what you see?”

“Son of a bitch, I’m sorry. I’m really not trying to do this to you, El,” she said.

I smiled and picked my leg up and put my foot in her lap. My panties stretched tight over my slit and she couldn’t take her eyes away. “Enjoy it all you want. I’m single, right?”

Trish groaned and I could feel her cock under my foot. It kept growing, even when I thought it would have been as hard as it could get, “Damn sweetie, you’re really packing down there.”

“Ella, I can’t keep calm if you keep on. I don’t want to take advantage of you. Please don’t do this right now. A week from now. Two. A month, fuck, a year. I’ll wait, but god damn please not right now. I don’t want to be a rebound,” she said.

I cocked my head to the side and shifted my foot down her thigh to let her relax. “You would wait a year for me?” I knew she was interested in me, but that’s a level of devotion I didn’t expect from her. We’ve been good friends for years. The best of friends. But did her feelings really run that deep?

“It’s hard to rush what’s right. I didn’t want to say anything. I really didn’t. You seemed so happy with Joseph, but fuck, I couldn’t stand seeing him touching you. When I’d come over to watch the cooking channel with you and he’d hold you. It was the simplest shit, I don’t even cook all that well. But it was something you liked. So I wanted to be there. But those fucking arms around your waist always made my blood boil,” her hand clenched and she put the pizza down. “I’ve lost my appetite.”

How could I have been so oblivious? From what it sounded like, I’d practically tortured this beautiful woman. Had she said something, I would have stopped inviting her over so much. But, as I thought about it, that would be why she never said anything. She knew me too well.

My foot moved back to her lap and my toes stroked her bulge, “I’m sorry I did that to you. You know I wouldn’t have if I knew, don’t you?”

“You’re a blonde. You get a pass on being a little out of it. Your foot is on my dick again. I really don’t want you to start something I have to finish. Please?” she tried to lighten the mood again.

I kept rubbing her cock, “You’re not going to be the one finishing it. Let me finish this slice of pizza and wash my hands. Trish, I’m not looking for love right now. You know that, don’t you?”

“I’ve already found it, but I’m patient. Things work out when they need to.”

I scarfed down the pizza and got up to wash my hands. On the way to the kitchen, I made a nice showing of swaying my hips for her. Her groan made me smile.

Back in the living room, Trish stood facing away from me. She looked at me when I walked in the room and shook her head, “I can’t let you do anything for me tonight. Look, we can have a drink, but you’re going to your room to sleep and I’m going to take the couch. Tomorrow, if you’re still thinking the same thing I am, we can do something. Okay?”

Being turned away confused me, but I understood her reasoning. I grabbed the bottle of whiskey she brought and uncapped it. Not bothering with a glass, I took a deep swallow from the bottle. “Then have a drink. I know how I feel about you. But I get it. I’m not going to push the matter.”

Trish came and took the bottle and knocked back a swallow. “Tomorrow,” she mumbled.

The bulge in her pants betrayed her clear thinking. She wanted me, and I wanted her. But she didn’t want the guilt of having sex with me the day I broke it off with my fiance. On the other side, I didn’t want the guilt of making her feel like she had to sleep with me.

I offered her a smile and gave her a kiss on the lips before pulling away, “Tomorrow morning, you better be ready to make up for lost time.” Leaving her there, I went to my room and found solace in the form of my fingers.

When I finished abusing my clit, my panties were soaked. I took them off and tossed them to the side and looked up at the ceiling. After my orgasm subsided, nothing felt right. My bed remained empty of another’s warmth. After having someone sleeping beside me for the better part of two years, I could admit that I missed it.

I got out of bed after nearly ten minutes and went into the living room. Trish’s light snores got interrupted as I poked her on the nose, “Trish?”

“Mm?” she grunted.

“Can you sleep in my bed? I don’t want you to do anything, but I can’t fall asleep,” I felt like a child that had a nightmare.

Trish rolled off the couch and her eyes widened when she saw that I wasn’t wearing panties, “Son of a bitch. Ella, no panties?”

I looked down and shrugged, “You wouldn’t take care of me, so I took care of me. I didn’t think to put anything back on, sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry, just… Damn you look good,” she said. I walked back to my room and slid under the warm covers.

Trish got into bed beside me but laid on her side facing away from me.

“Good night,” I whispered.

“The first of many, I hope,” she mumbled.

When the morning came, I reached over to run my hand through Joseph’s hair. The events of the night before ran through my mind. I hurried out of bed and went into the bathroom where my stomach emptied itself. Why the fuck did it hurt so bad that he was gone? After what he did, I should be getting five hundred texts, sixty roses, and probably all the chocolate he could afford.

Trish came into the bathroom and pulled my hair away from my face, “Let it out, El.”

I sighed and looked over at her and she offered a thin smile, “It’s going to be okay. I’m right here for you if you need me.”

“I do need you. But I need to brush my teeth and make breakfast,” I mumbled.

“No, you don’t. We barely touched the pizza from last night. I don’t know if you’ve gone all upper-class on me, but I’m perfectly fine eating cold pizza.”

I brushed my teeth and she took my toothbrush and rinsed it, then used it. Not the first time we’ve shared spit. After last night, I doubted it would be the last. I don’t know why I felt better with her around, but I don’t want her gone.

Making my way into the living room, I took a slice of pizza from the box and enjoyed my breakfast. Trish joined me shortly and after we ate, she put an arm over my shoulders, “You really should get some panties on.”

“You really should take yours off,” I flashed her a smile.

“Trying to fuck the pain away?” she asked.

I sighed. “Do we have to rationalize it? Can’t we just go with the flow? It feels right Trish. I know it shouldn’t. It’s not like Joseph and I were active anyway. He was always busy with work or stressed out. I guess that’s why it hurt so damn much when he told me he slept with someone else. I don’t feel like I’m attractive anymore.”

Trish pulled me tight against her side, “You’re the most amazing woman I’ve ever met. Notice what I didn’t say. Not the curviest. Not the sluttiest. Not the sexiest. The most amazing. El, if he can’t see that, then he shouldn’t have tried to make your life all about him.”

I rested my head on her shoulder and nuzzled into her neck, “I just want something to work out for once. You know my life better than anyone, even better than Joseph. I haven’t had the best run of things.”

“Then start over. The worst thing you can do is fall down and not get back up. You know, I was watching a whole bunch of motivational videos last winter. I took away one line that really stuck with me. Fail forward. It isn’t about how great your successes are. It’s how you handle yourself when you fail. Are you going to let this setback ruin your life? Or are you going to learn from it and move forward?”

I groaned and pulled away from her so I could look into her eyes, “When did you turn into a therapist?”

“I never did. I just care about you,” she said.

I couldn’t break eye contact with her as I moved in for a kiss. Her tongue slipped into my mouth and I let it. As our tongues danced, I shifted to sit on her lap. My hips rocked against her crotch. Trish’s cock rose to greet me and I moaned into the kiss.

Her hands wandered from my shoulders to my lower back before grabbing onto my ass. She broke the kiss and asked, “Are you sure you want to do this?”

“Never been more sure of anything, Trish,” I said.

“Mind getting off my lap so I can get these pants off?”

“Why don’t we get in the shower first? I want to uh, let’s face it. We slept in a warm bed and I don’t want to smell sweat when I make love to you,” I said.

“Make love?”

The words didn’t strike me as strange until she repeated them. Sure, I felt strongly about her, she’s my best friend. But love? I don’t think I’m ready to call it that. “Sorry, poor choice of words,” I said.

I stripped and got in the shower before her and when she got in, I opened my mouth to say something, but the cock between her legs made my jaw drop.

“Everything okay?” she asked.

“Holy fucking shit. That thing is huge,” I couldn’t take my eyes away. Her cock made Joseph’s look tiny in comparison.

She shrugged and lifted my chin to meet her gaze, “It’s not that big. I mean. It’s pretty big, but like, I’m still just Trish. Don’t go calling me Big Dick Chick or something like that. It’s happened before.”

Her words clued me into the amount of sexual pressure I was putting on her. I didn’t mean to do that, but I guess it could be taken that way. My hands moved to her hips and I pulled her closer to me, “You know I wouldn’t call you something like that. You’re Trish. It’s just impressive, I didn’t mean anything by it.”

She smiled at me and slid one of my hands to her cock, “Well, if you want to do this anyway, you might as well start now.”

I sunk to my knees and looked up at her as my lips met the head of her cock. Giving it a quick kiss, I asked, “Is it okay if I do this?”

“I feel a little weird about everything, but I can’t say I don’t want you. I’ve wanted you for years. God, I sound pathetic, don’t I?” she asked.

“Not at all,” I sucked the tip of her cock into my mouth. The velvet head was met with my tongue and I greeted it as I would a lover. My tongue licked along the underside of her head. Her moans rewarded me for my efforts, something I wasn’t used to hearing.

“Oh fuck, Ella, when did you get a tongue ring?” she asked.

I took her cock further into my mouth and winked at her. So she didn’t know everything about me. Then again, if she waited this long to be with me, I can imagine she didn’t want to think about it too much. When her cock finally finished hardening, I was barely getting half of her into my mouth before I started gagging on it.

Pulling away from it, I looked up at her with teary eyes. She reached down and stroked my cheek, “Come back up here. We’ll do more in the bedroom, but don’t worry about taking it all. I believe in you, El, but we both know Joseph was lacking in the cock department.”

I stood and smiled at her, “Yeah, you’re not wrong. But uh, you’re going to feel pretty right.” She might view me as a little less than before. So what, I’m a bit of a cock whore. I’m sure she’ll appreciate that in about five minutes.

Once we finish in the shower and get done drying off, we head to my bed where she pats it and says, “Lay down. I want to explore you a little. I’ve waited long enough. But uh, you fine with putting some stockings back on?”

I shrugged and grabbed a pair of thin black stockings and handed them to her, “If you put them on, I don’t mind.” She took them and I got on the bed.

Her hands rolled over my smooth legs, sliding the stockings up each of my legs. When she finished, she lifted my right foot and kissed it and left a trail of warm kisses up my leg. She stopped at my thigh and I let out a whimper. “Shh, I’m done, El.”

My left leg was lifted and given similar treatment before she let her lips fall just above my burning desire. She had the audacity to kiss above my clit and then continue up my body. I needed her and she was prolonging the agony my lust put me through. Her mouth fell around my nipple and my breath hitched.

Trish’s hands rubbed my leg as she sucked my nipple until I writhed under her. She pulled away from it with a smile and whispered, “I’ve always wanted to drive you wild, El.” She moved closer to my mouth and kissed me again.

My tongue surged forth to meet hers. Her hand slipped between my thighs and I felt her fingers splaying my soaked lips. With how wet I was, the fire of my desire shouldn’t have been possible. I groaned into the kiss as her fingers teased my entrance.

I broke the kiss, “Please put them in me!”

“Ella, you’re being desperate. Shut that pretty mouth and let me take care of you. You’ve got no clue how long I’ve waited for this, so you should try and be a little patient,” her tone commanded authority.

I’ve never seen this side of her. The firm but loving side. Her fingers pull away from my heat and she placed her fingertips on my lips, “Taste yourself.”

I opened my mouth and she slid the fingers inside. My lips closed around them and I sucked her fingers like I wanted to suck her cock. My taste didn’t upset me, her throbbing length against my thigh did cause concern though. As bad as I wanted her, she had a package I wasn’t sure I could store.

She spoke as I sucked her fingers, “Your eyes are giving you away, baby. I’ll take care of you, don’t worry.”

Her words helped, but her length intimidated me no matter how the cake was cut. Trish pulled her fingers out of my mouth and I watched as she made her way down my body. Her warm breath flowed across my lower lips and I couldn’t wait any longer, “Please, Trish, I need you.”

Trish’s lips fell over my clit and I felt the soft suckling mixed with her wet tongue dancing over my bead. I ground my hips into her affectionate mouth and moaned as my hand tugged her further into me.

She stopped all movement when I tried to take control. I moved my hand and she started again. “So you’re in control?” I asked.

She winked at me. The cocky bitch! I wanted to be upset, but I couldn’t, not when she made this about me. It’s not like she was forcing me onto her cock. Yet.

Her tongue dipped lower, lapping along my divide before she put fingers at my entrance. Two fingers wiggled their way into my tightness as her tongue focused on my clit. No longer did she try to tease, her fingers pushed into me rapidly and her tongue lashed my sensitive nub.

I felt the fire burning within me, begging to be released. Trish got no warning as my hips bucked into her. My climax coursed through me and I felt the pressure inside me release as a gush of my juices.

The smell of my sex filled the room, sweet, almost floral in nature. Trish pulled away from my thighs and positioned her cock’s head at my entrance. I reflexively tensed up. Joseph wasn’t the most gentle lover and sadly, my Pavlovian response was to expect pain.

She rubbed the tip of her length along my slit and whispered, “You don’t have to if you don’t want to. You’ve already cum for me, that’s all I could want.”

I forced myself to relax, “No, I want you. Trish, I haven’t wanted someone this bad in years. Please don’t stop. You can… I’ve always wanted to know how you felt.”

The admittance seemed untimely, but I wanted her to know. Ever since high school, after her transition, I could admit I wanted her. She’s beautiful, funny, desirable. But she’s also not perfect, and that makes me want to work harder to make her see how perfect she can be to me.

She smiles at me and the tip of her cock slid into me. The thickness immediately made me yelp in pain and she stopped, “El?”

“N-No, keep going. It’s okay, can’t make an omelet without breaking a few eggs, right?”

Trish’s hips didn’t move, “We’re going to wait right here until you’re comfortable taking more.” Her hand moved to my clit and she started rubbing me slowly.

“Baby, I want it. Just a little more, please?” I begged. She sighed and nodded. Her cock eased further into me and this time I didn’t make a peep. It still stung as I accepted more of her, but I wouldn’t let her know that.

Maybe I would have asked her to stop if I wasn’t so damn wet, but she did more for me than any other lover I ever had. I wanted her to enjoy what she could of me. Yet, the further her cock slipped into me, the more I found myself enjoying it.

“You okay?” she pulled me from my thoughts.

“Yeah, I’m great,” I said breathlessly.

“You’re out of it, El. I’ve been balls deep in you, sweetie,” she gave a nervous laugh.

I looked down and realized that I’d taken her entire cock. How the fuck did that thing fit in me? I didn’t want to complain. Looking into her eyes, I smiled and then spoke, “So are you going to sit there, babe?”

Her hips retracted and then pushed back into me. The pain faded, and in its place was a pleasure beyond comprehension. I wanted to let her know how much I appreciated her. But I couldn’t, all I could think about was how good she felt inside me.

The sound of our passion filled the room and she let out sensual moans while working herself faster into me. I met her eyes with mine and I took a chance, “I love you.”

She leaned down to kiss me and whispered, “I’ve always loved you.”

“I should have known,” I answered.

Her hips slowed and I saw the concern on her face, “It’s okay. I want it inside of me.”

Trish’s pace picked back up and I couldn’t hold back the orgasm that built within me. Another torrent of my juices released itself. As my body tightened around Trish’s cock, she hissed in air and then groaned as she released inside me. I could feel her hot cum pour into my body.

She pulled out of me and rolled off me. Both of us waited a few moments to try and process what happened before she finally spoke, “Did we do something wrong?”

“Fuck no, Trish. I think I finally did something right,” I said.

“You’ve done so damn much right, Trish. But this, this just felt like it was meant to be,” I looked at her and saw burning cheeks. She looked so damn cute when she was embarrassed.

I squirmed closed to her and gave her a kiss on the cheek, “Maybe it was meant to be? Maybe I should have seen the signs earlier. Who knows. But now, if you’re willing to stick around, we can see how long fate has us stay by each other’s sides?”

She flashed her smile I loved so much, “Forever. I’ve already talked to fate, babe. She owed me a favor.”

I smiled and pulled her in for a deep kiss. Sometimes the shittiest situations turn out the best. Maybe Joseph needed to be out of my life. I still have a long way to go before I can say I’m over him, but that journey seems much shorter with Trish guiding me.


Story Three

From Rags to Riches

My Futa Billionaire Savior


Chapter One

I sat on the unforgiving concrete pavement with a large plastic Burger King cup between my feet. A crack ran up the side of my trusty cup and the logo had long faded away, but it held the generous donations people gave me. I tried to make their handouts worthwhile by practicing my old hobby of being a contortionist.

By no means am I professional, fuck if I was then I wouldn’t be on these streets right now. The few things I could do still attracted an audience. If I had to guess why anyone would watch an eighteen-year-old girl twisting into curious positions, it would probably be their curiosity in the human body. More specifically, my ass.

I’d just finished up my routine and a few coins were dropped into my cup for my performance. Then I saw a bill. And another. And yet another. I caught the sight of Benjamin’s face on each of the bills and I looked up to the well-dressed woman in front of me. Tears welled up in my eyes as she fished out two more bills to round it off to five hundred.

My eyes were drawn to her hair first, starting as a light brown, then transitioning to blond, then back to light brown where the straight hair shifted into curls. Hazel eyes looked back at me and her soft pink lips formed into the slightest of grins. The three-piece suit she wore was all solid black, at the base of her feet, I could see she was wearing fancy black dress socks. Her black three-inch heels finished the outfit and I couldn’t shake the feeling that her attire cost more than quite a few cars.

The warm tears spilled over and I stammered out, “T-Thank you, ma’am.”

“You put on a show that you’re being underpaid for. The display was rather nice, however, I’ve got work to do. If you would, please buy a cell phone with some of that money. Should you choose to contact me,” she pulled a business card from her pocket and dropped it into my cup. “I’ll be available from five to five fifteen in the afternoon today. It might be in your best interest to find time in your schedule to reach out.”

She walked away before I could even ask her name. I fished in the cup and took the money and the business card given to me and clutched it to my chest. I didn’t trust my tattered blue jean shorts to hold the precious funds. I poured the change into my pocket and hurried off to a few stores, then a gym. I spent eighty dollars on an outfit that was equal parts revealing and respectable. After, I hurried to the nearest gym where I bought a gym membership. The mysterious woman offered me a chance to call her, if things progressed from there, I would love to have a fresh shower beforehand. Heading into the gym showers, I nervously hid my money in my new clothes and showered in a hurry.

The looks I received as I hurried back to my clothes didn’t bother me. After being on the streets for three months, I was quite used to the eyes on my body. The multiple offers to pay for a night of my ‘services’ were quickly shot down and every time, I had to run away from that spot. Being the next homeless murder statistic didn’t sit well with me for some reason or the other.

I put on my miniskirt, short enough to keep interest, but long enough to cover the interesting bits. Unfolding my shirt, I took the bills out of a crease and hurried to put it on. My new pair of discounted ten-dollar shoes were joined with a cheap pair of socks and for the amount of money I put into the outfit, I felt quite nice. The men in the gym seemed to think the same as I made my way out.

It wasn’t until I got back outside on the windy streets that I realized my mistake. I hadn’t bought panties. After wearing nothing but shorts for the longest time, I didn’t even think to cover up my cookie. I shuffled down the streets, making sure that I kept my skirt pulled low as I made my way to a dollar store.

I bought a four pack of super cheap panties and a disposable phone. The woman behind the counter smiled at me, “It’s been a while since you’ve come around, Starr. How have you been sweetie?”

“It’s been rough lately, honestly. Today, something amazing happened,” I trusted Mrs. Thomas enough to put my money down on the counter. Sifting through the bills, I took the business card in my hand. “Ms. Toni Black gave me five hundred bucks and told me to call her at five if I could fit her into my schedule.”

“Toni Black? The same woman that owns the Black Tower?” Mrs. Thomas asked.

I looked at the card and read over it again, “It just says CEO, Toni Black.” I ran my eyes over her title again. What the fuck did a CEO want with me and why was she giving me half-a-thousand bucks?

“Oh, Starr, bless your soul. Sweetie, you better call her. I can’t imagine what she would do if she didn’t get her way. That woman has the world in her hand,” her concerned tone scared me a little. Was Toni really that bad? How could she be?

Mrs. Thomas rung up my items and let me use her outlet to charge the little phone. I ran to the employee’s bathroom and pulled on a pair of plain pink cotton panties. They were definitely nothing I’d call sexy, but they covered me and they were clean. That’s hard to beat.

Ten minutes later and another two rounds through the store and I walked out with a backpack, a prepackaged sandwich, my phone, and an energy drink. Maybe I splurged a little, but I had thirty minutes to kill until I could call Toni and I walked towards the tall building with tinted black windows. The Black Tower.

It rose high into the sky, threatening to reach the heavens. I’ve heard that it was nearly fifteen hundred feet high, including its spire, with one hundred and one floors. While I’ve never been thrilled on heights, I still wanted to be in the building for a tour.

I sat down on a bench and enjoyed my meal. It wasn’t a lot of food, but the single sandwich had me feeling bloated. Halfway through my drink, I wished that I got something with a resealable cap. Had my stomach really shrunk so much that I couldn’t even get through a tiny meal? My time on these streets needed to come to an end!

I grabbed my backpack and checked the pouch containing my money and the business card. After typing the number into the phone and waiting until exactly five, I dialed the number and put the phone to my ear. Knots formed in my stomach as the phone rang four times. The start of the fifth ring had the bile in my throat ready to go. The ring got cut off and I heard Toni’s voice, “This is Ms. Black.”

“Hello Ms. Black, you told me to call you?”

“Yes, what’s your name?”

“Starr, Ms. Black. Two r’s.”

“Very well, wait thirty seconds and ask Jeffrey at the front door to escort you to my office.”

“Wait…” the phone hung up before I could say anything. How did she know I was outside? I waited a few moments and then approached the door.

A massive man with thick arms and a thicker beard spoke in a baritone voice, “Ms. Starr?”

I couldn’t decide if he was intimidating or comforting, with the way he said my name, I could hope he was trying to be kind. “Yes, sir, Mr. Jeffrey?”

“Just Jeffrey, ma’am. Come with me,” he nodded to the man walking towards him in a matching black and gray suit. I liked the cohesion and aesthetic. Even her doormen were professional and dapper. Jeffrey walked with me to the elevator and we got in. Numbers were called out by the others getting on the elevator, but I watched Jeffrey press the one-hundredth floor’s button and nearly pissed myself. Even though I knew that there were one hundred and one floors to this building, there were only one hundred buttons. Curious.

Heights and I weren’t on speaking terms. Even worse, every wall of the building was a window. How lovely. Each stop of the elevator made my stomach squeeze tighter and I genuinely didn’t believe that I would keep my lunch down.

By the time we reached the floor, my hands clutched my stomach and Jeffrey looked at me with a slight grimace, “Ms. Starr, are you going to be okay?”

“Is the floor swaying? I feel like the floor is swaying,” I mumbled, trying to keep myself sane.

“The wind rocks the building a little, but let me assure you, you’re not going anywhere. Do you really think we would allow Ms. Black to be somewhere that she wasn’t perfectly safe?” he asked.

The words both soothed me and made me question why the doorman sounded more like a bodyguard. Being this high up wasn’t going to make anything easy on me. I kept one hand on my stomach as he guided me through the office. There were two desks outside of the door that led to Toni’s office. One of those desks was occupied by a sweet woman that looked to be in her forties.

She looked up from her computer and smiled warmly at me, “Ms. Starr! Oh gosh, you are a little sunflower, aren’t you? I’ll let Ms. Black know you’re here.” The secretary called Toni on her desk phone and spoke softly. Shortly after she hung up, Jeffrey approached the door and waited until the sound of a lock clicked and the red light on the black box near the door turned green. He pulled the door open and gestured for me to enter. Inside, Toni sat at a large black wood desk. There was a large glass oval table in the room surrounded by eight chairs off to the left of the door. On the right, a row of four bookcases filled with titles.

Toni nodded, “You can leave us, Jeffrey. I don’t imagine she has bad blood with me. Starr, have a seat.” She gestured to the large, leather chairs in front of her desk. I picked the middle of the three chairs and sat down, crossing my legs to hide the dull panties. Taking off my backpack, I sat it beside me on the floor and looked at Toni. The heavy door shut behind us and the lock clicked once again.

“I’m glad you came, Starr.”

“H-How did you know I was outside?” I asked. The windows were covered by thin black blinds which helped me at least pretend we weren’t so high up.

“Jeffrey let me know that you arrived. I gave him a general description of you. Thin, black hair, looks like she hasn’t eaten in days. Apparently, that was enough,” she said with a smirk.

I lowered my gaze to my feet, “Sorry—”

“For what? And keep your eyes up,” she commanded.

Looking back at her desk to avoid her intense eyes, “I don’t why I’m apologizing.”

“Then don’t. I didn’t ask you to come here to make you feel like you’re less than me. If you want to be seen as such, you should leave.”

Her tone didn’t strike me as condescending, but she did bring up a valid point. My situation on the streets did make me feel like I was below others. Especially a CEO. “I don’t want to leave. I want to know why you wanted me to call you, Ms. Black.”

“There you go. Speaking your mind while being respectful. An attitude like that can take you far, Starr. Why do you think I wanted you to come?” she asked.

These questions didn’t make any sense to me. If I knew, wouldn’t I have said something by now? “I don’t honestly know. You watched my contortionist act and liked it?” I asked.

She chuckled, “You’re on the right track. Can you tell me why I watched your act?”

“Because you like the way I look?” my lack of confidence made every statement a question. I hated this feeling. She continued to strip away at my layers until I felt defenseless.

“Your looks have very little to do with this. You’re an attractive woman, but you’re missing the point. Try again,” she said.

“I don’t know? I just don’t want people to give me something for nothing. If I put on a show, at least I’m providing something to people,” I mumbled.

“Bingo.”

I looked at her and saw the trace of a smile on her lips, “Excuse me?”

“Do you know how many homeless people I’ve seen in Manhattan that do nothing but hope for people to put money in their hands? They do nothing to provide value. It’s pathetically lazy and I despise that. You have the need to provide something in return for what people offer. That’s the mindset of someone looking to do business.”

If that’s what she saw, I wouldn’t argue with her. I didn’t want to be seen as a homeless bum that just scraped by. “Thank you, Ms. Black,” I whispered.

“But it begs the question, Starr. How did you end up homeless in the first place?”

“I ran away from home. I don’t want to go into the details but my father was an alcoholic. So I got on a train and then hitchhiked my way to New York. The hundred dollars I had didn’t go far. I couldn’t find a job and here I am,” I gave her the abridged version.

She sighed, “I hate to hear about your home life. You seem to be strong enough to keep a work ethic. So where do you see yourself in five years?”

That was a question I didn’t expect to be asked. I took a deep breath and thought for a moment before answering, “The honest answer? On the streets or dead. Rent here is so high. Finding a job as a homeless teen without a skill set feels impossible. Where would I like to be? Working a nine to five job with a caring partner to come home to. I don’t really know outside of that, Ms. Black.”

She looked at her computer and clicked on the screen for a few moments. The silence really concerned me and when she turned back to me, she asked, “Full name?”

“Starr Mackenzie Woods.”

“Date of birth?”

“April third, nineteen ninety-nine.”

“Good to hear. If you had to say your top three marketable skills, what would they be?”

If I had three marketable skills, wouldn’t I be marketing them? I sighed and called out, “Time management, organizational skills, and I’m quick to learn.”

“Bullshit generic answers,” her firm tone made me sit up straight.

“E-Excuse me?”

“I don’t like being lied to. If you don’t know, then you don’t know. But you will never, ever give me a response that isn’t something you can stand behind.”

“S-Sorry, I don’t know what to tell you, Ms. Black,” I didn’t mean to offend her. Her point was valid though, I would have to keep my best foot forward from now on.

“That’s a much better answer. Moving on. What kind of compensation would you like for your time at a job?”

“Medical coverage and at least two weeks of paid vacation a year.”

“That’s a good answer. Is this that hard, Starr?” she asked.

“No, Ms. Black.”

“Are you good at remembering details?”

I nodded, “If they’re important, and if it is something I think I’ll forget, I would try and write it down.”

She smiled at me, “I have a secretary already. Two, actually. They get paid to handle administrative business and take down calls. I would like an assistant. Someone to fetch my coffee, go get my lunch, wash my laundry, pick up my dry cleaning, and other tasks as I see fit. Is this a position you would be interested in?”

My eyes widened, “Excuse me, Ms. Black?”

“What’s there to excuse? I want an assistant. I’ve earned more than enough prestige to have someone take care of business that I don’t want to deal with,” she said as if it were commonplace.

“I would be honored, Ms. Black, but you understand that everything I own is in this backpack?”

She nodded at me, “You’re homeless. Or you were. The floor above us is private. There four ways in, four ways out. All four are only accessible by me. Call me paranoid, but I take my safety quite seriously. I will allow you to live in my penthouse, but you’re going to be restricted to my schedule. That means you’re locked in when I’m there. If you wanted to steal something, you would have to come to me and ask to be let out. Convenient, isn’t it?”

I whimpered and squirmed in my seat, “T-The top floor?”

“Do you have a problem with heights?” her smirk mocked me.

“N-Not at all, Ms. B-Black.”

“That’s good to hear. Take this to Jeffrey and have him take you shopping. Come back at nine o'clock or do not come back at all,” she pulled a card from her wallet and then wrote down a short list and folded it. “Don’t bother reading it. Jeffrey will take care of your clothing. Do you have a license?”

“I have my permit,” I mumbled.

“Jeffrey will have to fix that problem soon. I expect you to study for the test in your off time. You will work my hours and, no, you will not receive direct payment just yet. I assure you, you will be taken care of, Starr. Do you trust me?” she asked.

If I was asked to trust a complete stranger under any other circumstances, I would have laughed. In this case, I couldn’t help but nod. She was doing so much for me and if all she wanted was a servant, I would happily be her assistant. “I do, Ms. Black.”

“When we are alone, you can call me Toni. I’ll see you at nine, Starr,” she turned back to her computer and hit a switch on her desk. Her office’s door unlocked and Jeffrey pushed open the door.

“Ms. Woods, please follow me,” came his deep voice. How the fuck did he know my last name?

I walked out of the office and handed Jeffrey the card and the note. He took them and closed the door behind me as we went back down to the ground level. “You’re going to be getting some pills for nausea. Are you allergic to anything in them?”

“Not that I know of,” having solid ground that wasn’t swaying under my feet felt amazing. That was going to take some getting used to, but something I loved more than ground under my feet was a roof over my head. While the thought of being locked in with Toni seemed off, she seemed set in her desire to have me as her assistant.

I always imagined that anyone that rich would have their choice in luxurious things. If she wanted an assistant that bad, wouldn’t she just have shelled out the money for one that was much more appropriate for the job? I didn’t want to bite the hand that was literally feeding me, but it did seem strange.


Chapter Two

Jeffrey took me around multiple stores I would never have gone into. After getting me measure and fitted for a few tailored suits, he had a woman assist me in picking out nicer outfits for my first few weeks. He never allowed me to look at the prices of the items, but I could guess that it was well above the wages most people would be paid over the course of a year.

Once we were finished shopping for the majority of the clothes, he took me to Victoria’s Secret. “This is one that I don’t plan on going in. Pick out what you want and tell them to call Toni Black in the morning.”

I did so. I picked out ten sets of underwear since I wasn’t given a limit. At checkout, I mentioned the name and the girl behind the counter blanched. “Y-Yes, ma’am. I’ll let my manager know, ma’am. Have a good day, ma’am.”

The poor woman was addressing me like I was royalty. I didn’t like hearing her call me ma’am, it felt wrong and above my station. Once we finished shopping, Jeffrey walked me back to the home with one of my outfits in a bag. The rest were to be delivered, yet another luxury I didn’t imagine being associated with Starr Woods.

As we stepped into the elevator, the place was deserted. He turned to me and asked quietly, “Did Ms. Black tell you her secret?”

“Secret?”

“Ah, never mind. Forget I said anything, Ms. Woods,” he said in that deep, rumbling voice.

My curiosity was piqued but I didn’t dig further into it. He had been rather quiet while we were out and I didn’t imagine he would start spilling the beans now.

The elevator dinged and we stepped out. We waited three minutes until the clock on the wall ticked over to nine. The light turned green, the lock released, and Jeffrey opened the door, “Have a good night, Ms. Woods. Your medicine should be here by the morning as well.”

He handed me the bag of clothes and I stepped into Toni’s office. The blinds were open now. I could see the world below sprawled out. Lights lit up quite a few other office buildings and I watched torrents of cars flooding through the streets. From up here, the scene below looked magical. So far removed from the New York chaos, it seemed surreal.

A hand fell on my shoulder and Toni spoke softly, “Starr?”

I jumped and turned to my left, “Y-Yes, ma’am?”

“I called your name, you didn’t seem to notice. I don’t mean to be rude, but you still smell like you haven’t showered. Follow me,” she said as she walked towards the right side of the office. She pulled a book on the third shelf and the case swung open to reveal a staircase to the floor above us. “How was the shopping?”

The cliche secret entrance made me smile but I did feel slightly insulted. It wasn’t my fault that I didn’t smell like butterflies and rainbows, the gym provided hot water and nothing else. “Shopping was nice, I don’t know how much we spent, but I think it was a lot.”

“Seventy-four thousand,” she said absentmindedly as she walked up the stairs.

My jaw dropped and I trudged up the stairs. Guilt weighed my feet down, was she making me a charity case? After trying to make it on my own, this woman swooped in and changed my life in a matter of hours. I didn’t deserve this, I didn’t even know if I wanted this anymore. That was more money than I would have guessed, and now that I knew the answer, I felt sick.

She turned back to me at the top of the stairs and cocked her head, “Something wrong?”

“Just not feeling well,” I mumbled.

“The nausea will go away once you start taking the pills. You get used to being this high up,” she said. Toni walked into the penthouse and gestured to the massive living room, “It used to be eight bedrooms but I rarely had anyone other than myself in here so I made it more of a home theater. Please take off your shoes before you step on the carpet. There are four bedrooms, one is used as a gym, one is a guest room, one is now your room, and mine is off limits. There is another room, but should you manage to find it, you will be fired.”

Another secret room, one with consequences. Tempting, but not tempting enough to lose my new job. I took off my shoes and put them on the floor beside the top of the stairs. Toni took off her heels and walked to a small rack beside the entrance to the open kitchen, “Put your shoes here, please.”

“Sorry,” I mumbled as I scooped them up and put them beside hers. The carpet was white, the countertops were white, and the tile in the kitchen was white. My eyes would need to adjust to the overall brightness of the place in comparison to the gray I’d become accustomed to in most of the building. The walls were painted a light blue and various dark brown wood furniture helped split up the pastel colors.

“Again, don’t apologize. You didn’t know better. If you’ll go to your room, you will find pajamas and a towel on your bed. I did not provide you with underwear, you should have bought your own, yeah?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said briefly. I hated that she brought up the money spent again. It was her money and if she wanted to mention the kindness she paid me, she had that right.

“Very well, please shower and change. I will give you an allowance for comfortable clothes to wear around the house, but that will not be an issue until Friday. I’m sure you’ll grow to hate the hours you work, but I assure you, I won’t swamp you. Do what I ask of you and you’ll do just fine.”

“I won’t complain. You’re doing more for me than, well, anyone.”

“You say that for now, Starr. We’ll see how you feel after a few days. Go get that shower. I’ve already had dinner, are you hungry?” she asked.

My stomach churned at the thought of food, “I’m not. I think those nausea pills are going to be about all I can hold down for a while.”

“I’ll see you in the morning, Starr. Use whatever you find in the bathroom that you would like. If you need something that I don’t have, please ask.”


Chapter Three

Two days passed since I was first hired as Toni’s assistant. Since then, I’d learned that I was barely able to be called an executive assistant. I knew now that she did not genuinely have me on the books. The tasks that she offered me were barely more than “Go here and fetch that”. She still made me feel important enough though. She brought the desk from outside into her office and she occasionally sent me emails to research a topic.

I’d like to think that I was helping, but for the most part, I just watched videos and waited to be told what to do. She made Friday seem like it would be a much more relaxed day. I was allowed to wear my one business casual outfit. I didn’t even have to tuck my shirt in!

After I got dressed, I walked to the kitchen and got both of us a small bowl of cereal. I found it curious that such a rich woman found comfort in such simple things. Money couldn’t fundamentally change a person, I knew that, but I still imagined that she would have a more specific taste in food.

The pounding that came from her workout room came to an end as she finished running on her treadmill. Shortly after, she stopped by the kitchen in her sports bra and her loose white gym shorts. “Thank you. The outfit looks nice on you, does it fit well?” she asked.

I smiled and dipped my spoon into my bowl, “It does, Toni. Thank you again for it.”

“Have you been studying?” she asked after eating a few bites of cereal.

“Yeah, I think I’m ready for my driver’s license test,” I said.

She finished eating the cereal and dumped the milk down the sink, “That’s good to hear. Jeffrey will take you out to get the test done today. Good luck with it.”

My eyes widened and I looked at her, “Today?”

“You said you were ready,” Toni walked away to her room.

Fuck, I didn’t think she would act so quickly. Then again, in the few days that I’d known her, she made it clear that she was a very literal person. She came back smelling fresh and in another three-piece suit. She looked absolutely stunning in it, the same as she did the first day I met her. On her wrist was a Rolex watch that I didn’t notice before. I couldn’t tell if she simply hadn’t been wearing it, or if I was just oblivious.

“That’s a beautiful watch,” I said as we walked down the stairs to her office.

“Thank you, I have another one on the way. I felt like it was time to start wearing one again. I’ve got a reason to keep up with the time after the normal workday ends now,” she said.

I turned my head as she punched the code into the keypad to get out of the apartment. I’d learned that the lock to her office door was similar to this one. A five-digit code that would unlock them. She mentioned that even if the power went out, they were on their own circuit, so we wouldn’t get trapped inside.

I could think of worse ways to spend a night. Trapped inside a billionaire’s home while we had nothing to do but enjoy one another’s company? That sounded more like a dream come true. I brushed the thoughts away, there was no way that she would be interested in me. “Oh? Are you going out tonight? I don’t mean to sound ungrateful, but where would I go?”

“I am going out, but you don’t have to worry about where you would go. I’m taking you out for dinner,” she said as if that were normal.

“Oh, I don’t know if I have an outfit for that, Toni,” I mumbled.

She shook her head, “We’re going out in our pajamas without makeup. It’s the best way for me to avoid being recognized. Believe it or not, I do miss being able to go somewhere without being praised as a millennial genius. Right place, right time.”

I barely heard her mumble the last part of her sentence. “I’m okay with that, Toni. Thank you for inviting me, I think?”

“I really should have given you more of a heads up. Anyway, we’re getting off work at three and I intend to watch movies until seven. Our table has been reserved for seven forty-five.”

The plan was set and I really had no say in the matter. That didn’t bother me, strangely enough. Going to dinner with Toni could prove to be nice, to say the least. I did have to ask, “Why are we going out together?”

“Because I would like to spend some time with you away from this place. You’re living with me, is it unfair to want to learn a little more about one another?”

“Of course not, I was just curious. Thank you, Toni.”

She smiled and placed a hand on my shoulder. The warmth brought a blush to my cheeks and I turned away from her gaze, “You’re welcome, Starr. Would you mind getting me a cup of coffee? I’ll send you a list of things to do today before you take your driver’s test.”


Chapter Four

The hours flew by, Toni had a busy day, but most of my work consisted of running folders around to other floors. The nausea pills helped a lot and while I still didn’t want to look out of the windows, I didn’t get the sensation that I was going to vomit anymore. After the morning hours passed, Jeffrey was called to take me to take my licensing test.

That was a very, very uncomfortable hour of my life. We were pushed through to the head of the line by using Toni’s name. It was hard to not enjoy being treated like I was important, even if it still felt wrong. I passed the test and my driver’s license photo turned out as horrible as every other I’d seen.

We went back to the office and as soon as Toni let me in the office, she was gone. I didn’t even get to tell her about my passing of the test. Toni came back into the office a few minutes after three and I asked, “How do you open the door from the outside?”

She pulled a key card out of her pocket, “I have one and security has two backups. I just ran off a few of my more motivated employees. It’s Friday, we all work pretty hard around here, letting Friday be a short day seems to help. More so when people get paid for a full day.”

“That’s very kind of you.”

“A happy employee is a productive employee. But that’s enough about business. I want to watch a movie or two before we leave. Are you going to join me?”

I hurried out of my desk and fell to her side, she led the way back into the penthouse. I put my shoes on the small rack, then walked to my room and put on my pajamas. While I didn’t think much of it after a few days, the black silk top and shorts were quite pleasant. I smiled when I remembered her telling me why most things she owned were black. “Branding.”

Moving back into the living room, I took my seat on the wraparound couch and Toni joined me shortly after. She sat at the curve of the couch and put her feet up on the couch towards me. My eyes wandered up her legs, towards her chest, and then to her eyes. She was already looking into my eyes and I felt the familiar burning in my cheeks as she called out, “You might see something you don’t like, Starr.”

“Doubt it,” I mumbled under my breath. While I hadn’t been with anyone before, I could see myself loving every second of having her explore my body. In none of my fantasies involving Ms. Black could I ever imagine her as a more submissive partner. That role was claimed by yours truly.

She smirked and shook her head, “Did I ever tell you my secret?”

The word caught my attention fully. The same secret Jeffrey mentioned? “You haven’t, Toni.”

“Well, it might be better to tell you sooner rather than later. My birth name was the same as it is now, but with a y. I was born male, and I’ve got no intention of getting rid of my natural parts,” she said.

I laughed at the joke, “Right, and did I ever tell you about the time I went to Atlantis?”

She glared at me and my blood ran cold, “Are you mocking me?”

“Y-You were serious?”

“Why would I lie about my body? Haven’t you had a taste for how I feel about lies?”

I looked to her silken shorts and could see the faintest outline of a bulge. In those black shorts, it was hard to see much of anything, “I thought you were being playful. I’m sorry, Ms. Black.”

“You can still call me Toni. I wanted you to know. I’m not ashamed to admit it, and I personally enjoy being the way I am. Work makes things a little difficult to enjoy it like I used to, but that’s the trade-off, isn’t it?”

“I guess. But you could still make time to try and find someone to rekindle that passion, right?”

“I thought I already had? Should I cancel dinner?” she asked.

The realization struck me hard. My breath escaped me and I looked away from her for a moment. Was I missing signs all along, or was she just horrible at making her intentions known? The watch made sense, being sent to a lingerie store, living in her penthouse, and the compliment she paid me when I first met her in her office. I could see those events being somewhat connected. If she used those as a means to let me know how she felt, she likely had lost touch with her romantic side.

“N-No, don’t cancel dinner. I just… I didn’t know you meant for this to be anything more than work,” I said.

She sighed, “If you feel that this is too much, I understand. I refuse to use my position to leverage your decision.”

“I don’t want you to cancel dinner, Toni. I just can’t think of a single reason for you to want to be with me,” I admitted.

Toni stood from the couch and moved to sit beside me. Her arm draped around my shoulder and I could smell her sweet vanilla perfume. “Multiple reasons. I like your attitude. You’re humble and resilient, things I cherish. You’re very attractive, but you’re not vain. I like that as well. But most importantly,” she leaned closer to me and I thought she would kiss me. Her lips stopped an inch away from mine and I heard her whisper, “You appreciate the things I do for you.”

She leaned away from me and offered me her familiar faint smile. I quivered in my seat for a moment as I took a steadying breath. “What would this do to your image?” I asked. Having a billionaire making advances onto a previously homeless woman would be a field day for the media.

“I don’t think you understand the scope of my influence. If I want something to be accepted, it will be. I don’t like using my position like that, but I do know that I want you, Starr. If someone decides to make that an issue, I will deal with it,” her tone helped wash my concerns away. There was conviction behind her words that I hoped would extend into our potential love life.

I glanced back towards her groin, now that she was closer to me the bulge was much easier to make out. Her size made my thighs clench. Having a penis was one thing, having something that large while being such a petite woman was just unfair. How many men would be envious of what I might be enjoying from a woman?

Once again, when I looked to her eyes, she’d caught me looking, “Like what you see, Starr?” I nodded my head slowly. She smiled at me and put an arm over my shoulders, “The movie is starting. We probably shouldn’t talk during it, okay?” Her hand drifted down my side and rested on my waist.

“Y-Yes, ma’am,” I whispered.

I saw the opening credits, but I couldn’t remain focused. Her fingers teased the hem of my shorts and I leaned forward. Those smooth fingers slid further into my silken shorts, the panties I had on underneath soon had a hand on them. I let her caress my ass and leaned onto her side so she could have even better access.

She used her free hand to reach across and pull my head onto her shoulder. From the position, I didn’t even pretend that I was watching the movie. My eyes were glued to her growing bulge. My stomach tightened and I looked out the window of the building for a moment. She made this feel so natural, yet I’d held onto my virginity all this time. The concerning part for me was that I couldn’t find a reason to want her to stop.

I needed more of this woman, this angel. She saved me from my life on the streets, offered me things that I couldn’t have obtained any other way, and she was treating me as her equal. After my time being homeless, I didn’t want to believe that I deserved treatment like this. Toni’s hand delved into my panties and pulled me from thought. A whimper escaped me before I could catch it.

Toni’s hand immediately pulled out of my panties and away from my shorts. She pulled away to look at me and asked, “Too much?”

“N-Not enough, Toni. I was lost in thought and didn’t expect it. I… I want this.”

“We don’t have to do anything you don’t want, Starr. I need you to understand that if you say no at any point, I’m not going to take anything away. You’re not going to lose your job. I want this to be genuine, Starr. That’s what I saw in you on the street. I didn’t see a hobo. I didn’t see a street performer. I saw a human being that needed help. Not because she wanted a bottle of booze or a drug,” her hand cupped my chin and she tilted my head towards hers. “I saw a woman that needed someone to show her that someone still cared.”

She leaned in and pressed her lips to mine. I felt the tinge of nausea drain out of my system. The sounds of the TV faded into the background. All that was left was the scent of her vanilla perfume and the taste of her strawberry chapstick. She held me like that for a moment and when she pulled away, she purred, “I still care.”

I looked into her loving brown eyes and wrapped my arms around her waist. Hugging her close, I nuzzled my head into her shoulder, “I want you to be happy, Toni. I want to be the reason you’re happy. I don’t know if it’s fair of me to ask this of you, but can we cancel dinner? I want to stay in tonight.”

She sighed and spoke quietly, “I didn’t reserve a table at all, Starr. I scheduled delivery, there is a Chinese place named Ming’s a few streets over. The dinner date was an excuse to take you to the first floor later. You’ll see why.”

I wanted to be frustrated with her for trying to deceive me, but I got the feeling that Toni had a good reason. Her hand slipped back down to the hem of my shorts, “But if you wanted to do something other than watch this movie…”

My hand reached down to rest on top of hers and I slowly pulled it to my butt. She seemed fond of playing with it and I was more than willing to let her enjoy herself by doing so. “Anything that you can do with the clothes on. You told me we were watching a movie or two. Let’s enjoy them, have dinner, and I’d love to see your room.”

I felt dirty even saying that last part. My perverted thoughts of her might come to pass, but I knew we would wake up the morning after and not run from one another. I could trust Toni to not use me and throw me aside. Until she gave me a reason to do otherwise, I would try and always trust her.

She smirked at me and slid her hand back into my panties.


Chapter Five

By the end of the second movie, my panties were soaked and I regretted every second of the second movie. She picked two that were rather long and I wished she hadn’t. This had to be some kind of torture. Her hand had teased my rear, my breasts, and for the most fleeting moment, my lower lips. I craved more of her and I would have it soon enough. She sighed happily once the credits rolled at the end of the second movie.

Her phone buzzed almost as soon as the movie ended and she stood up, “Time to grab the food.”

I got up and followed her. She made sure to grab her keycard on the way out and as we got in the elevator she asked, “What’s your favorite color?”

“Black, I know that’s generic, but black and most neon colors with it. Like, a bright green, or blue, or even pink, with black.”

She smiled warmly, “That’s awesome to hear. I thought I guessed right, but I couldn’t be sure.”

The doors opened and we made our way through the large lobby and onto the street. It was still active and a thin man walked towards Toni with a plastic bag of food in his hand. When he realized whom he was delivering food to, his cream-colored cheeks went nearly white. “Good evening, ma’am. I have your sweet and sour chicken with an order of egg rolls!”

She smiled warmly and handled the delivery, but I felt tears rush to my eyes and bubble over. Outside parked in front of the building was a brand new solid black car with a large red bow on the hood. As the delivery driver bounced away with what I could assume was a sizable tip, I felt Toni’s hand on my shoulder, “I’m not trying to buy your affection or anything, but you’re going to need a car if you ever want to be independent. I really do want what’s best for you, Starr. If you ever decide that I’m not the one for you, then you can move on. You don’t belong to me, but I would hope that your heart might.”

I looked at her and she offered a weak smile, “You know, I didn’t want you to cry. I was hoping for a thank you, or a holy shit, or something along those lines. But crying,” she used her free hand to wipe away my tears. “It just doesn’t look good on you.”

“Y-You’re a butt,” I grumbled.

“If only you meant that,” she said as she guided me back inside. “Let’s go eat though, the car will be here in the morning. Believe it or not, I do want to go to sleep within the hour.”

She took me back to the highest floor in the Black Tower and we sat down at the kitchen table. Sharing the meal with plastic forks, I was reminded of the few times I did enjoy spending time with my family. Thanksgiving dinners, Christmas at my Aunt’s house, and Halloween with my cousins. There were decent times, but never when I was alone with my parents. Looking across the table at Toni, I couldn’t get the smile off my face. She’d done more for me out of the goodness of her heart than my parents ever did. I came to the conclusion over dinner. Toni was the closest person to me anymore.

Once we finished, she took my hand and guided me into her room. She smiled and rolled us onto the bed and laid on her side looking into my eyes, “We don’t have to do this tonight.”

“We don’t have to, but I want to.”

She leaned in and pressed her lips to mine. Her hand moved to cup my ass and I felt her gently grind her hips into me. A wet tongue pressed against my lips and I opened my mouth for her. My inhibitions melted away and I let my own hand move to her rear. It felt strange to grab another woman’s butt. I gently squeezed and she pulled away from the kiss for a second, “Someone’s getting frisky.”

I feigned innocence, “Who?”

Toni rolled on top of me, pinning me to the bed. Her hands clasped over my wrists and she held them firmly against the bed with one hand. I couldn’t move my hands, but I didn’t even struggle. She kissed me again and I felt her bulge pressing against my hips. Her heated desire burned against me through the shorts and I whimpered as her tongue danced along mine.

When she pulled her lips away, she asked quietly, “Are you ready?”

“Y-Yeah.”

She kept my hands pinned above my head and shifted off of me. Toni sat beside me, her right leg over my stomach and her left spread out past my head. She let go of my wrists and spoke firmly, “Don’t move.”

I looked at her, “Excuse me?”

“I said don’t move. If you want me to keep going, just know that I want you to stay still. If you try to rush things, I’m going to stop. Period.”

“I understand,” I said. Her logic didn’t make much sense to me, but I would let her do what she wanted. If I didn’t like it, I knew she would listen to me.

Her hand slipped into my shorts and pushed into my panties. Lithe fingers played with my hair for a moment, “I do hope you’re fine with shaving at some point.”

I blushed deeply, “I didn’t have anything to shave with.”

“I know, I’d love to taste you at some point, but I’m not going to until you shave,” her fingers slipped between my folds. My lips were soaked and she smiled down at me. “I don’t think I’ll need to use my tongue to make you soak your panties tonight.”

My mouth opened to respond but all that came out was a drawn-out moan as her fingers moved back to my sensitive bead. They rocked back and forth as she continued to talk, “You’re such a beautiful woman, Starr.”

My hips bucked wantonly against her fingers. The jolts of pleasure shot through me, stealing away my ability to speak. The only language allowed to me was the dialect of lust. Moans poured forth and Toni translated them with ease.

“Full of desire and motivation,” the fingers moved faster against my clit. “Full of character and hope.” Those long, thin fingers shifted further down my slippery sex. Without warning, two fingers pushed deep into my core as the ball of her thumb ground into my clit. “Full of tension that needs released.”

Her words served to further my arousal and while I wasn’t sure what she was getting at, it was working. Even without fully understanding her message, I craved hearing her praise me. I needed to hear her. The flame of my building orgasm roared within me, seeking for the last of the fuel it needed to become an all-consuming inferno.

Toni leaned over me and worked her fingers into me, “I want you to cum for me, Starr.”

Hearing her desire coaxed me towards my release. The fire burning in my core unleashed itself. Those flames licked at my every nerve, pushing me further into the blissful state Toni’s fingers put me in. I heard a high-pitched cry escape me as my orgasm splashed against Toni’s hand.

She smiled warmly down at me and slowly pulled her fingers from my depths. Toni laid down on her bed and licked her hand clean of my juices. Once she finished, she looked to me and spoke quietly, “Take a shower, Starr. If I’m asleep when you come back, feel free to join me, alright?”

My chest heaved as my mind tried to put itself back together. Her words finally registered and I rolled out of the bed, “W-What about you?”

“What about me? I enjoyed what I wanted. If you’re wanting more, well, you’re going to have to wait until tomorrow night.”

Of course, she didn’t want anything in return. The guilt of not returning the favor frustrated me, but I couldn’t bring myself to ignore what she wanted. I walked to the shower and by the time I got out, she was asleep. Not bothering to put on any clothes, I pulled the covers back and joined her.

Toni had to be some sort of angel. I couldn’t think of any other explanation for how she could be so generous and caring. If she wasn’t, then she simply had an unnaturally uncanny knack for judging people. She took me in due to a few assumptions she made. As much as I enjoyed this life, I couldn’t help but think about what might have happened to me if she hadn’t found me.

The streets were an unforgiving place and while I didn’t want to sell my body just to survive, it might have come down to that. Toni saved me. I looked at her peaceful expression and watched her chest rise and fall. I owed her my life. Even with that debt, she seemed only interested in making sure that whatever I felt was authentic for her. How could she expect me to be anything but in love? Of course, I couldn’t tell her that. Not this early on.

I don’t know when I fell asleep but the morning sun was what stirred me. Reaching for Toni, I nearly panicked when I didn’t feel her in the bed. Tossing on my messy panties and my pajamas, I wandered around the penthouse and heard a familiar thumping that let me know where she was. The same morning routine was followed. She came out of the gym, I had cereal ready, and she hurried to eat it before going to get her shower.

She came back and smiled warmly at me, “I’ve got to go meet with a business partner soon. Do you want to go out or stay here? I can’t let you come with me, sorry, but you’ve got no clue as to how to run a business.”

“I’ll stay, it’s hard to get bored here with a computer in my room and your massive collection of DVDs and books.”

“Alright, I’ll see you later. I don’t know when I’ll be back, but if you’re still interested later tonight, we could finish what we started?”

I smiled and nodded, “More reason for you to not take forever while you’re out. Are you going to bring something back to eat, or will I be making dinner?”

“I’ll bring something back. Talk to you later, baby.”

My eyes flicked to her, “Baby?”

“Oh, is that the wrong thing to say? I thought we were in a relationship?” she seemed to be asking a question, but I couldn’t tell.

“I’m not against that, but I didn’t know that’s what it was. I would love to be your partner, Toni. Err, baby.”

“Good. I’ll see you soon, baby,” she said with more confidence.

She left and the next twelve hours were rather boring. Movies were fun at first, but after three, I got stir crazy. I went through the house and cleaned up, then took a shower, then I put on a matching black set of lingerie. The lace thong and the revealing bra would hopefully get a response out of Toni.

When the door to the penthouse opened, the sun was low in the sky. Orange light bathed the city below and I’d managed to look out of the window for more than a minute without getting the desire to vomit.

Toni walked up the stairs and sighed heavily as she saw me, “That took so much longer than I wanted it to, I’m sorry, Starr.”

“Don’t apologize,” I said with a grin.

She pulled her shoes off and put them on the rack beside mine and then walked to my side. Her hands wrapped around my stomach and she put her head on my shoulder. “It’s a beautiful view down there, isn’t it?”

“I was just looking at that. It’s a little uncomfortable, I still feel like we’re going to topple over and die, but hey. It’s pretty.”

“You’re safe up here, baby. I wouldn’t let anything happen to you,” she whispered into my ear.

Her warm body pressed against mine and I let out a quiet giggle, “You’re a little overdressed, Toni. I’ve been here giving the people below a peep show and you’re being quite modest. A little unfair, isn’t it?”

“It would be if they could see in. Surely you don’t think they can see through the tinted glass, do you? And if they could, wouldn’t that make you feel a little odd? You’re not exactly covering your beauty up, baby.”

“I’m used to people looking at me like a snack. If I recall, you seemed to like the way my body looked. Something tells me that having my legs behind my head gave you something to look at,” I teased.

Her hands fell to the waistband of my thong and she eased it down, “Speaking of being flexible. I was hoping that you wouldn’t mind if I took advantage of that?”

I pressed my bare ass against her crotch, “I would love it. If it makes you happy, baby, I’ll love doing almost anything.” The words weren’t a lie, she deserved any amount of pleasure and comfort I could give her. After the things she’d done for me, the life she gave me, if I could do anything to soothe her, it would be done.

She smiled and pulled away from me. I heard her clothes falling to the carpet below us. When I tried to turn my head to look at her, she called out, “Stop. You’re staying right there. I want to enjoy the view for a little while longer, baby.”

I looked back out towards the city. Butterflies panicked in my stomach, this time the height had nothing to do with it. I felt her unclasp my bra and she guided it down my arms. Then she pushed the thong to the floor and whispered, “Step out of it.”

I followed the command. She kicked the clothes away and then stepped behind me once more. Her hips pressed against mine and I felt her thick length nestle between my cheeks. “I could get used to this, Starr.”

“You know I want you to, don’t you?” I asked.

“I do now. Are you sure you want to go through with this, Starr? If you say no—”

“I know what would happen if I said no, baby. I want this. I don’t care if you have me against this window. I don’t care if you take me to your office. At this point, I don’t care if you do it in front of everyone in New York. I want this.”

She planted a hot kiss on my neck. Toni left a wet trail of kissed up my throat and then to my ear. Her warm mouth suckled in my earlobe and she gently bit it. A soft moan escaped me and I could feel her cock hardening. “I want you, Starr. Right here, right now. I need you.”

My hand reached behind me and I grasped her heated shaft. I leaned forward and pressed her tip to my glistening entrance and spoke in a shaky voice, “Then have me.”

Toni leaned into me and her thickness spread my folds. I clenched my jaw for the coming pain, but as she sank deeper into me, the pain was barely noticeable. I felt her rupture my hymen, yet that pain was nothing when compared to my time starving on the streets. The difference in that pain was that I wanted this. I had the choice in this. Her hips pressed against mine and I could feel her member stretching my walls.

I felt her press my torso against the glass of the window and she whispered, “It’s not so bad, is it?”

“Which part? Being inside me or the height?”

“Both?”

“You feel amazing. The height, well… I’ll put up with it for you.”

She slowly rocked her hips into me, each stroke bringing me pleasure like I’d never experienced. Her fingers brought me to climax the night before, but after this, I don’t know how I could be satisfied with the slender digits. Toni pressed herself deep into my body and then stopped for a moment. I heard a click, then felt her pull my left hand behind my back. Warm metal surrounded my wrist and for a moment, I believed she was cuffing me. She let my wrist go and I pulled it back to look at it. Her beautiful golden Rolex surrounded my wrist and she whispered, “It looks better on you.”

I turned my head and she leaned in to kiss me before I could speak out about the gift. Her thrusts resumed and I moaned into the passionate kiss. Her hands fell to my waist and I put my hands on the steel beams that kept the window in place so I could push against her strokes.

Her tongue slipped into my mouth and I felt her pace continue to build. I hoped that she was close to her orgasm as my own was threatening to sap the strength from my legs. A few days ago, I was just another ant on the street from this high up. Yet here I was, being taken by a woman who took a chance on me. I couldn’t deny that I loved her, I wouldn’t deny it.

She pulled away from the kiss and for the first time, I heard her soft moans. “I’m so close, baby,” she grunted.

I did my best to push against the window into her thrusts. Her thick shaft continued to dive into my body, each motion seeking out untold pleasure. “M-Me too,” I huffed.

Her hand snaked around my waist and reached towards my clit. Fingers rubbed furiously as she hammered into my hips with enough force to make me worry about the stability of the steel I was holding.

My knees buckled and her other arm held me tightly. Her toned arms were more than capable of keeping me in place and I felt my feet lifting from the floor as I came. The powerful orgasm shook my core and caused my love channel to tighten around Toni’s cock. Even as my juices squirted onto the carpet beneath us, she continued to slam into my drenched womanhood.

I heard her soft cry as she plunged into me one final time. Her length throbbed inside me and I could feel each pulse as her seed poured into me. She lowered me back to the ground and I found my footing. Once stable, she slowly pulled out of me and asked quietly, “B-Baby?”

Shaking my head, I looked at the couch, “You were perfect, Toni. But I need to sit down.”

She put an arm around my shoulders and helped me to the couch. She sat beside me and pulled me into her side, “Starr, I don’t know how this will look in a year. But I know that as of now, I look forward to spending every second of my day with you.”

I looked up at her and smiled weakly. “I know how you feel, Toni. Maybe this is too soon. I told myself I wouldn’t say anything yet, but you just finished inside me. I don’t know if I’ll get pregnant, but if I do, I need to say this before we find out…” I let out a deep breath and took her hand in my own. “I love you, Toni.”

My confession brought tears to my eyes and I could see the moisture collecting in her own hazel eyes. “I love you too, Starr.”


Epilogue

Two years later after our first time together, she and I had come a long way. Now, instead of simply grabbing her coffee, I sat in on boards and quite frequently brought up valid points that the others tended to overlook. My lack of background in business brought up the more human side of their proposals, often resulting in more well-received press releases.

At the end of the days, Toni and I had quite the handful to handle. Our live-in nanny took care of our child during the day, but little Terra was a feisty girl. Toni got over her fear of being assaulted enough to make an entrance to our home much less private, all it took now was the five digit password and a fingerprint scan. But hey, at least it wasn’t hidden behind a bookshelf!

I made my way into the penthouse and let the Nanny clock out. She gave me a rundown of what Terra had done and once she was finished, she smiled warmly at me, “She’s all yours, Mrs. Black.”
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