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Amber’s Futa Mistress

A Morning With Her New Boss

Book One


Amber ducked her head when she heard her named called. “Amber, come in,” the voice sounded much more intimidating than it had on the phone.

“Yes Mistress,” she said. Amber got out of the chair and walked into the woman’s office. The colors of the office contrasted with the room she was in. Black tile floors greeted Amber, the walls were a light red and the room was bathed in soft yellow light. Amber felt her stomach twist into a knot as she looked to the woman who would be interviewing her.

The woman had her dark brown hair pulled into a ponytail. Her skirt was charcoal gray and her white blouse had a black blazer pulled over it. Amber felt her confidence drain from her. Her own attire did not look as professional as her potential boss’ did. She was wearing a pair of khaki slacks with a white polo shirt.

“Nice to meet you in person, Amber. I’m Ms. Martin, but I’d prefer it if you called me Erin. Of course, that will be in front of clients,” Erin reached her hand out to shake when Amber got close enough.

“I understand, Mistress,” Amber shook the hand and stood in silence for a moment. Erin’s tone made her feel even smaller. Not only was the woman taller than her by at least five inches, she commanded a presence that Amber could not hope to match.

Erin pulled her hand away and used it to cup Amber’s chin. Tilting her head to see a few different angles, Erin smiled, “I adore redheads, you’ve got some pretty green eyes too. You’ll do just fine if you can pass the interview. Take a seat.”

Amber nodded and sat down in the steel folding chair. The item seemed out of place to Amber, given the nature of the other more expensive furniture. Erin leaned on her heavy oak desk and pulled out a clipboard and a pen.

“First, I’m going to need you to read these forms and sign at the bottom of each,” Erin said.

Amber took the forms and read over them as quickly as she could. They related to her not filing a lawsuit against Erin for any physical marks left on her. The further she read, the more nervous she got. The job would pay well, but the papers she continued to sign made it seem like she might be biting off more than she could chew.

Her hand continued to sign them though, she needed the money and this was the first callback she got. With her qualifications, this job was her best option. She signed the last page and handed the clipboard back to Erin, “This is starting to look a little dangerous, honestly.”

“You know what you signed up for, this isn’t meant to be me coddling you all the time. You are to perform as a personal assistant for most of the day. But you were told over the phone by my secretary what that entails. I am not going to pretend that I'm going to be inactive,” Erin said as she ensured all the forms were signed.

“I’m still a little fuzzy on all the specifics,” Amber said. She was aware of most of the job description, but getting it explained to her could not hurt.

Putting the clipboard on her desk, Erin looked back to the Amber and smirked. Erin moved to sit in her office chair and opened a drawer. She pulled out a whip and placed it on the desk, then a pair of handcuffs, and a flogger. She closed the drawer and looked to Amber, “Does that clear anything up for you?”

“Yes Ms. Martin,” she said. Her eyes were wide as she looked at the toys before her. They all looked intimidating.

“If you’re going to get anywhere, you’re going to call me Mistress. Not Ms. Martin. I’m twenty-eight, not in my late thirties. Time for business though, Amber. Tell me about yourself and why you think you are a good candidate for being my stress relief.”

Amber gulped and averted her eyes, “I am good at listening to orders, and I am good at handling pain usually. I know how to use a computer pretty well, and I have good typing skills. And I know that I am a submissive.”

“Those are reasons you might be a good candidate, I want to hear about you,” Erin said.

“I’m nineteen, I live with my parents and I want to move out. Getting this job would help me a lot, the pay is very fair for the work I will be doing. And I love sex, Mistress. Even if I’ve only seen it on a screen,” Amber said.

Erin smiled wide at that information, “That’s better. So you’re a virgin, don’t worry. I’m usually very gentle. So what’s your take on being thrown into the world of BDSM?”

Amber needed a second to think of her response. The money hard to turn down, better than she could have hoped to make with a college degree. But the idea of being hurt for the sake of pleasure seemed confusing. Ducking her head, she responded, “I think that if you are paying me, I can adapt to it, Mistress.”

“That’s a good answer, but doesn’t that make you sound more like a prostitute than an employee?” Erin asked.

She nodded, “It does. But I don’t think of it like that, Mistress. I’m fine with being paid for you to do what you want with me. I do hope that this is not public knowledge. And I know that you have a reputation to uphold, so it’s not like you’re going to abuse me to the point of breaking me.”

“Fair logic, but don’t think that means I won’t be doing everything in my power to create a willing submissive. By the end of your training, I expect that you would do this for half the pay,” Erin said.

Amber gave a quiet giggle at the thought of doing it for less money. The paycheck was the only real reason Amber considered the position in the first place. “I don’t know about that, Mistress,” Amber responded.

“Well, there are a few things I need to ask you before I complete the process. And of course, more paperwork. How do you feel about transgender women?”

“I have no problem with trans people. Why?” Amber asked.

Erin tilted her head, “Because I have a cock, that’s something you probably would like to know before I ask you to start getting sexual with me.”

Amber looked to Erin with a perplexed expression, “Really? I would have never guessed that. I mean, you look completely like a woman. You even have nicer hips than me!”

Erin stood from her desk and stepped closer to Amber. She took one of Amber’s hands and placed it on her groin. Amber felt that bulging member hiding away in Erin’s panties and gasped. Erin let go of Amber’s hand, but Amber did not pull away.

“It feels so big,” Amber whispered.

“I’m large, that’s not bragging, it's the reality of it. So then. For your interview, I want to know what I can’t do to you if I hire you,” Erin said.

Amber cocked her head as she let her thumb stroke along Erin’s length, “I’m not sure. I don’t want to ever be hurt permanently. Like, breaking things, or burning me, the extreme things like that. That’s not sexy, or fun.”

“No, you’re right. Going that far is excessive. At that point, you’re brutalizing someone, not getting anything from it. I could make a slight argument for branding, but that’s not something I’m interested in anyways,” Erin said.

“If that’s fine, I don’t know what else I would like or not like until we got into it. I don’t think that I would love every bit of it, but at the same time, I’m pretty sure that getting paid for it would go a long way towards making me like it more.”

“Well if that’s the case, then I think it is time we make things official. Go talk to my secretary and finish the paperwork. I’ll be giving you a trial period of two weeks, if you are not making a positive impact on my mood by that point, I’ll let you go. Is that fair?”

“It is, Mistress. Thank you for the opportunity. Oh! Dress code, what do you want me to wear?” she asked.

“Seeing as how I’m going to do some of this at work, and some elsewhere. If you are working with me in the office, wear a skirt and a blouse. If you can’t find that, a pair of slacks and a polo, like you have on now would be fine. If I am working from home, then you can wear anything as long as you dress to turn me on. Is that clear enough?”

“Crystal clear, Mistress. Thank you,” Amber said as she stood from the chair and walked out of the room. Her heart raced in her chest as she finished up the process. There were things on the table she did not quite understand, such as the BDSM aspects. But they would be explained, and Erin had a confidence about her that made Amber believe that it would be fine. That she would be able to endure whatever the woman had to offer.

The paperwork did not take too long, she was instructed to do a drug test and that was sent off. After that, she was sent home with a schedule to adhere to. While looking through her new hire packet, she found an envelope containing two thousand dollars and a note.

Thank you for your interest in the position. Please use the money to buy yourself a week's worth of work clothes. Do your research on aftercare solutions for BDSM and buy some products that you feel comfortable putting on your body. You will only need to bring your aftercare products to Ms. Martin's home office. After you have purchased the items required, feel free to treat yourself with the remaining funds.

After doing said research in a hurry, she understood why the extra money was given to her. The various solutions were often lotions and things of that nature. After reading some of the ingredients, she made a list and went to town to buy the requested items. With almost three hundred dollars left over, Amber decided it would be best that she put the money aside for now. If the job did not work out, that money would be buying her food for the next few weeks.

With the day coming to a close, Amber headed home and tried to make it everything seem normal during her interactions with her parents. They were happy about her getting a job, but they asked a lot of questions that Amber did not know the answer to.

She finally got away from her parents after dinner ended. Heading to her room, she looked at the rather lackluster furniture and muttered, “I’m not going to miss any of this shit.” Amber took a shower and got on her bed to lay down. She pulled up a porn video relating to BDSM and found herself surprised.

The first one she watched was rather aggressive and brought a measure of trepidation to her. The second helped ease that fear, not everything was that hardcore and that was something she was glad to see. Yet, she did learn that it was ultimately up to the dominant partner. That made her feel powerless, and she put her phone on her nightstand with an alarm set for the morning.

If Erin was going to be as abusive as some of those videos, Amber did not know if she would be able to hold onto the job. Resting her head against the pillow, she fell asleep with worrisome thoughts.

Amber felt the rope around her wrist tighten to the point of hurting her. The feeling of the cold metal dildo at her pucker, threatening to invade her mercilessly. She smelled the leather in the room and heard the sound of heels clicking against the tile floor. Amber could not see, a blindfold kept her from that luxury.

“You pathetic fucking slut, you’re going to learn your place!” she heard Erin’s voice yelling at her. The sound of a whip cracking made her body tighten, fighting against the ropes that bound her. She could do nothing but wait for the biting leather to rip into her flesh.

The pain never came, as Amber’s alarm pulled her from her sleep. She awoke in a puddle of her sweat. Amber sat up and gasped for air, hands moving to rub at her wrists. Reaching for her phone, she turned off the alarm and got out of bed. The videos she watched from the night before made her feel a measure of apprehension that she had not felt since she started applying for jobs.

This world she was being introduced to was one that terrified her. She wanted the money. If the actual events were like the nightmare she had, she might have to pass. No amount of money would be worth being that afraid of someone. Not when the acts were meant to relieve stress.

She got ready for work and put on a solid black skirt and blouse. She wore a new pair of three-inch heels to make herself stand a little taller. The walk to work would be a long one.

Amber left almost an hour before she was required to be at work and arrived at the large building twenty minutes later. The guard let her in after checking to see if she was the person she claimed to be. Amber felt important, her name was on a list.

She took the elevator to the sixteenth floor, where Erin’s office was. She walked through the office and only saw two other people. They were tapping away at keyboards and oblivious to the world around them. She did not want to talk to them yet, not if they were busy.

Erin’s secretary waved at her when she arrived and called out, “Good morning Amber.”

“Good morning Tedi, how are you?”

“I’m doing okay, it’s a little early, but it always is. Did you knock on Ms. Martin’s door? She’s usually in by now,” Tedi said.

Tilting her head to the side, Amber responded, “No? I didn’t see her come in and I’ve been here almost thirty minutes.”

“Oh, Ms. Martin is usually in at five. We come in at eight because it gives her some time to get caught up on all the events of yesterday and wake up,” Tedi said.

Amber approached the door that led to Erin’s office and knocked on the thick wooden door. From the other side, she heard “Come in.”

She opened the door and stepped into the room to see her boss sitting in her chair. Erin turned to look at Amber, “Good morning, excited about your first day?”

Amber closed the door behind her and moved to take a seat in the steel chair, “I am, Mistress. So what do I do now?”

“First, I could use some coffee. There is a coffee pot somewhere in the office, I’ve never gotten my own coffee here. So best of luck finding it,” Erin said and turned back to her computer.

Amber nodded and got back up, “I’ll be right back then, any sugar or creamer or anything?”

“Nope, plain black for me. Got used to it when I was broke all the time, now it's a preference.”

Leaving the office, she came back a few minutes later with a coffee cup and placed it on Erin’s desk. She went to take a seat, but Erin interrupted her, “Lock the door before you sit down.”

“Yes Mistress,” Amber said. She walked to the door and locked it, the nervousness setting in once more. Having to lock the door meant that Erin would not want to be interrupted. She did not need to be told what might happen next.

Erin finished writing an email and then minimized the windows on her screen. She opened a drawer at the bottom of her desk and pulled out the flogger from yesterday. Smiling, she looked at Amber and said, “I’ve been thinking about you all morning. I don’t have a lot of time to get involved right now, but I’m not going to let your day slip by without something to remember me by.”

The brunette woman stood from her chair and twirled the flogger. The whirring of the leads sent chills down Amber’s spine. “No reason to be shy. Take off your blouse and your bra.”

Stating that there was no reason to be shy did nothing to help Amber feel less nervous. She unbuttoned her shirt and slid it off her shoulders. Amber’s simple red bra almost matched her hair and her blushing face. Amber reached behind her back and unclasped the bra to let her breasts fall free.

“It’s okay, relax. I’m not going to make you bleed or anything, not yet,” Erin said.

Amber whimpered in her chair. Not knowing what to expect, she closed her eyes and put her hands in her lap. The whirring of the leads stopped for a moment. The sound of Erin sipping her coffee made Amber shift in her seat. “Can we get it over with, please?” Amber asked.

Erin put her coffee cup down, “Excuse me?”

Amber spoke up, “Can we get started, please? I’m scared, Mistress.” The dream from last night felt more like a reality now. Not to that level yet, but Amber felt similar. Even if she was not tied up and blindfolded, she could not move from her position. She could not defy Erin’s desire.

“That’s the point. You’re my slave, my pet. My toy. If I want to take my time playing with you, I will. That’s what you are paid to do. Don’t get it twisted, I still expect you to perform other duties as I see fit, but your goal is to make me happy,” Erin sent the flogger into Amber’s breast. The sensation was unlike anything Amber could have expected. A sharp stinging with dull thuds mixed in.

Amber gasped at the sensation and looked to Erin, “W-What the hell is that?”

“It’s a flogger. Balanced, combo, half oiled leather, half suede. Thirty falls, each being a half inch. One of my favorite tools to use. Enough sting to keep you on your toes, with a balance of throbbing pain that lingers a little longer,” Erin explained.

The woman’s technical knowledge scared Amber, but there was a silver lining. If Erin knew so much about the toys she was using, Amber could at least be comfortable knowing that she was safe. She hoped.

Erin started spinning the flogger, sending it into Amber on every fifth rotation, “You forgot to call me Mistress. And speak with manners when you’re addressing your Mistress. These are ground rules. Do not forget them.”

Amber kept her chin up to prevent her face from being struck. Her breasts were already turning a light red and she did her best to keep calm. She wondered how long the pain would continue, but when Erin shifted the toy towards her stomach, Amber noticed something. The dull ache in her breasts felt somehow pleasant. She glanced down at her chest for a moment and saw the red marks. Marks from her Mistress.

Erin continued the strikes until she reached twenty-five, “That’s better. But now I’ve got a bigger issue to take care of.”

Amber’s face had tears trickling down it. There was no agony, only an overwhelming sensation that her body did not know how to handle. Amber looked at Erin and the issue she mentioned was obvious. A large bulge in her skirt that ran the length of her hip.

“M-Mistress, I can help with that,” Amber offered.

“I know you can. But you’re a virgin. So I’ll make you a deal. You promise to be a good slut and take my cock up your ass. I’ll make sure that when I take your pussy, it will be with your pleasure in mind,” Erin said.

The choice was easy for Amber. Erin knew what she was doing with her toys, that experience came from something. With that information in mind, she called out, “I’ll be a good slut, Mistress. Is it going to hurt?”

“Probably, but nothing worse than what you felt from the flogger. Take off your skirt and bend over the desk. Leave your panties on for me,” Erin ordered.

Amber thought the request was odd, but she was not going to argue. The thought of being taken in this way concerned her. She hoped that Erin would be gentle with her. Amber removed her skirt and bent over the desk. Her hands held onto either side of the desk so she would not have to lay on it.

“Do me a favor, if you have some sexier underwear, start wearing them. Nothing wrong with what you’re wearing I guess,” Erin slapped Amber’s ass through her red cotton panties. “But they’re so boring.”

Amber groaned at the slap and nodded her head, “Yes Mistress. I will wear other things.”

“Other things? That sounds vague. Why not say you’ll wear sluttier things?” Erin asked.

A quiet huff escaped Amber, “Mistress, I will wear sluttier panties for you.”

“I know you will, you’re a smart slut,” Erin opened the drawer that contained her toys and pulled out a bottle of lube. She placed it on the desk and then stepped out of her skirt. Amber heard the top of the bottle pop open and she glanced to see what she was supposed to take.

Her jaw dropped. If she had to guess, Erin’s cock was at least nine inches, but that was not even the scary part. The veined monster looked like it would split her in half with its girth. Amber felt her knees quivering, she knew that she was going to have a sore butt tomorrow.

“Something wrong?” Erin asked as she spread the lube around her length.

“Y-You’re huge Mistress, it’s going to hurt,” Amber responded.

Erin gave a quiet giggle before saying, “It is. I’m not going to pretend that it won’t. Your ass is going to be begging for me to stop fucking it. But you’re going to keep your head down and beg for more. Can you tell me why?”

“Because I’m your slut, Mistress. Because that’s what you pay me for, Mistress,” Amber said. Even as she admitted such shameful thoughts, she could not deny her arousal. Her panties had a damp spot in them and she did not know if that was due to the shame, or the thought of being skewered by Erin’s cock.

“That’s right. Who said you couldn’t have a great first day on the job?” Erin asked. Amber intended to respond but she felt her panties pulled to the side. The cool air caused her skin to draw up and Amber looked back to Erin. She watched the woman’s other hand move towards her ass. Two cold fingers pressed against Amber’s pucker and pushed inside her.

Gasping at the insertion, Amber did her best to relax. Erin pushed the fingers deep inside Amber and started fingering her rear, “We’re going to have to work on stretching your tight ass. After I get you nice and broken in, I’ll be able to use a little spit to get my cock in you.”

“That sounds amazing, Mistress,” Amber said. She did not think it would be that pleasant, but she could hope that Erin knew what she was talking about.

“Don’t get too excited. I’m paying seventy-five thousand a year to enjoy you, so I’m going to get my money’s worth out of you,” Erin said.

The fingers pulled out of Amber’s ass. She felt the hot cock pressing against her hole for a moment. Then she felt burning pain as the cock’s head pushed into her pucker. “Oh fuck! It hurts! Mistress, it hurts so bad!” Amber yelled.

“I know. I told you it would. Do your best to relax,” Erin said. She continued pushing her cock into Amber until she had nothing more to give. Only then did Erin stop. Her hands reached around Amber’s torso and rubbed her breasts, “You will adjust soon. Then all bets are off and I’m going to fuck you like the slut you are.”

The hands on her breasts brought back the stinging pain she felt before. Amber still felt pleasure from the actions and she knew better than pull away from the touch. Upsetting her boss was the last thing she wanted to do with that massive cock buried inside her. Amber felt something else, though, the desire for more. Now that she had the woman’s length inside her, she wanted to take the next step. Coming from a sheltered home with little money, this opportunity seemed perfect.

All Amber had to do was make it through this encounter, “Yes Mistress!”

“That’s my bitch,” Erin said. She started rocking her hips into Amber. Her strokes started as short and shallow, barely moving at all while she loosened the girl’s pucker. Once the vice felt easier to thrust into, Erin slid her hands down Amber’s body and rested them on her hips.

Even the short strokes were pleasant for Amber. She looked back to try and see the woman’s cock but her position denied her that. Erin’s hands tightened on her hips and she felt most of Erin’s cock slide out of her. Before she could even acknowledge that change, Amber felt Erin push back into her. Her ass still hurt, but she was starting to crave the pain. Having this be her first encounter was beneficial. The pain would be forever tied to pleasure.

Amber let out a loud gasp followed by a much lower moan. Erin gave her ass a slap, “You like my cock, don’t you slut?”

“F-Fuck yes, Mistress,” Amber called out. The shame that previously gripped her disappeared. Erin’s desires were leaking over into Amber’s thoughts. Being a slut, that used to be the most horrible insult, but now, Amber wanted to hear it. Amber's innocence be damned, she needed Erin’s cock.

Erin leaned back to get a better view of herself fucking the tight hole before her, “You’re going to hate me when you’re older. You’ll never find a cock like mine again.”

“M-Mistress, I don’t want other cocks,” Amber said. She rocked her hips against Erin, trying to match the woman’s pace. The tempo increased further when Erin leaned back over Amber.

“Then you’re going to be a good slut for me. Because I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want other pussy. So you’ll have to work harder, won’t you?”

“I’ll work as hard as you want me to, Mistress! Please don’t stop!” Amber screamed in response. Her first time made her countless masturbation sessions seem pointless. She would never be able to achieve this amount of pleasure by herself.

Erin reached around Amber’s hips to start rubbing her clit, “Cum for your Mistress. It’d be bad manners if I didn’t let you finish first.”

The words fell on deaf ears. A fire had already roared to life between Amber’s thighs. Her climax roared through her, the blazing fire turning into an inferno. Amber’s moans got louder, her gasps for air gave her enough time to hear Erin’s balls slapping against her soaked pussy. Then came the result of that wildfire, a gush of Amber’s juices. Her panties caught some of the juices, but most ended up on the tile floor beneath them.

Amber’s orgasm caused her body to tighten up and with Erin’s intense pace never slowing, the woman could be heard moaning. Erin’s hips drilled into Amber’s ass for a few more strokes before she gave a low sigh. Her cock buried itself into Amber’s ass one last time and her hot, thick cum invaded the girl’s rear.

Their climaxes were finished, but the act was not done as Erin called out, “Fuck, I might have to take a smoke break after that." Erin looked to the puddle on the floor, "You made a mess on my floor. Clean it up, slut.”

Erin pulled her cock out of Amber’s ass. The brunette grabbed her skirt and put it back on and then sat in her chair. Amber nodded and went for her clothes, but Erin called out, “Where are you going?”

“To get a mop?”

“No, you’re a slut. Not a janitor. Get on your hands and knees and lick that little puddle up,” Erin said with a harsh tone.

Amber looked to her for a moment, she almost complained, but she understood that it would be stupid. Getting down to her hands and knees, she looked at the small puddle, then back to Erin. Her tongue slipped out and dabbed at the puddle. The taste was nowhere near as bad as she imagined it might be. After that was determined, she took licked the juices up without complaint.

Once she finished, she looked back to Erin. Erin was drinking from her coffee cup. She swallowed the drink and said, “Good girl. But I’ve got work to get done. Talk to the secretary and see what she needs help with. Check in with me every hour. I’ll see you for a more intimate meeting at four-thirty. See you later.” Erin turned back to her computer. She left the flogger on her desk, uncaring about who might see.

Amber did not question Erin. “Yes Mistress,” she said and put her clothes on. Once she was dressed, she started walking out of the room and called out, “Thank you for the session, Mistress. I’m excited for the next one.”

“You might not be later, slut,” Erin said. She smiled as she went back to typing another email. Even a tight ass could not keep her from her job for long.


Amber’s Futa Mistress

A Lesson In Her Boss’ Office

Book Two


Amber left her boss’ office with a stinging butt. She did not know how to feel about her first encounter with sex. The pleasure was undeniable, but the circumstances around the event left Amber hungry for more. Amber had to hope that her boss’ words about taking her vaginal virginity would come true. A night focused on her pleasure sounded amazing. Amber wondered how different that might be when compared to what she experienced with Erin hunting for her own pleasure.

Her day shifted from the exciting start, having had her ass stuffed to the brim with her Mistress' cum to the mundane life. That life consisted of filing papers, running the copy machine, and taking various folders to people. Amber learned enough about the office from her first day. The most important lesson, do not wear heels when working for Erin.

Tedi, Erin’s real secretary, stopped her at eleven-thirty, “Amber? We get an hour for lunch, would you like to grab something to eat with me?”

The blond haired woman had one hand holding onto her neck, her green eyes unable to look at Amber. Amber smiled, the woman seemed terrified to ask her to go to lunch. “I’m down, what do you have in mind?” Amber asked.

“I was hoping you would be okay with a salad? I know a place, my second cousin runs it, but it’s a nice place,” Tedi picked up her purse.

The tension Tedi displayed seemed to get chipped away, “That sounds good to me. Do they do tuna salad?”

“They do! That’s what I order, that’s so neat. A lot of people don’t like tuna, but I think it is amazing,” Tedi blurted out.

Tedi’s social awkwardness brought a smile to Amber’s lips. The woman seemed to professional only minutes before. Amber took her purse from underneath Tedi’s desk and called out, “Tuna is the best. And thanks for watching my purse today. I know I’m getting a desk, but the infamous question of when is still in the air.”

“You should be straightened out by tomorrow. It usually takes longer, but Ms. Martin likes you. She sent me an email about you,” Tedi moved a hand to cover her mouth.

“Did she?” Amber felt like Tedi let something slip and now she wanted to pull that thread.

“Yeah, anyway, the clock is ticking we can talk more on the walk over,” Tedi walked to the elevator and pushed the button. Amber followed and the two paused their conversation until they made it out of the large building. Digging in her purse, Amber found her sunglasses and put them on. Amber's green eyes were sensitive and if she knew she was going to be walking to lunch, she would have brought sunscreen. She was proud of her Irish heritage, but that did not mean she loved being burnt instead of ever tanning.

“So what was that email about, Tedi?”

The woman looked to Tedi and then away again, “Oh, it was nothing. I shouldn’t have brought it up.”

Amber smirked, “I’m pretty sure it was more than nothing. You already mentioned it, Tedi, don’t leave me hanging on this one.”

“You have to promise you won’t tell,” Tedi said.

“I promise I won’t say anything Tedi, tell me, please?” Amber stepped closer to Tedi.

Tedi looked over her shoulder to make sure no one was listening in. She whispered, “She said that she was hoping that you would be interested in some off-the-clock training. I’ve never heard her offer that to someone.”

The type of training Erin alluded to, Amber could guess. What she could not guess was why her boss would tell that to Tedi. Unless Erin knew that Tedi would tell her. This could have also been a way for Erin to introduce Tedi to Amber on a personal level. The secretary did seem to have an issue talking to people.

No matter the reason, Amber beamed with pride. She loved that Erin thought enough of her to tell Tedi anything. The two women made it to the salad shop and Tedi held the door for her, “Thank you, I appreciate you showing me this place.”

“No, thank you. I don’t get to talk to many people outside of the office. The other people working with us on our floor are busy,” Tedi walked through the door and waved at her extended family.

The two went through the process of ordering and sat down at a table. Amber opened the lid of her soda and took a drink while Tedi talked.

“So how is your first day so far?”

“It’s okay. The morning went well but after that, it’s been kind of boring,” Amber said.

Tedi opened her bottle of green tea, “I get that. Once you get into the rhythm of things, you’re going to enjoy it more.”

Amber smiled, the only thing that would make work enjoyable would be taking care of Erin’s desires. “We can see how things go. I’m excited about it at least.”

“So how was the sex?” Tedi asked.

Amber coughed and looked at Tedi. Unprepared for the question, she tried to answer, “She uh, she took care of me.”

“I heard some of the moans, and I knew what you would be doing. I wrote up the letter, and the job description, all that stuff. So is she big?”

“Tedi, I’m not sure if we should be talking about this,” Amber felt the burning in her cheeks. Having someone know about what happened made things much less comfortable.

Tedi tilted her head, “What’s wrong? You sounded like you enjoyed it.”

“I didn’t realize that you would be listening,” Amber wanted to crawl into a hole and hide. Luckily for Amber, their salads were brought out which paused the conversation.

“Thanks, Rebecca,” Tedi said to the woman that brought their food.

“You’re welcome, we appreciate your support to our store, Tedi. Talk to you later,” the woman then went back to work.

Silence fell over the two while they ate. Amber did not want to continue talking about her experience with Erin. Tedi did not want to let her salad get soggy. They finished eating and left the restaurant. Tedi broke the silence, “I’m jealous.”

“Of what?” Amber asked.

“Erin doesn’t even look at me, it’s frustrating. I even applied to be the personal assistant, but she wanted another person,” Tedi looked to her feet as they walked towards their workplace.

Amber lost herself for a moment, unable to apologize for taking something that Tedi wanted. She got the job and she enjoyed doing it so far. If Tedi wanted to be jealous, Amber could do nothing to change that. Erin would show interest, or she would not, “I hope that you have at least talked to her about it.”

“I can’t. She doesn’t even know I exist,” Tedi said.

“You’re being a little dramatic. I’m pretty sure she knows you exist,” Amber tried to help Tedi, but she did not want to lose her new position either.

Tedi crossed her arms and stopped walking, “I’m not being dramatic. I’m being realistic, she doesn’t know anything about me!”

“With an attitude like that, can you blame her for not wanting to find out more?” Amber quipped, putting up with a whining coworker did not interest her. The words were vicious and the tension grew between the two women.

They remained silent until they got to the office. Tedi glared daggers at Amber throughout the rest of the day. Amber did not intend to make an enemy out of Tedi, but she did not cater to the woman’s jealousy.

“Amber, I’d like to see you now,” Erin called to Amber, disrupting her from filing papers.

Walking into her boss’ room, she closed the door behind her and smiled at Erin. The cold gaze that she looked into sent a chill down Amber’s back, “Is something wrong?”

“You could say that. I found out that Tedi had a rough time over lunch. Do you know something about that?” Erin asked.

Amber’s clasped her hands, her fingers squeezing together, “She asked some questions that she shouldn’t have, Mistress.”

“And she said that you said something cruel.”

“I didn’t think I was being that mean, Mistress, I’m sorry,” Amber said.

Erin moved to stand behind her desk. Her fingernails tapped against the oak for a few moments. Amber felt tears welling up in her eyes, the silence terrified her. The things going through Erin’s mind must have been horrifying. Her fears were confirmed when she watched Erin bend over and pull something from underneath her desk.

“Call Tedi in,” Erin had a thick wooden paddle in her hand.

“Yes Mistress,” warm tears trickled down Amber’s cheeks. She walked to the exit of the office and made her way to Tedi’s desk. Amber could have called out to her, but her shame would not let her. “Tedi, Ms. Martin wanted to see you too,” Amber said.

Amber did not miss Tedi’s smug expression. She turned away and went back to Erin’s office. Seeing the paddle brought a quiet whimper from her, “Mistress, please don’t.”

“What happened to you calling her Ms. Martin, Amber?” Tedi asked. The secretary shut the door behind her and locked it.

Amber shot a look at Tedi, ready to say something in response, but Erin caught Amber's attention.

Erin turned the paddle over in her hand, “Okay you two. Tedi, you told her about the email. Amber, you got snippy with her. Both of you did something I would prefer not become a problem again.”

“Ms. Martin, I didn’t mean to upset you!” Tedi said.

Amber agreed with Tedi, but she remained silent. The paddle would have come into play either way if Amber had to guess. She took the initiative and strode towards the desk and presented Erin with her target.

“I like the motivation, but take off the skirt. You too, Tedi,” Erin said. Amber complied with the request, but having Tedi in the room made things uncomfortable. Amber would not make things harder on herself because of Tedi. When the skirt dropped, Amber’s boring red panties came back into view. Tedi stifled a laugh and pushed her skirt down with no discomfort.

Tedi wore a pair of pink lace panties, something that Amber furrowed her brow at. That did not make sense, the secretary that was never noticed and seemed uncomfortable talking to others was wearing lingerie. Tedi took her place beside Amber and Erin walked behind both of them.

“Amber is that how you think I would want you to treat people when you’re a direct representation of my company?” Erin rested the paddle on the curve of Amber’s ass.

Amber tensed up from the feeling of the wood against her rear, “No Mistress, I didn’t think about it like that.”

Erin pulled the paddle away and then slammed it into Amber’s butt. A loud yelp escaped Amber, Erin had a lot more muscle under her soft exterior than she could have guessed. “So from now on, when you’re on the clock you’re going to be thinking about how you affect me with your behavior, won’t you?” She gave Amber’s ass a second strike.

Amber’s tears flowed, she did not mean to disappoint her Mistress. The intense pain made it hard to focus on the conversation, but she had to make it up to her Mistress. “It won’t happen again, I’m so sorry, Mistress,” Amber said.

“I hope it won’t. As for you, Tedi. You played your part well, getting Amber to get mad at you. You followed the instructions in the email well,” the paddle cut through the air and slammed into Tedi’s ass.

Tedi moaned and nodded her head, “I’ll do anything you ask, Mistress.”

“I know you will, but you know why I can’t treat you like I can Amber.”

“I do, Mistress,” Tedi said with sadness pervading her tone.

Amber looked at Erin and stood up straight, “Wait, hold on a second. Tedi was supposed to tell me about the email? And she’s calling you Mistress? What the fuck am I missing?”

“You’re missing your manners, that’s what you’re missing. She’s my step-sister. I can’t exactly treat her the same way I want to. I mean, look at her. I’d tear that ass up if I could, but it doesn’t feel right,” Erin said.

The logic made little sense to Amber. Tedi stood there in pink lace panties and was getting paddled by Erin. That did not seem like sibling behavior to Amber, but what did she know about the situation. Ducking her head, she asked, “So then what was all this about?”

Tedi wiggled her ass at Erin, the paddle gave her another rough spank and she let out a soft moan. Erin then continued, “I wanted to see how you would act when presented with an uncomfortable situation. You said some things I wish you wouldn’t have. While you’re my pain slut, you’re still working for me on the books. See how that might be a problem?”

Amber nodded. That much she could follow. The situation still felt like Amber was being manipulated, but she would deal with it. “I do, Mistress. I’ll try to do better in the future, but I don’t know if having a coworker asking about your cock size over lunch is reasonable.”

Erin paused for a moment and then gave Tedi a much harder smack with the paddle. This time, Tedi yelped in pain. Erin gave her a fourth strike, “You know better. That is off the table. But you should go sit back down and get to work. I’m not going to keep indulging your masochistic tendencies, sis.”

Tedi pouted for a moment before waddling away. She put her skirt back on and left the room. Amber wondered about how Tedi could get spanked so many times and not cry. After two hits from the board, she wanted the pain to stop.

Once they were free and the door shut behind them, Erin walked behind Amber and put her hips against the girl’s ass, “You did better than I thought you would. I don’t think you handled the end of the conversation well.”

“Maybe she didn’t tell the story right, Mistress,” Amber offered.

“No, she’s got an annoying habit of keeping the details right. And she knows better than make mistakes with me. Something you’ll grow to learn as well.”

“Can I ask what the deal is between you two?”

“She’s my step-sister like I said. Five years younger than me, but we’ve been in the same family since I was eleven. So while she’s not my blood, she feels like it. I can’t bring myself to give her what she wants.”

Amber leaned forward again, resting her hands on the table. “Well, I’m sorry about my behavior. It feels a little wrong to be tested like that, but I understand. Did you have something in mind, Mistress?”

With the angle Amber’s body was at, Erin had a much easier time grinding her hips into Amber, “I have a few ideas. I don’t want to hurt you too badly on your first day. But I do want to enjoy myself. You work with me at my home office tomorrow, so that is going to be when I let you enjoy what I can offer.”

Amber smiled and looked back to Erin, “That sounds good to me, Mistress. I don’t know what to offer. This is all new to me, and I won’t pretend like screaming is going to be fun. So I can’t offer you ideas on how to make me do that. Counter-intuitive to my pleasure, you know?”

Erin stepped away and brought the paddle onto Amber’s ass for the third time, “Your pleasure is not a concern. You should know that by now. You will enjoy our sessions, but you will do so with the understanding that it is because I let you enjoy them.”

A loud yelp escaped Amber. Her head ducked lower, she did not want to see the paddle coming, “I’m sorry Mistress.”

“Don’t be sorry, fix your mindset. You’re my plaything, you know that. I told you that you were my toy, didn’t I?”

“You did, Mistress.”

“Then you’re going to have to deal with a bruised ass for your insubordination,” Erin said.

Amber felt her heart sink. That would linger for a few days, “M-Mistress, are you sure? What about tomorrow?”

“What about it?” the paddle pounded against Amber’s ass. “Four. I’m thinking about going to ten. What do you think, slut?”

Finding the words became difficult. The pain she felt amplified with each hit. Tears openly flowed as she nodded her head, unable to speak. Erin sent the paddle down again, then again. And again. By the time she reached nine, Amber bawled. Her hands shot to cover her ass and she cried out, “N-no more! P-Please Mistress!”

“You’ve come so far though, little slut. I haven’t even been going that hard on you. Tedi got the rougher ones and she handled them fine. Granted, she was the one that got me into all this,” Erin teased. She put the paddle down on her desk and then pulled her skirt off. Taking a seat on her desk, she pulled her throbbing cock from her panties and stroked it.

“Nine is enough for me. You’re going to want to get some lotion on that ass of yours before long though. That should help with the burning, aloe is good for dealing with the sting. But you’ve got something to take care of first. Maybe you’ll learn your lesson this time.”

Amber did not bother arguing. The paddling stopped and that was all Amber could ask for. She moved to stand in front of Erin and leaned forward to bring herself closer to Erin’s cock. Her tongue licked at the head while Erin continued to stroke herself.

“That’s a good girl. This time, you get nothing but pain. That’s what happens when you’re disobedient, you get the punishment. But you still have to take care of your Mistress. So doesn’t it make more sense to be a good little slut? Play the part of the perfect princess for others to see?” Erin asked.

Amber stopped her licking and looked up to Amber. The tears streaming down her face and her ruined makeup must have looked awful, “Y-Yes Mistress.” Her attention shifted back to Erin’s cock, her mouth falling around the head so she could take over. Erin’s hand pulled away and Amber was given full access.

“You’re going to be a fast learner. That or you’re going to make me get worse on you as time goes on,” Erin said. She closed her eyes as she enjoyed the feeling of the warmth around her cock. Soft moans escaped Erin which further spurred Amber on.

She needed to please Erin, if she could manage that, she would have a much easier time at work. The lesson sunk in, her burning ass did not let her forget her perceived wrongdoings. She took her time with the blow job, she needed to recover from the pain.

Erin ran a hand through Amber’s red hair, “You have a very low pain tolerance. I’ll have to be more careful with you. I don’t want to break my toy. Does that sound better for my little slut?”

Amber nodded while keeping Erin’s cock in her mouth. “Good girl. Work on making sure you think of me before you do anything. If you think I would be happy with your actions, feel free to do whatever you’re thinking,” Erin let her hand rub the back of Amber’s head.

She had much less of a burden on her shoulders after Erin’s proposition. Amber relaxed her throat and tried to take Erin’s massive cock as far as she could. After getting most of it down, she choked and moved to pull away. Erin’s hand held her in place, “You know, there is almost nothing more satisfying than the sound of a woman gagging on my cock.”

Amber thought she would die while she was being held there. Her face shifted into a light red color and she her heart pounded in her chest. Erin let her go and gave her a light pat on the cheek, “But I want to you to swallow my cum, not get choked on my cock. So keep your tongue busy and use a hand for the lower half of my cock. Don’t get ambitious right now.”

There were no choices for Amber to make. Even her methods of pleasing her boss were not left up to her. She did not know what felt good when it came to giving someone pleasure. Amber only knew what she saw in porn and that was staged. None of her ‘studying’ paid off during the real lesson.

She took Erin’s words to heart and started bobbing on the first few inches of the woman’s massive cock. Her hand wrapped around the thick shaft and pumped it as she did her best to help Erin reach her climax. Erin went back to stroking her hand through Amber’s hair.

“You’re not half bad, we’re going to have to work on you being my slave, but we can make it work. I need to give you some pointers on sucking cock though. I haven’t done it in a while, maybe Tedi can help with that,” Erin said. Her breathing did not seem to be a problem at all which made Amber question if she was even doing a decent job.

Erin smiled and took a handful of Amber’s hair and pulled the woman off her cock, “Lay on the desk, on your back.” Amber nodded and then cleared a section of the desk off and got into position for Erin. The top of her ass laying on the desk made her whimper. The cool surface helped soothe her, but it was fleeting. During the time it took Amber to get situated, Erin moved to stand facing the desk and stroked her cock.

“Don’t worry, I won’t let you pass out,” Erin said. Amber wanted to ask questions first, but she was not given that chance. Her mouth was filled with Erin’s engorged cock, then her throat met the same fate. She hoped that Erin would keep her word as the woman thrust into her mouth. That velvety head glided down her throat and Amber tried to keep calm. The pace increased and Amber heard Erin groaning as a result.

Her face turned red once again from the lack of breath and the angle of her head. The light-headed feeling made her wish the woman would paint her throat white already. But Erin was not finished. Erin let her hands fall to Amber’s breasts. Even with the blouse and her bra still on, Amber could feel the kneading. The rough treatment of her mouth and the attention to her breasts made the damp spot in Amber’s panties grow.

She would have blushed if she was not already beet red. The rough play with Erin grew on Amber and she felt that she would reach her climax soon if only she had a little attention to her dripping pussy. The thoughts helped keep her focus from the lack of oxygen, she trusted that Erin would keep her word.

Erin let out a sharp gasp and plunged her cock deep into Amber’s throat. Ropes of cum spurted into Amber’s throat. Erin pulled her cock back until only the head remained in Amber to give her the remnants of her seed. Amber loved the taste of Erin’s cum, she would have collected it to show to her Mistress like she saw in the videos online. Her head being upside down did not let her, so she swallowed and then gasped for air.

The woman’s cock slipped free of Amber’s mouth and she called out, “You are a good cock sleeve, now get dressed. Remember what I said about the home office tomorrow, if you show up here, I won’t be paying you for those hours. You don’t want me to have to give you genuine punishment either.”

The callous aftermath left something to be desired for Amber, but she got off the desk. A wave of nausea washed over Amber as she stood and proceeded to put her skirt back on. Once her senses came back enough to talk, she looked to Erin, “Thank you, Mistress.”

“For what?”

“You came? So thank you?” Amber knew that porn was fake, but she was still trying to be a good toy for her Mistress. She questioned how much of porn was for show, but the answer was obvious. The sex made her want more of the woman, but she hoped that they could be a little more personal outside of that act.

Erin smiled, “You’re welcome, slut. Now go be a good girl. Talk to Tedi and see if she has something you can put on your ass. To give you a little heads up, she was my previous outlet for my frustrations.”

Amber walked to the door and held onto the handle as she looked back and asked, “What happened then? I’m not trying to dive too deep, Mistress. I’m curious.”

“Understandable. She encouraged me to look into it as an outlet, so I did. But I didn’t know how to start that lifestyle. She offered to help, I love her to death and hurting her seemed wrong, but she wanted it. The problem we ran into was when I started getting horny during out sessions,” Erin answered.

“I know this is a little wrong to ask, but why is that a problem? I mean, she isn’t blood, Mistress,” Amber said.

Erin tilted her head, “Because we’re too close. Seventeen years of knowing someone does that to you. That’s not something I feel comfortable pursuing.”

She seemed to be lying to herself from what Amber could tell, “Are you sure? Mistress, you know I wouldn’t tell anyone. Unlike Tedi, I can keep a secret.” Her butt clenched and she winced, even her body knew that she might have overstepped with the backhanded comment.

“I’ll talk to you tomorrow. Make sure you keep your phone on you in case I need to call you,” Erin brushed Amber off. The look on Erin’s face made Amber question how close to the mark she was. She stepped out of the door and walked towards Tedi’s desk.

Tedi looked at Amber and reached her hand out with a bottle of lotion in it, “Can I take you to the bathroom and talk while you use my lotion?”

The question felt loaded. If she turned down the talk, she would not get the lotion that she wanted. Her ass hurt and after Erin finished with her, the pain overtook the fear. “Yeah, but I’m still a little annoyed that you lied to me,” Amber took the lotion.

"I did what was asked of me. You would have done the same," Tedi said.

Tedi stood from her chair and led Amber into the bathroom. Amber watched as Tedi checked for their privacy. Once Tedi determined that they were alone, she turned the deadbolt and moved to the sink area. “Skirt down, panties down, I’ll put it on for you.”

Amber listened to the woman and exposed her rear. Through the mirror, she could see Tedi licking her lips as she took the bottle of lotion and applied it to her hands, “Don’t get too carried away back there.”

“But it’s such a nice ass, could you blame me if I did?”

“Yes I could,” Amber flinched as the cold lotion was applied to her cheeks.

“Are you really going to hate me because of what Mistress told me to do?”

Hearing Tedi address Erin as her Mistress sent fire pulsing through Amber’s veins, “I don’t know. You are jealous because of what’s going on. But that isn’t my fault, I applied for a job and got hired.”

Tedi huffed and slipped a finger into Amber’s ass, “Jerk away and I’m going to spank you. Trust me, you don’t want that.”

Amber’s mouth got her in a rough situation. She looked into the mirror and looked to Tedi in the mirror again, “What do you want?”

“I want you to let me get you off,” Tedi said.

“Wait, what?”

“You heard me. I want to make you cum, what’s so wrong with that?” Tedi spread pushed her middle finger into Amber’s pussy. With a finger in each hole, she rocked her hand slowly.

Confusion froze Amber for a few moments. She leaned further onto the counter and rested her head in her hand. “I guess that’s okay. Is Erin going to be mad?” Amber asked.

Tedi let her other hand move to Amber’s clit, “I don’t think so, you’re not dating her yet.”

“Yet?”

“She didn’t tell you? Well, that doesn’t surprise me. She’s interested in you, but she needs to make sure you’re worth keeping around. Why do you think you’re being hired? You’re a sexy redhead that will spread her legs, that’s about all my sister wants,” Tedi said.

The news took Amber by surprise and she let the news settle. Dating a multi-millionaire would have perks, but it brought the question up. Could she really be bought?

“But if she can whip you into someone that she can fall in love with, well, you’re going to have some competition. That’s all I’m going to say,” Tedi said. Amber might have been much more intimidated if she was not being fingered. Tedi slipped a second finger into Amber’s pussy and let her fingers work their magic. Her other hand rubbed Amber’s clit.

Amber rocked her hips against Tedi’s touch and felt her knees weakening. Waves of pleasure crashed into Amber with each movement Tedi made. Amber’s moans got louder, echoing into the empty bathroom, and once the pressure built up too much, the floodgates opened. A torrent of Amber’s juices gushed from her, soaking the panties that were between her thighs.

“I guess I should finish putting the lotion on your ass,” Tedi pulled her hands from Amber’s sex and poured more lotion onto Amber’s lightly bruised rear.

As she rubbed it in, Amber called out, “If Erin wants me, I would be okay with that. But I do think that we should at least try to be more friendly. For her sake.”

Tedi smirked, “You just want me to make you cum when your Mistress doesn’t.”

Amber shook her head, “That’s not it. I don’t want there to be bad blood between you two.”

“I’ve got places to be Amber, I’ll see you Monday. Enjoy your weekend and Erin’s house.”
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By the time Amber pulled her panties and skirt up, Tedi was gone. She leaned against the counter of the bathroom until she recovered from her orgasm. With everything that she found out, she felt lost. Erin wanted more from her, but that information came from Tedi. The same person that told her that she was jealous of what Erin wanted from Amber.

She sighed and washed her face to clean up the ruined makeup staining her cheeks. The walk back to her apartment took thirty minutes instead of the twenty it took in the morning. Walking into the home, she headed straight for her room and removed her clothing to let the cool air soothe her butt. Amber did not want to see it, she could still feel the heat radiating from the bruised flesh. Erin’s view of stress relief did not feel that nice after the incident.

The money would help her live a much more fulfilling life. Once she had enough money put aside, if things did not improve, she would quit the job. Her first goal would be to dig herself out of the debt she was in. Then she could look at putting back a nest egg. No matter how she looked at the situation, she would be working there for at least a year. A long time to get used to the pain. Or be broken by it.

Amber trailed off into thought and soon fell asleep on her bed. She did not remember the dream she had, but she looked at her phone to check the time. It was three in the morning. She did not have to be at Erin’s home until eight. Amber spent most of the morning doing her housework. Her butt did not burn as bad, yet sitting still hurt. At six forty-five, she took a shower and changed into a pair of skimpy black lace panties and a matching bra. Over that, she decided on a pair of light blue running shorts that barely covered her ass and a simple black tank top.

Erin told her to dress to turn her on, but with the way her butt felt, Erin would have to understand. Or she would be punished again. Her breathing quickened for a moment at the thought of being disciplined again. Pulling out her phone, she looked through her contacts and realized that she never got Erin’s number. She would have to take the chance, just in case, she packed a pair of tight skinny jeans and a nice blouse in a backpack. Along with the clothes, she packed her aftercare lotions as she was told to in the letter she received on the day she was hired.

With everything ready, Amber pulled on a pair of socks and tennis shoes. She left her apartment and started walking to the address Amber gave her on her schedule. Almost an hour later, she arrived at the address. To say that Erin lived modestly would have been a blatant lie. The woman lived in a three-story home, clear glass windows making up the majority of the front’s exterior. The sleek design made Amber question if the home was built for Erin. No matter the case, Amber could not deny the interest she had in Erin’s wallet.

She rung the buzzer at the gate to the property and a male voice asked, “Martin estate, how can I help you?”

“Uh, this is Amber, Ms. Martin’s personal assistant,” she said.

“Come on in, she’s in the den, go through the front door and stay straight. You can’t miss it.”

“Thank you, sir,” Amber walked through the gate once it opened for her. She cursed under her breath for not doing her research on what Erin even did for a living. The company she worked for could have been mass producing soap for all Amber knew. She resolved herself to ask her phone all about Erin’s life later. Amber made her way to the front door of the home and cracked it open.

The scent of cinnamon embraced her and she relaxed, the smell taking her back to her childhood days of baking with her grandmother. She stepped into the house and closed the door behind her. After the mudroom, she saw the kitchen on the right and the rest of the doors were shut. Strolling through the hall, she looked at the pictures of Erin and her family. It seemed that Erin had a brother as well, this one looked biological.

“You’re two minutes late.”

Amber flinched and looked at Erin. She was naked and Amber’s eyes locked onto the woman’s cock, “S-Sorry Mistress, it took longer to get here than I thought. The paddling isn’t doing me any favors.”

“We need to get you a car. I don’t like excuses, anyway, you look a little trashy. I like it though, makes you look more like trailer trash that is desperate for a buck,” Erin walked past Amber and back towards the kitchen.

Amber felt conflicted, the insult could have possibly be meant as a compliment. Either way, it did not seem like she was getting punished for her clothing and that was a win in her book. She followed Erin into the kitchen as well and asked, “What would you like me to do?”

“Are you in the mood for cereal, or do you want to cook something?” Erin asked.

“Cereal sounds nice, I’m not the best when it comes to cooking. I can bake pretty well though, Mistress.”

Erin grunted and went through the cabinets to get two bowls and a box of cereal. Grabbing the jug of milk, she poured them both a bowl of cereal and grabbed spoons. Erin sat down and gestured for Amber to do the same.

“Is everything okay, Mistress?”

“Yeah. It’s Friday, I don’t want to do much of shit today. Or tomorrow. Or Sunday. I keep my computer handy, and I do some work, but it’s the simple shit. There is a reason I work from home three days of the week,” Erin said.

Amber respected Erin’s work ethic, even if she was not accomplishing massive amounts of work, she still worked seven days a week. That was more than most people would commit to, “I understand. So then what’s on the docket for today, Mistress”

“Chill with the Mistress shit. I expect you to say it when we’re about to fuck, but in normal conversation, that shit sounds stupid,” Erin complained. After she finished talking, she started eating her cereal.

The shift in Erin’s choice in diction was obvious to Amber. Getting her out of the office seemed to help make her someone more palatable to talk to. “Sounds good then. You’re talking casually, is it okay if I?” she asked.

“Yeah, I don’t care. Do me a favor, shut up and eat,” Erin said. Amber took a deep breath, exhaling, she took her spoon and ate in silence. While she did not care for being told to shut up, she did appreciate being able to be on equal footing with Erin for once.

They finished breakfast and Erin stood from the table, “Do me a favor and wash the bowls and clean up the kitchen a bit. I’ll be in the den when you’re done.”

“Okay, I’ll be there soon. Is it okay if I call you Erin?” the question caused her foot to start bouncing.

Erin looked back at her on her way out, “That’s fine. Don’t get too comfortable and forget your position.”

“I won’t, Erin. Thank you,” Amber proceeded to start cleaning the kitchen. The mundane task should have been boring, but with the way this morning played out, Amber went through the kitchen with enthusiasm. Towards the end of her cleaning, she took a moment to ground herself in reality. Everything she experienced up to this point led her to believe that she might get the rug pulled out from under her feet.

The sobering thought drifted away as Amber made her way into the den. Erin looked up from her laptop, “Take off your shirt, I don’t mind if you leave the shorts on.”

Amber pulled her shirt off and draped it over the back of the couch Erin was on. “Better?” she asked.

“Yeah. I like the bra, do the panties match?”

Amber tugged her shorts down enough to show Erin the lace panties, “They do! I bought them when I dated a guy. He turned out to be a real prick though.”

“Shit happens, I’m glad that you’re single now. I’m fine with a lot of things, but I don’t personally care for cheaters,” Erin said.

Her stomach churned at Erin’s words. She wrung her hands together as she spoke quietly, “I have something to tell you, Mistress.” Erin closed her laptop and placed it on the table in front of her. Amber turned away defensively, “Tedi fingered me in the bathroom after I left your office.”

“I know. She told me, I didn’t tell her to do that. I’m not going to punish you for it. From what I understand, she threatened you,” Erin seemed calm about the situation from what Amber could tell.

“You’re not mad?”

“I’m not happy about it, but like I said, you’re single. There is no reason to punish you for something that you are not technically in the wrong about. But the good news is you told me about it. That helps me trust you quite a bit. I still don’t want you to let another person touch you intimately though. Is that something you can manage?”

Amber felt the knots in her stomach untying. She nodded her head and moved to sit beside Erin, “I can, Erin. I didn’t know what to do and she threatened to spank me. Everything is new to me and I’m scared of disappointing people.”

“Don’t worry about disappointing people, only worry about disappointing me. If you’re going to be worried about everyone else before me, we’re going to have a problem,” Erin said.

“I understand, and it won’t happen again if I can help it. She mentioned something else, but I don’t know if that’s something you’re aware of.”

Erin tilted her head, “What did she say?”

“That you only wanted a redhead that would spread her legs,” Amber gave a half-truth.

A chuckle escaped Erin and she shook her head, “Kind of, but not really. I do have a thing for redheads, that I can’t deny. But I’m a decent judge of character. You’re not perfect and you don’t pretend to be. That usually means you’re willing to adapt to what is asked of you. Seem right so far?”

Amber nodded. Erin continued, “So what I was talking to her about was that I am interested in you. I don’t want to dive into a relationship, you’re still a stranger. And I’m fucking paying you to spread those legs, so that does cheapen the experience for me.”

The logic made sense to Amber and she frowned, “I’ve been enjoying most of what we do. I don’t know if that changes anything for you, but I do want to please you. Yes, the money is very nice, I can’t pretend that isn’t a huge factor in things. But even with that said, if you want to make things more real between us, that also falls on you.”

Erin sat up straight, stiffening in posture, “Explain that last part.”

Amber danced on a fine line with this one, but she wanted to explain her expectations, “I didn’t mean it in a bad way. You said that paying me cheapened the experience. If you want a more authentic experience, don’t you think you should try and be a little more emotionally invested?”

Amber’s shoulders dropped as Erin leaned over and kissed her. She could taste the sweet cereal they ate on her lips. The warmth that built in Amber’s chest threatened to set her ablaze. Erin deepened the kiss. Amber was laid down on the couch and Erin got on top of her. She felt Erin’s cock slowly hardening against her clothed pussy. Erin pulled away after a few more moments and looked into Amber’s eyes.

“Is that better?” Erin asked. Her tone did not feel fake, nor did Amber have a response at the moment. Breathless, she looked up at Erin and nodded her head. The kiss was not Amber’s first, but it was without a doubt the best so far. Not because of the skill involved, but seeing Erin emotionally exposed, even if only for a few moments. That was what made the kiss phenomenal for her.

“Good. I’ll try and be more open to the idea of being intimate. Make sure you don't do something stupid like steal from me. I don’t mind supporting you, but I need to know that you’re in it for more than the money,” Erin said.

Amber understood the concern, but she was in it for the money. At least, she was at first. Now, things felt like they might have genuine potential. She whispered, “I need to know that you’re going to make sure I don’t hurt as bad from now on then. Yesterday was brutal. I don’t mind you spanking me, or paddling me, or whipping me, or whatever you want to do. I need to know that when I’m crying, you don’t make things worse.”

Erin pressed her hips harder into Amber, “I’m not going to stop using you as a bit of a toy when I’m enjoying myself. But you’ve got a deal. I’m sure you’re going to grow into the pain, but I’ll make sure that I give you the room to grow.”

Biting her lower lip at the feeling of the thick cock pressing against her, Amber nodded. “That sounds fair to me, Erin. I’m happy to be your slut if that’s what gets you off.”

“I can’t pretend that it doesn’t, slut,” Erin ground her cock against Amber’s pussy and then pulled away to sit back down.

Amber smiled at the tease and sat up. She scooted closer to Erin, her sore ass hating her the whole way over, “I don’t mind. As long as you’re going to be treating me well.”

“Don’t get too excited, we’re just getting to know one another. You’re not my girlfriend yet, as cheesy as that word is. I’d like to see how that two week trial period goes before we devote. Sound good to you?” Erin asked.

Amber would have preferred things progress now, but she nodded, “It’ll have to be okay. I don’t mind waiting, but I’m not sure what you want to find out in that time frame.”

Erin looked down at her cock and then back to Amber, “Well, for now, I want to find out what that tight slit of yours feels like. But that might be in poor taste.”

Amber stood and shuffled out of the shorts and panties, but Erin called out, “Leave the panties on. It’s the simplest thing ever, but damn does it turn me on.”

Pulling the panties back up, Amber smiled at Erin, “That’s fine. If they get wet, I might want to change though. I found out yesterday walking home, wet panties are super uncomfortable.”

“I’ve got some you can change into if that’s the case. I won’t focus on your ass today, but that doesn’t mean you’re safe,” Erin said.

Amber moved back to the couch and sat in Erin’s lap, straddling her cock. Shifting her hips to pin Erin’s cock against her stomach, Amber started rubbing along it, “Who said I was the one that needed to be saved?”

Erin sunk into the couch and put her hands behind her head, “I’ll give you two minutes to have your fun. Then I’m going to fuck you until you can’t stand.”

Amber did not find the threat to be intimidating, if anything, she wanted to see what Erin had in store for her. With the freedom she was given, Amber leaned forward and took one of Erin’s nipples into her mouth. Her grinding slowed, but she did not stop. Suckling on the nipple, she looked into Erin’s eyes and winked. Then she bit down gently, twisting the nub with her teeth. Hearing Erin suck in a breath of air, Amber pulled away from her breast and moved to the other side to repeat the treatment.

She could feel Erin’s cock throbbing under her. Amber broke away from Erin’s breasts, “I want it. I don’t want to wait however long I have left. Please, Mistress, please.”

Erin flashed a smile at Amber that could melt a heart. Twisting from her position, she put Amber on her back and looked down at her, “How bad do you want it, slut?”

“Mistress, I’ll do anything,” Amber said.

Moving between Amber’s thighs, Erin pulled the panties aside and leaned in to run her tongue along Amber’s pussy. She looked up, “You’re going to have a long day. After we’re done here, you’re cleaning everything. But don’t get too excited. I’m going to put a plug in your ass, and yeah, I have a maid outfit, don’t ask why.”

Amber moaned at the sensation and nodded, “Mistress, I’d love to be your slutty maid. Please stuff me with your cock!”

“Shh, I’m not done. My little slut is going to have to cum for me before I fuck her. I wouldn’t want there to be a shortage of lube,” Erin said. The words made it sound like Erin was doing herself a favor, not getting her partner off. Not that Amber minded. The tongue started licking at her folds again and Amber rocked her hips to meet the pleasurable muscle. Her world exploded when Erin took her clit into her mouth.

Gasping at the rush of bliss that shook her foundation, Amber reached down to hold Erin. Her grip remained loose, even with her pleasure-fogged mind, she did not want Erin to feel like she was trying to take control of the situation. The wet sounds that came from Erin’s kissing, sucking, and nibbling added to Amber’s experience. Having her clit rubbed was one thing, but having it being treated to this, she did not know how she could live without this pleasure.

Her mind blanked when she felt Erin’s two fingers push into her pussy. A gasp escaped her and there was no mercy shown. Erin’s fingers pumped into her furiously and her thighs started spasming. Erin pulled away, her fingers slipping from her pussy, her mouth coming off Amber’s clit. She put the panties back over Amber’s pussy and started rubbing Amber’s sensitive nub through the panties, “That’s right. Cum for me, soak those panties you filthy fucking slut.”

Amber lifted her hips to add to the pressure. Her orgasm surged through her, the compounding pleasure reached its breaking point. A scream of bliss ruptured forth and she squirted powerfully. The panties caught most of her juices, but a small puddle was made on the couch.

Erin gave Amber a moment to relax before she spoke, “Be a good girl and clean up your mess. Then get on the floor, hands and knees.” Erin got off the couch and onto her knees on the floor.

Amber caught her breath and shifted to lick the dampness off the leather couch. Once she finished, she rolled off the couch and got into the position asked of her. Erin rested a hand on Amber’s lower back and the other held her cock steady. She rubbed her cock along Amber’s soaked panties, “Is that what you want?”

“Oh my fucking god, yes Mistress. Fuck me already, please,” Amber begged. She did not feel the same shame she did yesterday morning. All she felt was the desire that pounded in her chest.

“You’re such a fucking slut. I love it, we’ll see if you can keep that up,” Erin pulled Amber’s panties aside and put the tip of her cock against Amber’s tight pussy. Amber quivered as she looked back, but Erin pushed into her before she said anything. The thickness stretched her walls and she gasped at the pain. Her hymen stood no chance against the monstrous cock inside her.

She let her head drop and looked between her legs, expecting more than the trickle of blood. Amber also expected more pain, but that was minimal in comparison to the paddling yesterday. She turned her head and looked at Erin, confused, “Is that it?”

“Nope, I’ve got about half more to go,” she said.

“I was talking about losing my virginity,” Amber clarified.

Erin eased her cock further inside Amber, “Pretty much, it’s not as big a deal as people make it out to be.”

Amber pushed herself against Erin until she felt the woman’s hips pressing against her sore ass. The most pain she felt was the size of Erin’s cock, but she managed to take it all.

“That’s a good girl. Hungry little cock slut, huh?” Erin teased.

“I am Mistress, just for you. So, can you shut up and fuck me?” she tried teasing Erin back. That comment got her a rough slap to her ass.

“You know, I wasn’t going to spank you today. I really wasn’t. But you forgot your place,” Erin started pumping her hips into Amber. Slow, deep strokes to help get her pussy stretched to a point of being comfortable. The tightness made it difficult to get a rhythm started, but Erin settled in before long.

Amber dipped her head once more, her neck burned from holding it in that position. Having her clit shown attention was nice, but Erin claiming her pussy left her speechless. She pushed into Erin’s strokes to ensure that her cock explored all her with each motion. One orgasm felt like a good day, but the second was already building and Amber felt spoiled.

Erin took a handful of Amber’s hair and let her free hand grip Amber’s waist, “You like my cock, slut?”

“Yes Mistress,” Amber called back. She did not want to talk, she wanted to be drilled.

Erin pulled Amber’s hair, “Good girl.” Her cock continued to tunnel into Amber, Erin’s moans filled the room. Similarly filled, Amber no longer could meet Erin’s thrusts, her pleasure was overrunning her and she let out loud cries of ecstasy. Time slowed as Amber reached her second orgasm. Each time she felt Erin’s cock delving into her, she felt her breath hitch and a moan followed.

Her walls tightened around Erin’s length as her hips bucked. Her orgasm ripped through her and her juices sprayed onto Erin’s thighs and the carpet below. Amber let out a loud groan as she pulled her cock from Amber’s pussy. Erin roughly pulled Amber by the hair and turned her around. Erin let go of Amber and stood. Stroking her cock she called out, “Close your eyes, slut.”

Amber did as she was told and the warm globs of cum soon landed on her face. She waited for what felt like an eternity as she was coated in her Mistress’ seed. Once Erin finally stopped cumming, Erin called out, “That’s a good girl. Stay there, I’ll be right back.” She heard Erin walking away and she came back soon after. Then she heard the sound of a phone’s camera snapping a picture.

“Here, I brought you a towel,” Erin said.

Amber blindly reached for the towel and swiped at the air a few times before she caught it. Wiping her face clean, she opened her eyes and looked to Erin. The smile on Erin’s face made her feel warm, “Did you enjoy yourself, Mistress?”

“Of course I did, but did you? I told you I would focus on your pleasure, so how did you feel about it?” Erin asked.

“I loved every second of it, Mistress. Especially when you ate me out. That was the fucking tits,” Amber grinned.

“I’ll fuck your tits another time. For now, I’m going to go get you another pair of panties and that plug. And the outfit. First time I’m going to get some use out of it,” Erin walked away, leaving Amber alone for a few minutes.

During that time, Amber did her best to unwind. After the sex, she was left with a dull pain in her ass and sore thighs. The back of her head burned from having her hair pulled, but the pain was worth it. Erin enjoyed herself and she felt that she started her boss’ morning right.

Erin came back with the items in her hands. She dropped them onto the couch and started with the plug. The plug was stainless steel and small enough to not seem threatening. Erin sorted out the clothes and presented Amber with a pair of white crotchless lace panties.

“Take your bra off and step out of your panties so I can get this plug in you,” Erin said. Amber nodded and followed the order. She then felt Erin’s hand spreading her rear. Then the cold metal drug across her pussy to collect some of the juices to help ease the insertion. Amber groaned as the plug pushed into her, but it slipped inside and after a few initial moments of discomfort, the toy started warming up.

“And now you can get dressed. Don’t worry, the maid outfit is small enough to show me enough of your boobs. And any time I see that sexy ass of yours bend over, I’ll get a nice view of your slit,” Erin said.

Amber nodded and used the towel to wipe her thighs clean just in case. They were white panties after all. She got dressed in the outfit and felt her cheeks flushing, “Mistress, I feel stupid.”

“But you look great, so you’re going to have to deal with that, aren’t you?” Erin asked.

“I am, Mistress. Thank you for this morning, but should I get to work?”

“In a few minutes, I wanted to write a list of things I want to be done around the house,” Erin walked to a bookshelf and pulled out a spiral notebook with a led pencil stuck in the rings. She pulled the pencil out and opened the notebook to a blank page. A few minutes of the pencil scratching on the page left Amber with a rather intimidating list.

“Okay, so that should be more than enough to keep you busy for today, tomorrow, and Sunday. Pace yourself, but don’t slack off. I don’t pay you to look pretty. I mean, metaphorically. I kind of do pay you to look pretty, don’t I?”

“You’re ridiculous, Mistress, and I love it,” Amber smiled at her. The compliment once again felt backhanded, but she would take it.

Erin smiled in return and leaned in to kiss Amber. Amber relaxed her shoulders during the kiss. Being intimate with Erin felt like a roller coaster, but she loved the ride. She felt a hand grope her chest, then Erin pulled away, “Go get to work. Make sure lunch is ready by twelve. Sex is scheduled for three-thirty. That isn’t a joke, so make sure you’ve taken a shower if you get sweaty. We clear on that?”

“Of course, Erin. You pay me to do what you ask, so I’m going to do it well. I love my job, never thought I would be able to say that,” Amber said.

“You say that now. Go get to work, I don’t want you to distract me until four. I’ve got a lot of work to do,” Erin moved to the couch and opened her laptop. Grumbling as she checked her email, Erin stopped paying attention to Amber.

Amber looked at the list and started from the bottom. The work would be tedious and she knew that the monotony would get old, but this was still her job. Her day passed smoothly enough, lunch was simple enough to make, and Erin came in exactly at twelve.

“Are you okay with burgers and fries?” Amber scratched at her forearm. She did not get directions on what to cook, so she went with what was simple.

Erin sat in a chair, “Yeah, that’s fine. Bring me a plate and I won’t complain.” Amber brought her a plate and watched Erin as she took a bite of the burger.

“The shit is burnt around the edges. But the inside tastes fine to me, so good job. Do me a favor, start learning how to cook. I’m not going to bitch at you, and I appreciate the food you made, but keep in mind that you’re job is to make my life easier. So don’t make me have to hire someone else to cook my food,” Erin said.

The criticism hurt, but there was a silver lining at least. Smiling at the words, she nodded, “I’ll do my best, Erin. Sorry about burning them. I have almost no experience with actually cooking. Most of my food comes from the microwave.”

Erin grimaced, “That’s disgusting.”

“It’s what I have, they don’t teach you how to cook in school. Or how to do your taxes. Or anything super useful. I’ll do my best to learn, that’s going to have to be good enough,” Amber said.

“If it takes you too long, I’ll hire someone to teach you. Week-long course or some shit like that. After that, if you continue to suck, I’ll have to figure something out to motivate you.”

Amber scowled, the idea of needing to be taught something so simple annoyed her. She should know how to cook, she should know how to make Erin happy. That thought caused her to pause for a moment. When did Erin become such an important part of her life?

Sighing, she made herself a plate of the food and sat down to join Erin, “I don’t think I’m going to need more motivation. I’ve got all I need. But I would appreciate having someone that could help coach me through the process.”

“Tedi should be coming over around five, she knows her way around the kitchen. Ask her for some pointers, and don’t cause any problems,” Erin paused. “And don’t let her touch you again. You’re mine, not my property. But I want you to be exclusive with me.”

Amber felt the hairs rising on the back of her neck, “I would never have let her do that if I knew it would bother you. I know I shouldn’t have let her do it at all. Hopefully, you’re not too mad about it, Mistress.”

“I’m not mad. I don’t want the woman I’m interested in to spread her legs for others,” Erin said.

Biting into her crispy burger, Amber understood Erin’s desire for her to learn to cook. The taste was okay after the burnt meat, but getting past that was difficult. Her heart warmed when she realized that Erin still ate the meal.

“All right. Well, I’ve got to get back to work. Clean the dishes up and try not to get sweaty. I’d like to fuck you in that outfit,” Erin said.

“I’ll do my best Mistress. Should I come in a little early to clean the living room?”

“I wouldn’t mind a show before we get into it,” Erin called to her.

Amber smiled and went back to cleaning. Being a slutty maid for Erin had perks. Amber’s monetary situation would be taken care of, she would have medical coverage, and she heard something about a retirement plan if she stayed long enough. All good perks, but her favorite perk was the nine inches between Erin’s thighs.
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Cleaning Her Boss’ House

Book Four


Amber finished the last of the chores she could get finished before three in the afternoon. Her smile widened as she stepped into the den where she could start cleaning and organizing. That might not be exciting for some, but she had motivation. At three-thirty, she would be blessed with Erin’s massive cock. She did not care which hole Erin took, she did not care if she would even be pleasured in return. Erin wanted her. That was all that mattered to Amber.

Stepping into the den, the tapping of keys stole her attention. Erin sat in a recliner with her feet extended, laptop covering her nudity. Her impressive breasts were exposed, but they did not captivate Amber’s attention as much as the length between Erin’s thighs. Amber began cleaning the room, the place did not have settled dust, nor was there anything particularly filthy. Her intentions were not so much to make a drastic improvement, but any excuse she had to shake her hips in Erin’s way, she took. The maid outfit was comfortable enough, tight around the hips. The outfit’s upper half functioned like a corset, shrinking her waist and exposing her cleavage.

The lack of conversation in the first few minutes of her cleaning irked her. Saying nothing, she found more activities that required her bending over. In the white crotchless panties, she knew that she was showing Erin her pussy every time. The time passed until she finally heard Erin speak, “Do you think an exclamation point is a little much in a professional email?”

Amber stopped cleaning, the act was for show anyway. She moved to sit on the armrest of the recliner to read the email and shrugged one shoulder, “I don’t think it would be out of place, but I guess it depends on the tone you want to present?”

“Well, I’m letting the IT department know that I’m not pleased with the performance reports. A lot of customer feedback has been negative, citing long waits on hold, or employees that seem to not know what they’re doing.”

Amber glanced at the time on the laptop and took note of it being past three-thirty. This brought up a measure of concern, Erin was firm on her schedule up to this point. She would leave the question alone for now, “I would say that it might be better to call for a meeting with the important people in the IT department? I think that if you’re going to send the email, it would be best to let them know that you want to have a discussion on how to fix things. If you’re trying to get them to change something, an email is powerful, but it is also one-sided.”

Erin’s eyes opened at the words and she nodded, “So then what you’re saying is that I should let them know that they’re falling behind and that I want to figure out why?”

“Exactly.”

Erin smiled, “This is something I usually talk to Mrs. West about. The head of HR, she is a smart person, helps me take care of these decisions. I have quite a few people to help me out, but I really do need to take more responsibility for things. That way when the IT department starts slipping, I know how to address it.”

“I’ve been meaning to ask, what does your company do?” Amber’s finger curled around a lock of hair and twisted it.

“I started out delivering coffee to businesses. Sounds silly, but I made an almost fifty dollars profit a day, not horrible for a teenager. Then I made some connections. I found niches that needed fulfilling, and now, I run a multi-million dollar corporation. Most of what we do is product advertising, but we still dabble in other things. Graphic design, video editing, things that I can have done from a remote location.”

Amber did not understand the scale of the company but still nodded her head. “Okay, so yeah. I would say no exclamation point, babe,” Amber took the chance on the pet name.

Erin looked away from her laptop and smiled at Amber, “If I didn’t pay you to be so damn nice, I would be proud of that. Anyway, thank you, babe.”

Amber’s cheeks flushed. She reached her left hand around Erin’s shoulders and rubbed them while her boss typed up an email. The idea of sex felt like it might be lost, but once Erin hit send, she put her hand in Amber’s lap.

“Did you explore the house like I told you to on your list?”

“I did, what’s up?” Amber asked.

“Go to the bathroom and take the plug out. I’d recommend that you clean yourself up. Also, under the bathroom sink, you should find something to clean yourself out with. Spare me the details on that, but make sure your ass is clean,” Erin said.

She perked up at the thought of having her rear fucked again. The pleasure did not reach the same level as when her pussy was pounded by that cock, but Erin had a good time. Amber wanted to be able to provide that to her boss. Her salary helped persuade her into that line of thinking, yet, it was becoming much more natural for her.

“Of course, Mistress,” Amber said. She got off the chair and went into the bathroom. Amber spent a few minutes getting herself prepared for Erin before making her way back into the living room. She had the cleaned plug in her hand, “I’m back.”

Amber looked around the living room for Erin and did not see her. Hands on her hips made Amber jump and she looked back to see Erin, “Didn’t mean to scare you, I’ll have to do that more often.”

Her heart was racing in her chest and her right hand moved to her breast as if trying to calm it. “Don’t be mean, I’m horrible when it comes to dealing with scares. And that means no horror movies,” Amber said.

“If I want to make you watch a horror movie, you will. Even if you piss yourself, you’ll watch it all the way through,” Erin said in a commanding tone.

Amber’s head ducked and her hands fell back to her side, “I would, Mistress. I cleaned myself, and the plug, but I didn’t know what you’d want to do with it.”

“Put it on the table for now. I was thinking, I’d like to be lazy this time. You’ve gotten pretty lucky with being able to enjoy my cock without having to do much work,” Erin let her hands roam to Amber’s ass. Her fingers danced down the curve of Amber’s rear to reach their destination, Amber’s pussy.

The fingers were welcomed by Amber’s warm folds, “So you want me to ride you? I don’t know how good I’ll be at that, but if you’re willing to let me learn, I’d be down.”

“Being fair, you don’t have much of a choice. Even if we do get more serious with one another, I’m always going to be your Mistress in the bedroom,” Erin said. Moving back to the recliner, Erin spread her legs and stroked her cock.

Amber put the plug on the table and then moved to the recliner as well. She got onto the recliner on her knees, straddling Erin, “I enjoy you being my Mistress, so that won’t be a problem.” Amber leaned in for a kiss. Erin’s tongue pushed its way into Amber’s mouth, Amber moaned into the kiss. Her hips dropped onto Erin’s lap, the woman’s thick cock rubbing against the back of her panties. She did her best to grind against the shaft while she enjoyed the kiss while it lasted.

Erin pushed Amber away and smiled, “Go to my room and look under my bed. You should find a brown box. Bring that here.”

Amber nodded, “Be right back, Mistress.” Heading upstairs to the third floor, Amber made her way into the master bedroom. Dropping to her knees, she pulled the box out from under the bed and attempted to pull the top open. The top did not budge and she looked around the box and saw the combination lock on it. She sighed and picked it up. She wanted to know what was in the box, obviously, there were toys. But what kind of toys made a large difference.

She went back downstairs with the heavy box and sat it in Erin’s lap, “There you go. So what are you getting?”

“Turn around and wait until I say you can look,” Erin said. Amber groaned but complied. The clicking of the box opening made her want to take a peek but she would rather not have her ass abused for that. Amber heard the box snap shut and Erin call out, “Okay, turn around and pull your top down so I can put these on your nipples.”

Amber turned around and saw the metal clips. She whimpered and fidgeted for a moment before asking, “Do I have to, Mistress?”

“Should I get the one for your clit?” Erin asked. Amber pulled the top down almost instantaneously. Erin shifted the box off her lap and into the floor, then stood. She closed the distance between her and Amber and leaned in to take a nipple into her mouth and gave it a light suckle. After she pulled away, she put the clip on Amber’s nipple. The other breast received the same treatment.

Amber groaned at the squeezing, biting sensation. They hurt, but it was a tolerable level of pain, and she would not have to get her ass torn up for refusing.

“That’s a good slut,” Erin hummed for a moment and scratched her neck. “Go get a chair from the kitchen.”

Amber left the room and with every step, she felt her breasts bounce and the clips dig in deeper. Returning with the chair, she put it in front of Erin, “I’m guessing that I’ll be doing it in the chair?”

“Yeah, that’s a pretty good guess. Did you bring any lube?”

“I did get a small bottle, it’s in my backpack.”

“Go grab it, I don’t want to make you run upstairs again.”

Amber retrieved the bottle from her backpack that was leaning against the side of the couch. Erin called out, “And for once, you might want to take off your panties. They’re crotchless, but they’d dig into my cock too much or rip. And since they’re Tedi’s, I don’t want to ruin them.”

Amber sneered when she found out they belonged to Tedi. She hurried to get the panties down and then moved back to Erin. “Could you lube me up, Mistress?”

“Any excuse to play with your ass is a good excuse,” Erin smiled and took the bottle of lube. Sitting down in the chair, she popped the top of the bottle and gathered a glob on her fingers.

Amber turned around and bent over, holding onto her knees to help steady herself. She felt two fingers pressing against her pucker and then they slipped inside her. Her ass was tight and the fingers still hurt a little to be inserted so quickly. She sucked in a gasp of air and looked back to Erin.

“Oh come on, you’ve taken my cock before. Two fingers aren’t going to kill you. Suck it up buttercup, I’m not going to slow down,” Erin said.

“I wasn’t complaining. I can’t control how my body responds, sorry,” she gave a little more sass than she intended to with the response.

Erin pressed the fingers into her and pulled them out a few times, “I get that, but try and watch your manners. Haven’t you learned better by now? I don’t want to have to spank you. Not until you’ve healed a little at least.”

The fingers pulled from Amber’s ass and Erin called out, “You’re ready as I’m going to let you be. I want you to lube my cock up though. It’s only fair, right?”

Amber turned to face Erin and took the bottle of lube in her hand. Pouring a large amount onto her palm, she took Erin’s cock into her hand. The pain from her nipples faded for the time being. Their teeth had settled into her sensitive nipples. Her hand worked up and down Erin’s throbbing cock.

“It’s more than fair. I love playing with your cock, Mistress,” Amber said.

Erin smirked, “That’s a good slut. I don’t mind you playing with it as long as it isn’t distracting me. But I’m pretty much finished with work for today.”

Amber remained quiet while she worked the lube onto Erin’s cock. The slick sounds that came with each stroke made her chuckle. Erin called out, “That’s enough, saddle up, slut.”

“Are we in a spaghetti western now? I guess I better get my spurred boots on and yell yee-haw?” her witticism did not make Erin laugh. In an effort to avoid punishment, she climbed into Erin’s lap. Her feet rested on the chair’s lower supports and she looked down to Erin, “Uh, could you put get it close to my butt?”

“Real sexy,” Erin teased and moved her hand to her cock. She stood it straight up and Amber wiggled until she felt it at her back door. Amber eased onto the cock. The head popped into her and caused her to gasp. Her rear still felt too tight to jump right into taking more of Erin.

“I need a second, Mistress.”

“No, you don’t. Take as long as you need to, but you’re going to want to get it into you as soon as you can. That isn’t for me, it will help you adjust to it faster,” Erin said.

The advice might have been accurate, Amber was not sure, but she listened anyway. Her hips continued to sink onto Erin’s cock. The ruffled skirt of her maid’s outfit kept her from being able to gauge how much more she had to go. Amber finally felt her ass resting in Erin’s lap. She poked her lip out and pouted for a moment.

Erin leaned forward kissed Amber, the pouting stopped in an instant. Being shown affection went a long way for Amber. The care made her heart flutter, the sex was nice, but having Erin showing her anything beyond pain made her feel wanted. She rocked her hips into Erin during the kiss. The cock inside her still felt uncomfortable, but it continued to feel better as time went on.

The kiss finally broke and Erin leaned back into the chair, “Okay, show me what you can do baby.”

“Yes Mistress, uh, could you lean forward?” Amber asked. Erin did but seemed confused. Amber’s hands moved to the back of the chair and she used that grip to hold herself steady. Her legs pushed off the chair and brought her off Erin’s cock. Then she dropped back down. Her body continued to bounce on Erin’s length, but her mind drifted. She was happy, being able to serve Erin in this way made her feel like she deserved her position with her Mistress. Amber deserved Erin’s attention.

Amber took the initiative to lean back in and kiss Erin. She did not care about the repercussions that might come. All she cared about was being intimate with Erin during this moment. Erin did not fight the kiss, her hands moved to hold Amber’s hips. Helping her continue riding her cock, Erin opened her mouth and let Amber’s tongue explore.

Not being made to stop encouraged Amber to pick up in intensity. She would serve her Mistress well. Coming into Erin’s house and not working would be rude and Amber wanted to be a good mannered slut for her Mistress. Amber had to pull away from the kiss to take a few gasping breaths. The dick invading her ass brought her closer to her orgasm.

“Mistress—”

“Erin. Baby, call me Erin.”

Amber gave Erin a quick kiss and then continued, “Erin, I’m almost there.”

Erin nodded and brought her hands to Amber’s breasts to remove the clips. Having them removed hurt, but Amber appreciated the gesture. Erin’s hands then fell back to Amber’s hips. Amber could feel Erin start bucking her hips to meet her movements and Erin spoke, “Cum for me, baby. Hurry up, before I cum!”

Amber nodded and moved a hand from the chair to her clit and rubbed as she continued to bounce as fast as she could. The pressure built in her core and she moaned as she tried to push herself over the edge. She did not expect Erin’s soft groans, the subsequent feeling of warm cum shooting into her ass explaining what those groans were about.

Having Erin cum for her was the final nail in the coffin. Her orgasm coursed through her, welling up in her loins and gushing forth. Her hips continued to buck and every time she dropped, the wet sound of flesh meeting soaked flesh came forth. Erin pinned Amber’s hips down after a moment, “I can’t take anymore, babe.”

Amber would have continued for much longer if she had the option. Her thighs burned from the exertion of riding Erin for so long, but they were finished. She relaxed for a moment before she pulled away. Standing on her legs felt blissful after the eternity she spent on Erin’s lap. But there was an elephant in the room that Amber had to address.

“Erin?”

“Yeah?”

“Do we have to wait the two weeks?” Amber asked.

Erin got off the chair and shook her head. She approached Amber and gave her a soft kiss on the forehead, “No, baby. We don’t. If it’s the same to you, we’re going to need to keep things quiet around the office for a while. Being together is one thing, but once it becomes public if things don’t work. Well, then my company takes a publicity hit. I know you don’t want to be made into a paparazzi magnet, so I hope you understand.”

“I do, Mistress,” Amber wrapped her arms around Erin’s lower back and squeezed her close.

“You’re always going to be my little slut, but, I think we both know we mean more to each other than what we call one another,” Erin said.

“I know, but I do want you to be happy. All you have to do is let me know what you want me to do or say, and it’ll be done.”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way,” Erin said.

“Can I ask for a favor?” Amber averted her eyes.

Erin gave Amber’s cheek another kiss, “Of course.”

“I smell like sex and sweat, can we take a shower together?” Amber asked.

Erin nodded and wrapped her arms around Amber’s waist, “I would love to, babe.”


Hailey’s Billionaire Futa Professor

The Collection


Part One


The feeling of a hand giving her ass a pop startled Hailey, “Damn it, Annie!” She should have known better than to think she would have a calm night. Going to her college professor’s private resort for spring break might have been a bad idea.

Calling her professor by her first name felt strange. They weren’t the closest imaginable, but she and her teacher did share a mutual love for the sea. When Annie proposed that she come to visit her, Hailey didn’t want to turn down the opportunity. Little did she know, the invitation to the resort was more personal in nature.

She had no clue that her teacher was a billionaire. Annie wanted it to stay that way, if others found out she had money, her life would change. Teaching made her happy and while some of the faculty knew, they kept quiet about Annie’s secret. But Hailey didn’t know she would be learning so many more secrets.

“Careful with your language, Hailey. I wouldn’t want to have to send you to the dean’s office,” she teased. Hailey met her eyes as the woman walked closer. Annie’s shoulder-length red hair and green eyes made Hailey’s heart flutter. Her professor was in her early forties, but that was nearly impossible to tell. Her Irish heritage kept her from getting tan.

So while Hailey wore a pink bikini to try and bring out the sexy aesthetic of her tanned body, Annie got away with wearing a black one. Then again, Hailey’s blonde hair and crystal-clear blue eyes helped made the pink stand out even more.

Hailey’s eyes drifted lower, to the bulge in Annie’s panties. Her professor’s cock definitely made her curious, but she tried not to make it a huge deal.

“You wouldn’t want me gone, Annie. Who would go snorkeling with you later?”

“Anyone I wanted?” Annie asked.

“Touche, but you could at least pretend that I’m worth having around,” Hailey said.

“Oh, there isn’t any reason to pretend. I love having you. I was thinking that I’d be out here alone. Again. I mean, yeah I have staff here, but it’s not the same.”

Hailey nodded, “I kind of understand that. Guess it’s a little bit of a first world problem. You’re surrounded by people that call you by your last name. Which is why you’re just going to be Annie to me.”

“I’m fine with that. It makes me feel like I’m a real person. Also, try and keep your eyes up top unless you want me to stare at you all day,” Annie said.

Hailey’s eyes dipped to Annie’s cock once again, “Sorry, couldn’t hear you over trying to be chill about my teacher having the biggest dick I’ve ever seen.”

“That doesn’t even make sense. Me being, well, blessed… Has nothing to do with your hearing.”

“Take the compliment and tell me I’m pretty. Damn, Annie, for someone that’s so damn smart, you’re pretty stupid,” Hailey said.

Annie stepped closer and smiled as she put her hands on Hailey’s waist, “I shouldn’t even have you here. What do you think would happen if someone found out that I was checking you out while you were here?”

“First, no one knows I’m here, so unless you run your mouth, you’re not going to get found out. Even my parents think I’m just staying with some friends back on campus. So why don’t you stop making it seem like this is somehow taboo.”

“It is taboo. I’m out here in the middle of nowhere on a private island with a sexy student of mine. She’s staring at my cock, and I want to do things with her but know I shouldn’t. How is that fair?” Annie asked.

Hailey smiled and pulled away, “It’s fair because you’re going to have to work for anything. We’re out here to look at the coral reefs, so why don’t you get your flippers and snorkel on. We can go look ridiculous in the water for a bit.”

Moving to the building that Annie had for all her swimming gear, Hailey called out, “Besides, you can think about how wet I am without it being dirty.”

“Oh, that’s just low. You know, I wanted you to come out here because you’re interested in the water. But you’re not the first. The other people I've brought fell in love with my money. Before you ask, no, nothing happened between me and them. So what keeps you so calm?” Annie asked as she followed and started getting ready.

Hailey shrugged her shoulder, “Because I didn’t know any of this about you before. You’re just a cool chick with similar interests. I’m not going to pretend the money isn’t neat. I don’t have to pay for any of this shit and get to have the time of my life. For me, it’s just a win-win scenario. Besides, you’ve got a nice cock, any time I start thinking about the money, I just imagine fucking on a bed of hundreds.”

Annie’s puzzled expression made Hailey laugh, “I’m only kind of kidding, Annie. I don’t want to ruin a good thing by being vain.”

They put on their gear and spent most of the day in the water. The aquatic life was beautiful and by the time Hailey got done looking at all of the reefs around Annie’s island, she didn’t want to see more. The sights were breathtaking, but her legs were putty and she felt like taking the longest nap of her life.

As they made their way back to Annie’s three-story home, Annie wrapped an arm around Hailey’s waist. “Thank you for keeping me company out here,” she said.

“Don’t worry about it, Annie. Just keep in mind that I’ve got to be back on Monday,” Hailey responded.

“Of course, but that leaves us a week to enjoy the break. Speaking of enjoying the break, dinner should be ready for us by the time we finish showering.”

“Awesome, is it cool if I wear my pajamas? Or do you have other guests or something I don’t know about?”

“Pajamas are fine. I’m going to be wearing some short shorts and a sports bra. No reason to not be comfortable in my own place.”

“Right on. Try not to have your dick flopping around everywhere, I don’t want to get distracted.”

“Maybe I want you distracted.”

Hailey smiled and stepped into the woman’s home. She headed to the room that she would be staying in and showered. Not bothering with panties or a bra, she slid on her thin cotton pajama pants and a plain white tee shirt. If Annie was going to be tempted her with her cock, she might as well play her own game.

Seducing a secret billionaire might not get her the life she wanted, but that would at least be a check mark on her bucket list. The list she hadn’t even considered until this trip.

Coming from a poor background, Hailey didn’t expect much out of life. She imagined that after she got this degree, she would end up at a nine-to-five job doing nothing with her life. That’s what happened to her parents, and while she wanted to make things better for herself, that’s always easier said than done.

She walked into the dining area and found Annie waiting for her. Picking a chair beside Annie, Hailey sat and looked under the table, “Your outline is looking a little obvious. Maybe I should just put like, a ten-inch dildo in my pants. Think that’d distract you?”

“If it wasn’t smaller than mine, maybe,” Annie said as casual as could be.

“Wait what?”

“You heard me.”

“Over ten inches?”

“Just barely.”

The conversation happened in less than ten seconds and Hailey’s jaw wouldn’t close. What started as a joke ended with Hailey being slightly aroused. Maybe she was a bit of a size slut, but it’s not like she’d ever had anything that large.

Hailey was saved from the awkward situation when the food arrived. The butler presented them both with a plate of ‘exotic’ hamburger and fries with a small bag of chips on the side.

The look on Hailey’s face made Annie laugh. “What were you expecting? Caviar and lobster with steak and something else that probably costs more than a car?”

“Kind of, honestly. I mean, aside from the house and hiring people to keep it nice and shit, you live kind of simply. I just didn’t expect that when I found out you had money,” Hailey mumbled.

“Let’s be real. The only reason people blow their money is because they’re not happy. I’m perfectly content. I was content before I discovered the cure for… I shouldn’t tell you that,” Annie said.

Hailey looked at her with a curious gleam in her eye, “Why not?”

“Because I’m not the only person who’s living in secret. Besides, the government wouldn’t want that information to be public,” she said.

“Oh fuck, yeah, if the government is involved I’d rather just not know. I’m not going to throw on a tinfoil hat or anything, but yeah, fuck that. Uh, so yeah, about these burgers. Are they made from like, the finest most exquisite meat ever to exist?”

“Nope, I think they’re ground beef. I don’t know, I really don’t. I just told him to never make me a dinner that would cost more than twenty bucks a person. I mean, I’ve had some really nice food, but only on special occasions,” Annie said.

Hailey continued to eat and once she finished the main food, she opened her bag of chips, “So if you’re happy, why do you still work and shit?”

“Because that’s what makes me happy. If I didn’t have my job, I never would have had this life. But I love teaching. I love helping students reach their potential.”

“So what kind of potential do I have?”

“I don’t know, if you keep staring at my panties every chance you get, you’ve got the potential to get in trouble. Joking, but more realistically, I think you’ve got a sharp mind. You’re just not engaged enough to make anything of it. You want to seem like you’re so uninterested in what’s going on, yet when it comes down to it, you go above and beyond.”

“Something like that,” Hailey waved a hand to dismiss the thought.

“Why do you think I offered you to come out here?”

“Because you wanted a nice ass to look at?”

“No, I mean, that’s a bonus. I wanted you to come out here because I wanted to show you what kind of life you can make for yourself,” she said.

“Your circumstances are on in a trillion. Don’t act like I could have this life.”

“You could. I can’t pretend it would be easy, and maybe I am one in a trillion people. But you caught my eye. That should tell you something.”

Hailey pushed her bag of tips towards Annie, “I’m losing my appetite.”

Annie folded the bag over and pushed away the food, “Because you’re scared of working for something?”

“That’s not quite it.”

“So what is it?”

“I guess I just don’t want to fail. Seeing your success isn’t doing much for me. Just shows me what I could have if I made it. But if I don’t make it, what’s the fucking point of trying so hard?” her pitch rose.

Annie put her hand on Hailey’s and rubbed her thumb across it, “It’s okay to be frustrated. The point of trying so hard is to know that you gave it your all. It’s to show yourself that you can buckle down and get through things when you need to.”

Hailey pulled her hand away and stood up, “I think I’m going to get some sleep. What are we doing tomorrow?”

“I’ll tell you in the morning. You’re not in a good state of mind and I don’t want you to fall asleep brooding on how it could go wrong,” she said.

Hailey walked away, Annie’s eyes on her ass, “Good night.”

Alone in her room, Hailey sat on her bed with her knees drawn to her chest. She shouldn’t feel as bitter as she did right now. Annie’s success was impossible to duplicate. Things like this didn’t happen because people tried hard, they happened because they got lucky. For all Hailey knew, Annie only had all this money because she sucked and fucked her way to the top.

The woman was a futa, after all, that couldn’t have been ignored on her climb to the top. Hailey sighed and burrowed into the covers as she found every excuse in the book to determine why it was unfair.

Morning came and Hailey woke to a hair stroking through her hair. Annie sat at the edge of her bed in the same clothes from last night, “Morning sleepy head. Feeling any better?”

Hailey smiled and flipped Annie off, “I could have had morning wood and you would have been flashed and all that. Why are you in here?”

The joke brought a laugh from Annie, “I’m here to wake you up and let you know that I wanted to watch a movie with you. You said something last night that made me think.”

“I know what you mean. And uh, I wanted to say thank you. You brought up a lot of good points, but I don’t know that I’m ready to take the dive into the world of luck. Doesn’t mean I won’t try and put my best foot forward,” Hailey said.

“I wasn’t quite talking about that, but I’m glad I could help you see that. I’ll be honest with you Hailey, I think you’re gorgeous. And yeah, I wanted you to come out here so I could spend time with you. That being said,” Annie leaned down and pressed her lips to Hailey’s forehead.

She pulled back and whispered, “I was hoping that you’d be okay with moving forward as something more.”

Shocked by the kiss, Hailey looked away, “What do you mean by something more?”

“Well, you can hopefully keep a secret. That being said, so could I. I’m not blind to the amount of attention you’re showing my cock. It’s been your favorite part of the trip as far as I can tell. So it’s not like I want it to be a problem between us.”

“Are you asking me to sleep with you?”

Annie shook her head, “No. I’m trying to make sure you know that I’m open to the idea of moving forward intimately. I don’t know if you are, or you were just joking. But this is me putting my best foot forward. I want to pursue this. Whatever it is. If it doesn’t work out, that’s fine. I’m sure we’re both adult enough to not let it affect our life at the college.”

“And if it does work out?” Hailey asked.

“Then we might have something beautiful together. I’m not getting any younger and you’re smart, funny, gorgeous, and frankly, sexually active. I haven’t had a partner in years and I’m tired of toys.”

“Annie, how the fuck have you not had sex in years?”

“When you work all the time and have to hide what kind of life you live from the public, you can figure it out,” Annie mumbled.

Hailey’s hand moved to Annie’s cock and gave it a quick pat, “We’ll take care of that problem. But I need to know right now. Are you only wanting sex or is this something you’re wanting to be serious about?”

“With what I told you last night, what do you think I’m going to do? Dip my toes in the water, or take a leap?”

“I want to fuck on a boat. If you want to be more serious, then I want stuff too. I’m not going to ask you to buy me shit, I’m not going to make you go out of your way to do tons for me. But we’re in the middle of the ocean and you’ve got all the resources in the world. If you haven’t had sex in years and I haven’t had more than public quickies… I want to have sex on a boat,” Hailey said.

Annie let out a yelp of excitement and hopped from the bed, “Okay, but we’re watching a movie first. And breakfast should be done soon. Are you sure about this though? I’m not pushing you too fast?”

“You’re not pushing me at all. Honestly, even if it was just sex, I’d have been down. You’re willing to be more than that, hell, I can give it a shot. Why not right? Best foot forward and all that shit.”

They headed downstairs to eat breakfast and then moved to the living room. Annie took Hailey to a couch and pulled her down beside her and asked, “How comfortable are you with your body?”

“I’m pretty content with how I look, why?” Hailey lifted an eyebrow.

“I don’t like wearing clothes when I’m not going to be seen by strangers. Are you fine with getting nude?”

“I thought we weren’t going to have sex until we got on the boat?” Hailey stuck out her lower lip.

Annie smiled and removed her sports bra. Her impressive breasts were on display and Hailey couldn’t tear her eyes away, “I never said we were. I just want to get comfy. But I don’t want to be the only one. Besides, you should get used to seeing my length.”

“You mean your dick?” Hailey pulled her shirt over her head and tossed it away. Her own breasts were smaller than Annie’s own, but she thought they were fine they way they were.

“Such rude language,” Annie said as she pulled her shorts away to reveal her impressive size. Even soft, she was larger than most men Hailey slept with.

“It’s not rude, it’s blunt. Why be politically correct when I don’t care about politics,” her pajama pants came off. She crossed her legs to hide her sex from Annie’s eyes.

Annie smiled and spread her legs, “Don’t be shy. I’m not going to be.”

The next two hours of watching the movie took forever for Hailey. As calm as she tried to be, the sight of Annie’s shaft made her want to beg for the woman. But that would be tactless. No reason to come off like more of a slut than she already must seem.

Over the hour after the movie was over, Annie went around securing the plans for getting her boat on the water. While not huge, the boat had enough space to comfortably house four people. Hailey couldn’t help but chuckle at how all of Annie’s employees seemed perfectly comfortable seeing the woman naked.

One of her employees would be handling the maneuvering of the craft while the other two went below to enjoy themselves. As they got down to the lower decks, Annie pulled Hailey onto the bed and flicked on the television.

“So, before we get started. I’m into some pretty kinky things. Are you fine with that?” Annie asked.

“It depends on how kinky,” Hailey snuggled into Annie’s side. The newfound potential relationship had her a little more on the affectionate side. Dating someone her own age wasn’t appealing to her. For them, it was all about the parties and being in the moment. People her age didn’t quite understand that she needed to study and show some measure of responsibility.

Having a mature woman that could offer her a dick, financial security, and understanding. Well shit, that would be hard to pass up if it could work out between them emotionally. She knew her teacher well enough to know that Annie wasn’t going to just drop out at the first sign of a struggle. That didn’t mean that they would work out though, and that concerned Hailey. Opening up to this woman might be hard. Especially since they would have to hide their relationship.

Annie put an arm over Hailey’s shoulders and ran a hand down her bare chest, “BDSM, obviously. That one is kind of hard to not enjoy in general these days. Even if we don’t get extreme, we can still enjoy a little bit of that. Can’t we?”

“Of course. I’m fine with being your sub, I know enough about the community. As long as you’re not doing some really nasty stuff, I’m fine with that.”

“Well, how about we start with BDSM and see where things go?”

“Sure, what do you have in mind?”

“Starting from this point, I’d like you to call me Mistress. The only exception would be in public, of course. In private, including my island, it’s going to be Mistress. Okay?”

Hailey nodded, “Sounds good to me, Mistress. Anything else?”

“Minor pet play?”

“What do you mean?”

“I want to call you kitten.”

“I’m fine with that, so BDSM and pet play, which kind of falls into BDSM. Anyway, anything else?”

“For now, I want to leave it at that. If I tell you to do something, unless it’s beyond your scope, do it. Normal safe words apply. Red, yellow, and green.”

“Then can I have that cock yet, Mistress?” Hailey’s devious grin gave away her desire.

Annie smiled in return and put her hands behind her head, “Enjoy. Don’t stop until I cum. And yeah, that means you’re going to have to wait to get fucked. I’m sure you’re fine with that, aren’t you kitten?”

Hailey kissed her way down Annie’s naked body. The nudity took a little getting used to for Hailey. Having her body on display turned her on, yet she couldn’t help but feel like the staff looked at her a little too longingly.

Once she made her way to Annie’s base, she kissed her way up the shaft and looked to her teacher. Could they really be a couple? Or was this an elaborate plot to get laid? Either way, Hailey wanted to enjoy it while she could.

Her lips fell around Annie’s tip and Hailey let her tongue work its way around her head. Over and over, her tongue swirled around the sensitive tip until she heard Annie’s soft moans. Her mouth lowered further onto the woman’s cock and she felt it throbbing in her mouth.

The pulsing shaft felt natural in her mouth, while she never took something this large, she knew her way around a cock well enough. Her eyes closed and she let herself enjoy the moment. Giving Annie a blowjob might have been something of a command, but she knew that she was in complete control right now.

Annie spoke quietly, “You’re doing great, thank you, Hailey.”

Pulling away from the woman’s length, “You’re welcome, but don’t thank me. And call me kitten. That was what you wanted, wasn’t it, Mistress?”

Annie smiled and ran a hand through Hailey’s hair, “Then work for your milk, kitten. I wanted you to know you were appreciated.”

Hailey enjoyed the praise. It showed her that Annie wasn’t going to leave her without acknowledgment. While that meant nothing to some, Hailey wanted to be validated for her efforts. If she wasn’t, why bother trying so hard?

She worked her mouth faster along Annie’s cock and tried her best to take Annie fully into her throat. That didn’t work so well, but Annie moaned either way. Hailey’s hand moved to the lower half of Annie’s pulsing desire to stroke it while she continued sucking.

Annie had more stamina than Hailey imagined. For someone that hadn’t had sex in years, she didn’t cum quickly. Hailey jaw started to hurt and she thanked the heavens when she heard Annie warn her, “Oh fuck, I’m going to cum soon, kitten!”

Doubling down on her efforts now that the end goal was in sight, Hailey wanted to show her Mistress that she could work for the cum. She wanted to, after all, it wasn’t every day that she got to make her teacher moan her name. Even as the cum filled her mouth, Hailey imagined what it might be like to make eye contact with her teacher during a lesson. If her teacher’s face would flush or if she would play it off like nothing happened.

Annie’s moans slowed and stopped once her orgasm subsided and Hailey pulled away. She opened her mouth to show Annie the cum inside. “That’s a good girl. Swallow my milk, kitten. Then I’m going to make you purr for being such a good pet,” Annie said.

Hailey swallowed the cum with a smile on her face. She rolled onto her back and called out, “You know, Mistress, you don’t have to return the favor. I appreciate the thought, but it isn’t a big deal. I promise.” Content to just bask in the glow for a little while, Hailey enjoyed knowing that she could satisfy Annie, but Annie had other plans.

“It would be a big deal for me. Besides, if I take my time, I might stay down there long enough to get hard again,” Annie rolled onto her knees and leaned over Hailey. “Are you going to tell me no?”

“I’m not, Mistress. If you want to go down on me, by all means,” Hailey gestured to her hips.

Annie kissed her softly. She didn’t linger, instead, she kissed down Hailey’s neck until she got to her collarbones. Hailey felt teeth lightly sinking into the sensitive skin and let out a gasp. Her teacher didn’t bite further but instead started sucking and licking the skin. Hailey’s body warmed in anticipation of what was to come after, but just being marked by Annie did wonders for her desire.

She wanted to push Annie further down her body, to have those lips around her sensitive bead. Hailey waited patiently, but the hickey being left behind took ages. When Annie pulled away from her neck, she let out a quiet giggle before moving to Hailey’s breasts. Licking and kissing the nipples, Annie soon sucked one into her mouth and let her hand massage Hailey’s clit.

Never before had someone paid this much attention to Hailey’s pleasure. Her face flushed a deep red and moans poured from her. Hailey wanted Annie to stop playing games with her, yet, she could say nothing. Her hips lifted to feel more of her teacher’s touch. Before Annie could even make it to her heated desire, Hailey’s core tightened and she hissed in a breath of air.

Her orgasm built within her and when Annie pulled her hand away, Hailey glared at her, “Why?!”

“Shh, I didn’t say it was time for you to cum, kitten.”

“You’re a cruel Mistress,” Hailey said. She couldn’t stay frustrated. Not when Annie moved down her body, once again leaving a trail of wet kisses down her tanned body.

“I’m only cruel because I wouldn’t have enjoyed your taste as much as I wanted. Be a good kitten and relax for me,” Annie said.

Hailey slid her hands behind her own head and spread her legs wider for Annie. Annie’s tongue dipped into Hailey’s glistening folds. The boat’s rocking helped lull Hailey into something of a trance as she was pleasured. Her trip to her teacher’s resort was unorthodox, to say the least, but she loved her time there. With all of the natural beauty around her, Annie included, Hailey wished she could have stayed there for years.

Annie continued lapping at her folds and Hailey gasped when two fingers pushed into her depth. Her moans turned into blissful cries as she tightened once again. She expected Annie to pull away once more to tease her further and to her surprise, the woman worked her digits faster inside her. Having her sensitive walls penetrated while her bead was being licked pushed her over the edge.

Her hips rose and she came hard, juices pouring into Annie’s waiting mouth. Hailey squirmed as Annie continued to lap at her sex before she finally begged, “Mistress, I can’t take much more.”

Annie pulled away and moved to kiss Hailey. She could taste her flavor during the kiss and that only served to further exacerbate her arousal. Hailey needed more of her teacher. Age gap be damned, she wanted to be with this woman for years. Maybe her judgment came early, but that didn’t matter to her. She needed to put her best foot forward if she wanted to show Annie she could be serious about this.

Once the kiss ended, Hailey said, “I hope you know what you’re getting into with me, Annie.”

“I hope you know that I’ll make it work, Hailey.”

“And what happens when we get back to college? When I want to be with you and you can’t?”

“We’ll make it work. Like I said, I’ll figure it out. You’re allowed to do what you want. If things get really serious, maybe you can transfer to another professor’s class so there is no chance of favoritism?”

“But you’re still going to have to deal with the public… And worse, my parents,” Hailey looked away.

“Your parents will probably be more understanding than you think.”

Hailey shrugged, “Yeah, don’t count on that. I really don’t want to kill the mood right now.”

“I don’t either. But let’s go topside,” when Hailey looked at her with a confused expression, Annie continued, “To the top deck. You know, outside.”

“Oh, well don’t I feel stupid. But, uh, what about the part where we’re supposed to…”

“Have sex? We can do that up there. The railing is sturdy,” Annie said.

“With the dude watching?”

“Why not? They don’t touch, and it’s not like they’re not used to seeing me naked. Is it really a stretch of the imagination for me to have sex with you?”

Hailey smiled and made her way out of the bed. Her legs were still shaking after her orgasm, but that was a problem she was fine having.

Annie led the way upstairs and soon had an arm around Hailey’s waist, looking out over the water. The sun was high in the sky and beating down on them. While the tropical nature of the island impressed Hailey, the heat still sucked ass.

“You know, it’s really beautiful out here,” Hailey said.

“It’s pretty awesome, I can’t deny that. But it’s hard to enjoy without someone here with me. Same as life around my house back in Washington,” she said.

Hailey let a hand fall to Annie’s lower back, “You don’t have to worry about being alone right now. I don’t know what to tell you about when we get back home though.”

“I’d like to think that we could work something out. It’s not like I live far from campus and as far as I know, you still have free will. If you want to come over and spend time with me there, you could,” Annie offered.

“I think that’d be pretty damn nice. Maybe you could grab me a bottle of vodka,” Hailey said.

“You’re nineteen, no. My kitten is going to be a good girl. Otherwise, she won’t get a collar or my cock. Or even a steak dinner!” Annie teased.

“You monster! No cock?!”

Annie laughed and pulled Hailey tight against her, “You’re great. You know that?”

“I mean, I’ve heard it a time or six. Usually when I’m bringing someone something to eat when they’re hiding in their room studying.”

“As long as they’re not studying your anatomy, I’ll be fine with that.”

“Is someone getting jealous?”

“I think I have a right to be a little concerned about others checking you out. I’m not into poly relationships,” Annie said in a flat tone.

Hailey rubbed her fingers in circles on Annie’s back, “I’m not either. I was teasing, I’m not interested in having someone else. I can’t stop people from looking, but I can make sure they don’t touch. So don’t worry. Okay?”

“I’m going to trust you on that, kitten,” Annie said.

“Speaking of being your kitten, I think we came up here to uh, you know. Bump uglies?”

“You’ve got the worse vocabulary known to man. How do you have such a high GPA?”

“Oh you know, banging my teachers,” Hailey teased.

“Not funny,” Annie mumbled.

Hailey looked to her teacher with a pouting expression, “B-But I want to fuck my rich teacher who takes me to a private island. My Mistress is so cruel to me!”

Annie smirked and took her length in one hand, “Well then, I guess your Mistress is just going to have to suffice. Can my poor, abused, mistreated, neglected kitten deal with that compromise?”

Hailey took a step to the side and grabbed onto the railing. Leaning over it, she presented her hips to her teacher and nodded, “I guess I can handle that deal. But it’s a limited time offer, act now, and for the low price of filling my pussy, you can hear me scream your name!”

“The absolute worst,” Annie said while shaking her head. She positioned herself behind her student and pressed the tip of her length against Hailey’s wet desire. Annie cocked her head to the side and asked, “You’re not going to make me regret this, are you?”

The tone made Hailey look back, “No, on a serious note. I’m interested in you. I can’t pretend you didn’t win me over by taking me to a private island. You made that choice. But you bring up a lot of good points. The only thing I don’t like is having to be private about our relationship.”

“Like I said,” she pushed her length slowly into Hailey, “we’ll figure that out. I don’t want to hide that we’re together. Do you really think I’m that kind of woman? I want everyone to know that you’re mine. Maybe I’ll get you that collar. Property of Annie O’Connell.”

Hailey felt Annie’s shaft pushing deeper inside her. The thought of being owned had a few connotations. Mostly positive, but she did question how that might change her day-to-day life. Hailey didn’t have an issue with it overall, if that’s what Annie wanted, she would go along with it.

“If you’re going to do something like that, you’re going to have to talk to my parents. I’m not taking the collar off, even at school. Or in public. You might want to claim me, but chick lemme tell you something. You’re the one that’s going to be getting claimed,” Hailey said.

Annie pushed her heated rod further inside the moist student’s lips, “Sorry, what was that?”

Hailey looked back to her teacher with glossy eyes, “Harder, Mistress?”

“That’s what I thought, kitten,” Annie said with a grin. She thrust deep into Hailey’s core with every motion of her hips and each time, Hailey moaned for her. The constant stream of profanity coming from Hailey gave away how much she enjoyed the woman being inside her.

Hailey didn’t even mind the eyes of the man of them. While she had never been watched before, it didn’t turn her off, though it wasn’t much of a turn on either.

Annie’s soft moans, on the other hand, those did more than enough to help Hailey’s desire. The raging fire of her passion burned through her, devouring her thoughts and sensibility. She was left with a need to be Annie’s relief. Hailey looked back to her teacher, that milky complexion, the red hair that bounced with each thrust. She would never forget the look on her Mistress’s face, her slightly parted lips with glazed eyes.

The sounds of their lovemaking mixed with the lapping of the water on the boat. Hailey could taste the sea salt on her lips as she hung over the side of the boat. Annie’s pace intensified and Hailey couldn’t hold back the inferno within her any longer.

Her orgasm had to be released, she clutched the railing until her knuckles turned white trying to stave off her orgasm. Hailey wanted Annie to cum first, but it was a dream that couldn’t be fulfilled. Annie’s thick shaft pushed Hailey over the edge. The feeling of the woman’s head kissing her insides was too much to bear.

A loud cry ripped through the air and for a moment, the heat of the day felt like nothing as her orgasm took her. Her desire squirted onto the deck below and Annie gave a soft moan as she bottomed out in Hailey. The way her walls tightened around Annie must have been too much to take. Warm ropes of the woman’s thick cum poured into her and she accepted the risk of getting pregnant without complaint.

After a few moments, Annie’s shaft slipped from her pussy and Hailey groaned quietly. Annie asked, “Are you okay?”

“Yeah… I think… I hope you’re still interested in me.”

“Of course I am, Hailey. I want this to be more than sex. So much more. But if you’re scared of being with me, I understand,” she said, yet her voice told a different story.

“Oh god, we’re getting emotional after we had sex. Such a damn cliche. Annie, no, we’re not going to be only about sex. But after how you just treated me, I can’t say I don’t want you inside me often.”

“I understand that, and let’s be real. Most women in their forties would kill to be in my position. A sexy young thing like yourself wanting me, that’s just a dream come true,” Annie said.

Hailey leaned heavily on the railing, “You’re just saying that because you’re pussy whipped.”

“Not quite. But maybe. So how about we go back to the house and clean up? Then I’d like to see how well you do with a little more intense BDSM.”

“Eh?”

“What, you didn’t think that I brought up BDSM with the intent of just being called Mistress do you? I’m quite fond of a little spanking. Maybe some forced orgasms. Maybe tying you up and having a machine fuck you with a dildo until you’re begging me to… Maybe I should stop talking,” she said.

“Oh fuck that, keep going. I’m getting wet again!” Hailey said as she pushed away from the railing and turned to wrap her arms around Annie’s waist.

“Well then, why talk when we could get started?” she asked. Her hand lifted and she signaled to the driver to go back to shore.

Hailey had a grin on her lips. For all her original doubts, this trip turned out better than she could have imagined. Fuck the coral reefs, Annie was all the reason she needed to stick around and love this trip.


Part Two


Hailey walked with a slight limp all the way to Annie’s home. The cool air conditioning washed over Hailey and offered much-needed relief from the heat. During the walk, some of Annie’s cum leaked down her thigh and if her staff didn’t know what happened, it was painfully obvious now.

Once they were inside, Annie led Hailey to the master bathroom so they could take a bath. The bath could easily hold four people. Everything about this house contradicted how Annie presented herself. This resort must have cost millions upon millions, yet everything about Hailey’s professor seemed to be mundane outside of this place.

Hailey stepped into the bath and took a seat on the ledge. The water still ended up lapping at her breasts, maybe it was a hot tub, Hailey had no clue. “So what’s the deal with this place? Like, how did you manage to buy this under the radar?” she asked.

Annie looked at Hailey with a smile, “Some things are better left to your imagination. If you really want to know, wire transfers and a private corporation had a hand in the trade. For a small fee.”

“Small fee, probably more than enough to pay for my college, a car, and ten years of rent,” Hailey mumbled.

“Probably. Anyway, enough of that, mind if I join you or should I just sit here and stare at you for a while?” Annie stepped into the tub.

Hailey gave a quiet laugh, “Wasn’t much of a question, was it? I wouldn’t mind if you stared. But I’d much rather you touch.”

“Nope, how are you feeling by the way? I saw you walking a little funny. Not trying to make a joke or brag, but are you honestly alright to keep going soon?” she asked.

Hailey opened and shut her legs a few times in the water to test the sensitivity in her core. “I’ll be fine, might want to take it a little slow to start.”

“Are you excited to continue? We don’t have to if you don’t want to.”

“I’m a little nervous. You’re huge and that’s nice, but I’m not sure how well the other parts might feel. You know… The BDSM stuff,” Hailey said.

“It’s not going to be that bad. If I thought it wouldn’t be pleasurable, I wouldn’t do it. So you know the safe words, if something is too much, you stop me. Oh, and are you on the pill?” Annie asked.

Hailey tensed up and looked away from Annie. Her lack of an answer made Annie call out again, “Hailey?”

“I’m not.”

Annie went quiet for a minute. It was Annie who once again broke the silence, “If you end up pregnant, I’m not going to let you raise them alone.”

“Look, Annie, I don’t want to pretend like I don’t want to have a kid. But—”

“There’s always a but.”

“—I want the kid to have a life worth living. So if I do end up preggo, I know that you’ll help. I’d still like to take the precautions for a while though. I got caught up in the heat of the moment before.”

“I get that, and I completely understand that. Hey, Hailey?”

“Yeah?”

“Do you think your parents would be upset if I invited them over for dinner when we got back home?”

“Uh… That’s a little fast moving, isn’t it?” Hailey asked. The question came out of nowhere and Hailey didn’t know how to feel about it. One day with her professor and things were getting far more than just intimate. They were becoming real. While the sex was mind-blowing so far, Hailey wasn’t sure if that was reason enough to start organizing meeting her parents.

But it did come full circle for her. If she turned down the meeting with her parents, that might be showing Annie that she wasn’t ready to be serious. That might damage her possibility for a future with this woman. The idea of giving up a life like this seemed wrong. It didn’t feel like she was being lazy, yet she didn’t want to be in a rat race for all her life. This was a chance she couldn’t pass up. If it bombed, so be it.

“I guess it is a little fast. I’m sorry for asking,” Annie said.

Hailey moved to the side of the bath Annie was on and sat on the ledge between Annie’s legs, “I didn’t say no. I’m a little torn. Part of me wants to jump through that burning ring and get it over with. The other part wants to make sure we work out before they get their nails in you.”

“We don’t have to. The more I think about it, the less I want to even hide our relationship. Why should we? I know that you’re my student, but you’re the most authentic person that knows my secret.”

“Yeah, you’ve got a rockin’ cock.”

“I was being serious,” Annie huffed.

“So was I, I’m not trying to make you feel like a sex toy, Mistress… But damn you’ve got the tools to satisfy,” Hailey said with a smile.

Annie nodded, “Well, don’t worry. You’ll be a toy soon enough. We might as well have some fun while we can, right?”

“What do you mean?”

“Just in case your parents won’t let us be a couple.”

“They don’t get a choice in that. If I want to be with you then they can’t really stop me. They don’t have to approve of it, but they’re going to deal with it. Especially if they find out they’re going to have a grandchild,” Hailey said.

Annie tilted her head to the side and put her hand on Hailey’s lower lips, “That would be a pretty underhanded way of going about it. I’d rather not have to bring a life into this world so we could date.”

“Dating isn’t the question, they may or may not be supportive, who knows. If they aren’t at first, then they’ll change their tune if I end up pregnant. We’re pretty big on family being the most important thing in anyone’s life.”

“That’s definitely something to think about. But let’s try and keep ourselves in the moment. Sex toys and spanking, right?”

Hailey gave a quiet laugh, “Yeah, spanking a kitten. I’ll go ahead and call PETA.”

“Hurry up and get clean, kitten,” she said with a warm tone.

The talk threatened to get unstable, but Hailey felt like it turned out well enough. If nothing else, she learned a few things about Annie. The most important of the lessons she found out so far was that Annie would devote to this relationship if it progressed.

After they finished in the bath, they had lunch and then Annie took Hailey to the third floor of the house. What she saw confused her, “Why is it so dark?” Up to this point, every light had been on in the home. While wasteful, it did provide the feeling that money wasn’t an issue. Hailey was still torn on how Annie could live two lives.

“Because I haven’t turned on the lights. I wouldn’t want people to see my dungeon without permission,” their voices echoed in the open space. Annie flicked on the lights and smiled at Hailey’s gasp. Sixteen columns rose from the floor to support the weight of the building, each had two rings on each of its faces. The smooth black tile floor only added to the uncomfortable vibe Hailey got.

Looking at the walls, Hailey saw more toys than she could have imagined. Dildos of all shapes and sizes, plugs, vibrators, whips, chains, ropes, cuffs, literally everything. As reserved as Annie seemed in other aspects, she went all out when it came to her BDSM as it would seem. Or maybe she just spent the money because it was connected to her resort.

Maybe the resort was less of an escape from the mundane and more of a place where Annie’s spending could go unchecked. Something of a cheat day, but for her lifestyle. Hailey had plenty of food for thought.

“What do you think?” Annie asked.

Hailey looked at Annie with a pouting lower lip, “I’m a little scared, honestly. You’ve got so much in here and I’m going to guess you want to use a lot of it.”

“You’d be right. But don’t worry, this isn’t a race. We start slow, and we stop when you’ve found a pace you like. So if we start on light bondage and that’s all you can handle, that’s where we stop until you’re ready to test the waters further. Is that reasonable, kitten?”

Hailey started walking around the massive dungeon taking stock of the various chairs, tables, and other devices meant for her to be on, or in. She stopped at a wall with an impressive selection of collars. Her hand reached out and plucked a chain link collar from the rack, “I’m a kitten, right? That means I get a collar?”

“You don’t get to pick it. I’ll let you pick the color of the tag you get, but I associate what activities you’re comfortable with by color of collars. Think of it like karate, you’ll move up over time. But for now, you’re yet to earn your collar.”

She shouldn’t have felt the need to have a collar, but she asked, “How do I earn one?” She couldn’t explain why she wanted to get a collar so bad, but that felt like an accomplishment.

“You listen to me, and you do as I ask. So, like a placement test. Make sense?”

“And if I wanted the chain collar?”

“Hey, I said it was like karate, I didn’t say I knew all the requirements.”

Hailey let out a soft groan, “But it looks pretty.”

“Then that’s the one I’ll save for last. Or at least until I get tired of making up new reasons to give you a different color collar,” Annie said with a laugh.

“Sounds good to me. So what now?”

“We’re starting with spanking and since you’re a good kitten, I might use a toy on your ass. I’d like for you to eventually be able to take my cock up that cute little ass of yours,” Annie said calmly.

The change in the woman’s tone was noticeable. This was her comfort zone and it showed. Hailey sighed and asked quietly, “When do we start?”

“Right now, if you want,” Annie offered.

“Then what do we start with, Mistress?”

“I want you to go get me two pairs of cuffs, a thin paddle, and you’re going to find some four-sided dice. They look like triangles, sharp little things,” Annie said.

Hailey tilted her head, “Why do we need the dice?”

“Because you’re going to be on your tip toes while I spank you. If not, you’re going to end up with really, really unhappy feet.”

“Okay, but if it gets bad, you’re not going to be mean if I use a safe word?”

“Oh god no, baby, if you use a safe word the play stops or slows. Depending on if you use yellow or red. And remember, after using yellow, you can say green to pick the pace back up. Understand?”

“I do. Thank you,” Hailey said and then went around the room to find her toys. Four clocks ticked in sync throughout the room and with the silence, it became frustrating to hear.

Tick. Tick. Tick.

Hailey struggled to find the dice and the second hand continued to tick throughout the room, making her realize how long she was taking.

Once she finally got everything, she brought it back to Annie and couldn’t meet her eyes, “Sorry about the wait, Mistress.”

Annie took the items and spoke in a tone so cold, a chill ran down Hailey’s spine, “It only took you seven minutes. Seven damn minutes. Face the pillar and raise your hands above your head.”

Hailey walked away and faced the pillar. She could hear Annie pacing behind her. Hailey’s hands quivered as she waited for anything to happen. The clocks continued to tick away. She wanted to say something, but she didn’t think it would end well. Up to this point, she found no reason to be afraid of Annie. Now, she felt that anything she did might result in her Mistress denying her pleasure later.

The cold steel of the handcuffs pressed against Hailey’s wrists, “Do you want to get paddled, kitten?”

Hailey couldn’t answer the question with enthusiasm. She didn’t want the pain, but she wanted Annie to enjoy the play. The handcuffs slowly encircled her wrists. Her arms were lifted and the other end of the cuffs were locked onto the rings on the pillar.

“Mistress, I want you to do what you want. As long as you’re happy.”

“That’s a bit of a poor answer. But I understand that you’re new to this. At least your mind is in the right place, worried about my pleasure. But you know that I’ll take care of you if you satisfy me, don’t you?” she asked.

“I do, Mistress,” Hailey said. At least there was potential for her to be pleasured in return. She wouldn’t have asked to be played with, hell, if the paddling hurt too bad, she might not want to be touched after.

“Get on your tiptoes, kitten,” Annie said. When Hailey complied, Annie positioned the dice under Hailey’s soles. “Why don’t you go ahead and lower yourself back down, just a little, not fast.”

Hailey attempted to but the sharp tips of the dice made her gasp, “Mistress, those hurt.”

“I know, now, you took seven minutes to find them. So I think spanking you seven times is fitting, don’t you?”

“Fuck, that sounds like a lot, Mistress. I’m ready for it. You’ll go easy, won’t you?” Hailey turned her head to look at Annie. She was stopped by the paddle pressing against her cheek.

“Turn back around. I don’t want to have to put a blindfold on you, but if you keep trying to cheat and see what’s going to happen, I’ll get one on you in a heartbeat,” Annie said.

Hailey faced the pillar. The sound of the paddle cutting through the air caused her to tense up, but the impact of the board was rather light. It felt like a light slap on her rear, even with all the noise, it wasn’t that bad.

Annie gave a quiet chuckle, “You’re psyching yourself out.”

“I’ve just never done anything like this, I don’t know what to expect.”

Annie continued to paddle Hailey’s tight ass. She stopped on the fifth strike and asked, “You doing okay, kitten?”

Hailey’s calves were burning and she kept having to fix her posture. The dice below were much more painful than the damn paddle. She didn’t want to fail Annie, “Y-Yeah, never better. Almost done, Mistress?”

“Not really. I’ve still got a few things I wanted to do before I was done with your little ass,” Annie said. The paddle crashed into her two final times. Once she finished with the board, she rested it against another side of the pillar and then moved the dice.

“You can relax now. I got your butt a cute shade of pink. But I’m not sure that I want to stop playing with it. Should I, kitten?” Annie asked.

Hailey wasn’t stupid enough to believe that the question was a genuine question. She was only being asked to let her know that she wasn’t finished. “I don’t want you to stop, Mistress,” she said. That wasn’t a lie, but she didn’t want to be spanked further. The light sting in her butt was enough for her to not want much more right now.

“Good girl. I’m going to go get some things to play with. How does my kitty feel about getting a small plug in her ass?”

“Oh shit, that’s the kind of play you meant? Yeah, fuck yeah. I’m down, Mistress,” Hailey answered.

“That’s a good girl. I’ve already done the pain part for now. Granted, I didn’t even really hurt you. Not that I know of anyway. You’re a good girl, I wouldn’t want to break you. That’s just rude,” Annie said with a smirk.

She walked away and came back shortly with a small plug, maybe three inches in length with a small taper. With no lube, nor spit, Annie pressed the tip of the toy into Hailey and then worked it inside her with a twisting motion.

“Oh fuck! Fuck! It’s so fucking cold, fuck!” Hailey didn’t want to say it hurt. It didn’t feel like the dildo she tried to put up there in the past, but it certainly felt uncomfortable.

“Don’t worry, you’re going to warm it up. And you should think about watching your mouth. I think not being allowed to cuss while you’re in my dungeon is a fair rule. What do you think, kitten?” Annie asked.

With cussing being half her vocabulary, Hailey ducked her head between her shoulders, “Fine. I won’t cuss, Mistress.”

“Fine? You’re not playing very nice, are you?” Annie asked. Her hand moved to cup Hailey’s rear, “You wouldn’t want me to get a real paddle down, would you? So far, this has been playing. Don’t make me actually punish you, not this early.”

Hailey tensed up and she shook her head, “Sorry, Mistress. I’ll try to watch my tone.”

“Things are different when you’re in my dungeon. I still care about you and want to be sweet and cuddly outside of here. But in here, this is my world. You’re just a toy to play with. I try and take care of my toys, but they’re still mine to do what I want with. Is that clear, kitten?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Hailey said. As long as Hailey knew Annie, the woman was pretty restrained. A kind teacher, and a kind mentor when Hailey needed it. This side of her was foreign but strangely exciting. If all went horribly wrong, at least Hailey would know things about her teacher that she could use to her advantage.

“Good girl. Spread your legs, you handled yourself pretty well. I’ll give you something you want and then we can go back downstairs unless you wanted me to start with the candle wax,” Annie said.

“Oh no, no candle wax, I could never handle that. Not even if you did it on my stomach, especially not with you inside me,” Hailey teased as she spread her legs.

Annie smiled, “Glad to know you’re not against the idea. I’ll have to make sure you’re into it when we start. But for candle wax, I’d probably rather have you on your hands and knees. I prefer when my submissive can’t see what’s coming.”

Hailey felt Annie’s thick member pressing against her sex. “How many subs have you had?” Hailey asked.

“Two. One for about three months, then they cheated on me. The other was about a week, they didn’t like that I wouldn’t shell out money all the time. Then I kind of let my love life wilt away. I don’t want to sound too hopeful, but when I invited you out here, I can admit I hoped it would turn out this way,” Annie said.

Hailey pressed her head against the pillar as Annie’s length worked its way into her. “Fuck you’re huge,” she said. “I didn’t think too much of you inviting me out here. I honestly thought it was bullshit until you got me on the ship that dropped us off.”

“We’ll talk about this later, kitten. For now, I want to enjoy you,” Annie said.

Hailey’s hips rocked against Annie’s shaft. The cuffs gave her something she could put her weight on which helped her bounce against Annie. Each soft moan echoed out in the room and Annie took hold of Hailey’s hips. “Fuck you’re tight, even after earlier,” Annie whispered, using similar profanity.

Hailey didn’t answer, instead, she focused on doing her part to ensure both of their pleasure. Being a lazy partner never interested her, she had a body and knew how to use it.

Annie seemed content to let Hailey work her hips onto her length and barely thrust into Hailey. After a few minutes of the slow action, Hailey broke down and asked, “Can you please fuck me already? My arms are stiff, and I’m getting tired, Mistress.”

“I was wondering when you would beg for it,” Annie said.

“That wasn’t begging,” Hailey mumbled.

“Then why don’t you show me what begging looks like, kitten?” Annie asked.

Hailey huffed as she realized she played right into Annie’s hand. She looked back to Annie, “Mistress, can you please fuck me like the whore I am?”

“You’re not a whore, you’re an adorable kitten. And you’ve cussed twice, kitten. Surely you want to be a good girl and make up for that?”

“I’m sorry Mistress, you’re just driving me wild,” she said.

Annie gave a quiet laugh and started thrusting into Hailey, “You’re not the only one that’s a little wild right now.” Annie’s hands moved to cup Hailey’s breasts. The sounds of their hips colliding rang out in the room and mixed well with Hailey’s moans.

“Sounds like you’re enjoying it, kitten. Is it the cuffs, or having a plug in your ass while I fuck you?” Annie asked.

Hailey pushed herself against Annie, taking every inch inside her with each motion, “Both. Mistress, you feel so good inside me. Oh heck, I’m going to cum soon.”

“Well, heck isn’t cussing, that’s an improvement,” Annie’s thrusts came faster, her hips pounding into Hailey’s.

Having Annie’s length inside her was bliss. Being restrained with her breasts being played with, that only added to the pleasure. Before long, her climax was building and she knew that she wouldn’t last long. Her moans became cries for release and spurred Annie on further.

Her thighs were already sore, her butt tender, and when Annie gave her ass a rough slap, she tightened around the woman and screamed.

“That’s my kitten. You want to cum for me, baby?”

“Yes, Mistress, please let me cum, please, please, please!” she begged.

Annie’s left hand moved around to massage Hailey’s clit. Hailey didn’t last long, her climax had been near even before her clit got shown attention. Her walls tightened around Annie’s shaft. Annie had to pull out of the woman’s vice and as Hailey’s orgasm drenched the floor, her lower lips and ass were given a warm coat of Annie’s seed.

Annie retrieved the keys for the cuffs and removed them from Hailey’s wrists. “Damn… That was good for me, you?”

“Yeah, Mistress, that was great. Uh, about the cum, do you have something to clean that up with?”

“There should be a towel somewhere in here. I’m not taking another bath right now,” Annie said.

Hailey smiled, “I don’t mind smelling like sex, especially not when it might turn you on again.”

Annie let out a yawn, “It might be nap time, Hailey.”

“Oh come on, you’re not that old, afternoon naps are lame.”

“Afternoon naps are life. Just wait until you’re out of college, you’ll want a nap every day.”

Annie started out of the dungeon and after Hailey toweled the cum from her body, she followed. She caught up to Annie in the living room, the redheaded woman was stretched out on a sofa with a blanket over her.

“Oh, you were serious about the nap?” Hailey asked.

“Yeah, you’re welcome to join me, kitten.”

“Can I have a collar once we get up?”

“Maybe. That depends on how excited I am when I wake up. So I’m sure you can figure something out that would be worth waking up to.”

Hailey smiled and laid on the couch beside Annie. “I’m glad I came here, Annie.”

“Me too. But we’ve still got to get home sometime soon. Especially if I’m going to meet your parents.”

“Yeah, when should we leave?”

“I’ll try and have the ship here tomorrow afternoon if they can make it that is.”

Hailey nodded and shuffled closer to Annie, her hips pressing against the woman’s length, “Well, I’m sure we can figure something out for tonight and tomorrow morning.”

“You’re going to drain me dry.”

“You love it,” Hailey teased.

“Never said I didn’t.”


Part Three


“Wait, you’re Hailey’s professor?” Hailey’s father asked.

“That’s correct, Jackson,” Annie said.

“But you want to date our daughter?” Hailey’s mother asked.

“Also correct, Rachael,” Annie said.

Hailey’s cheeks burned red. After they enjoyed the trip to Annie’s island, they had to come back to Washington. Hailey didn’t want to have dinner with her parents on their first night back. As Annie made clear, Hailey didn’t get to make those choices.

“Mom, Dad, she and I are really interested in one another. I know what it might sound like, but I don’t want you guys to make assumptions,” Hailey said.

Jackson chuckled, “Assumptions have already been made. She tells us that you two have been spending some time together recently. You really think I want to hear someone my age is sleeping with my daughter?”

Hailed shrunk in her seat, “She didn’t say that.”

“She didn’t have to, I thought we raised you to be more reasonable with your choices,” he said.

“You raised me to not judge people either,” she mumbled.

“You are being a little harsh, baby,” Rachael said.

Annie cleared her throat to get attention, “I wanted to let you two know that I was interested in your daughter. I’m not pretending that I’m her age. I’m forty-two, she’s twenty. I’m not asking for her hand in marriage just yet. I just didn’t want you two to not know about your daughter’s partner.”

Jackson looked at Annie with a disappointed scowl, “I’m not being harsh. And shouldn’t I have a say in my daughter’s life?”

“Dad, I appreciate the concern, but this is what I want. I really don’t want this to be another fight,” Hailey said.

Rachael spoke up, “You have a lovely home, Annie.”

“Thank you. It’s what I can afford but I’d like to do better for your daughter if we become more serious.”

Even with the tension, Hailey couldn’t stop a chuckle from escaping her. Annie’s wealth was immeasurable and that was putting it lightly. While that wasn’t the reason Hailey was interested in Annie, she could admit that it did play a part in her decision to date her. Financial security was hard to beat.

“You know what, you girls are right. I’m being an ass, I know I am. It’s just my damn instincts as a father to be protective of my child,” he said.

“I know you don’t mean anything by it, baby. But you’ve got to let her grow up. Remember how much you cried when she went off to college?” Rachael asked. Jackson’s scowl returned.

Dinner wrapped up and Hailey said goodbye to her parents. Once the door was shut, she locked the door and sighed heavily, “Don’t put me through that again, please, Annie.”

“No sugar coating it, your dad is a bit of a douche,” Annie said.

Hailey shot a look at Annie, “He’s still my dad. Don’t get too harsh.”

“I didn’t mean anything bad by it, it just felt like he wanted to jump over the table and punch me in the mouth.”

“Yeah, dad’s a bit uh, old-fashioned.”

Annie walked to Hailey’s side and wrapped an arm around her, “At least they know now. I don’t want to hide our relationship. Don’t expect me to be so blunt at the college though.”

“I wouldn’t. Besides, how many students would end up hitting on you if they knew you fished in that pond?”

“Hey, I don’t fish in the college.”

“That’s where you found me,” Hailey smirked.

“Different story. I started dating you outside of the college, completely fair game,” Annie said.

Hailey felt Annie’s hand on her ass, pushing her. She let Annie lead her to Annie’s bedroom, “I think you’re just not wanting to admit you’re wrong.”

“Your Mistress is never wrong. Except when she is. In which case, you pretend she’s not,” Annie said.

“I’ve always been terrible at playing pretend,” Hailey teased. It wasn’t hard to tell that Annie was being playful. When they engaged in that kind of play, of course, Hailey was much less resistant. Her Mistress was a different person than Annie. That’s how Hailey justified the actions anyway. She enjoyed the sex, but there was considerably less passion when Annie was treating her like her submissive.

Hailey still loved the play. Not every encounter needed her to limp away feeling like she was some kind of princess.

“Are you ready to go to college tomorrow?” Annie asked, changing the subject as she got on the bed.

Hailey took off Annie’s shoes, “Not really. I don’t like the idea of being in your class for an hour and not being able to be held by you. Or kiss you. Or really even look at you more than I used to.”

“We get the same time for lunch, I’m not implying that you would be able to do more than look at me. But you’re a smart girl, I’m sure you can find that subliminal message.”

“I don’t know, Annie. That one seems like it’s pretty hidden in there. How could I ever make the connection to being under your desk enjoying a nice meal you prepared for me?”

Annie laughed, “Of course, always the brightest one in the room, aren’t you, baby?”

“The smartest fish in the three,” Hailey said.

“You going to stand there looking pretty or do you want to come warm me up?”

Hailey climbed into bed with Annie and snuggled into her side. Her head rested on Annie’s chest, the rhythmic thumping of Annie’s heart lulling her into a peaceful state. After the encounter with her parents, she wasn’t going to take this relaxation for granted.

Annie ran a hand through Hailey’s hair and spoke quietly, “I’ll make us something for lunch. Even if you do want to get something fresh from me, I wouldn’t want you to go without eating.”

“I could go without eating lunch,” Hailey said. “I wouldn’t want to, but if it meant I could fuck you in your classroom, I’d gladly skip lunch.”

Annie grumbled, “Remember the first time we had sex?”

“How could I forget you bending me over the railing of your boat?”

“I came in you. I’m not saying you’re pregnant, but on the off chance you are, I want our child to have the best chance it can.”

Hailey looked up at Annie, “You’re going to make a great mom if I am pregnant.”

“I would damn sure try my best. I’ve always wanted kids and I’m not getting younger.”

Hailey sighed and moved Annie’s arm under her head, “You know, if you really want a kid, I wouldn’t be against it either. I’m young, but I don’t want to be in your shoes, no offense.”

“None taken. I wouldn’t want to have to be nearly sixty to see my kid all grown up.”

“We should try more often,” Hailey said.

Annie laughed and looked at Hailey, “I’m a bit tired, but if you want to try tonight, I’m not going to turn down that tight pussy.”

Hailey shook her head, “Not tonight, not after dinner. Tomorrow we can start, okay?”

“Sounds good to me.”

Falling asleep in Annie’s bed felt natural to her. Waking up next to someone, that would take some getting used to though. As soon as the alarm went off, Hailey rushed out of the bed and took over the bathroom. She shut the door and locked it and soon after, Annie was banging on it, “Baby, come on I just have to pee!”

“No ma’am! Not after the last two times. You just have to pee, then you need to brush your teeth, then your makeup, then you’ve got to redo your makeup. No, ma’am!”

Annie groaned and Hailey heard her walking away. After a few minutes, Hailey had relieved herself and brushed her teeth. She ran water for a bath and gathered a pair of clothes out of her backpack.

From the smells coming from the kitchen, Annie was working on breakfast. Hailey walked into the kitchen, “Go pee, I’ll take care of this until you get back, turn off the water if it gets too full.”

“Roger, Commander,” Annie offered Hailey a salute and hurried off to the bathroom.

Hailey and Annie left the house an hour later and made it to the college with plenty of time to spare. Annie leaned over and gave Hailey a kiss on the lips and then got out of the car. “It’s been a fun spring break, but it’s back to work for me. I’ll talk to you at lunch, babe.”

Hailey looked at her and as Annie was walking away, Hailey called out, “I love you.”

Annie stopped immediately and slowly turned around to face Hailey. Annie wore a smile and walked back over to Hailey. Annie’s hands moved to hold Hailey’s cheeks and she kissed her more deeply before she pulled away. “I love you too, but I’ve got to get to work. Try not to be too distracting in class, alright? That skirt looks great on you, but spreading your legs too much is going to distract me.”

Hailey’s flushed cheeks made the chill air around them seem all the more cold, “O-Okay.”

Four hours later, lunch rolled around and Hailey made her way to Annie’s classroom. As the last of the students emptied out of the room, Hailey shut the door and locked it behind her. Annie looked up, “Lock the other door as well.”

Hailey proceeded to the door and locked it. She walked back to Annie’s desk. Annie cleaned off a portion of her sturdy oak desk for Hailey to sit on, “Just finishing up inputting some grades. Have a seat.”

“You sound like my teacher, god,” Hailey said as she sat on the desk.

Annie nodded and continued tapping away at the computer. Five minutes later, she finally broke away from the screen, “Okay, sorry about that. I didn’t want to fall behind. Would you like lunch before or after, babe?”

“It’s not a problem at all, and I’m going to have to say after. As much as I enjoy how your cum tastes, it’s not something I want to taste all day,” Hailey said.

Annie nodded, “Never said you were going to have my cum in your mouth, I was thinking of doing something a little nicer for you. Well, at first.”

“Oh?”

“I was thinking about using a dildo on you to get you off. Well, that and a remote vibrator. But the vibrator won’t really be needed until after we finish.”

“Wait, why would you need it then?”

“You have my class as the last one of the day. So it’s going to stay in there until we’re in the car again,” Annie said.

When it clicked for Hailey she stared at Annie, “Are you going to actually use it while we’re in class? I thought you said you didn’t want to be distracted.”

“I won’t be, not if you can keep from moaning like you do when I fuck you,” Annie said with a smirk.

Hailey rolled her eyes, “Then we’ll skip the dildo. We’re trying for a kid, aren’t we? So why don’t you get that cock in me already?”

“Someone’s a little needy. Keep the skirt on, wouldn’t want my desk to get wet, would I?”

Hailey squirmed out of her panties and set them beside her on the desk. Annie unzipped her jeans and pulled her cock through the opening. “Quickies always make me feel like a slut,” Annie said.

“As long as you’re feeling good, that’s all that matters, baby,” she said.

Annie took Hailey’s legs and spread them. Shifting Hailey until she was closer to the edge of the desk, Annie called out, “Lean back on your hands and try to stay on the desk, babe. I wouldn’t want you to fall and get hurt.”

“Aw, aren’t you just adorable, concerned for my safety,” Hailey taunted.

“Hey, don’t make me feel dumb for trying to make sure you’re okay. I’m trying to be a good partner,” Annie said.

“I’m just teasing a bit, babe. But we’re on a time constraint here, I know how much you like being in control, but this time college has you by the balls.”

Annie moved to position herself at Hailey’s entrance, “Maybe later we’ll have a second round. For now, try not to get too loud, babe.”

Hailey’s folds were parted by Annie’s thick cock. After a few days of enjoying her lover, Hailey’s pussy had no problems taking the large cock. Annie leaned over the desk and kissed Hailey. Annie’s hips continued to push into Hailey’s core.

The kiss didn’t last long. “I’ve always wanted to do this,” Annie said.

Hailey couldn’t move much on the desk due to the limited space, but she tried to buck her hips into Annie’s thrusts. “Which part? Fucking a student or fucking on a desk?” Hailey asked.

“Neither, I’ve always wanted to have sex in public. Something about possibly getting caught. Huge turn on,” Annie said.

Soft moans escaped Hailey as Annie picked up the pace for a moment. Slower strokes replaced the hard, fast thrusts and Hailey took the chance to talk again, “I can understand that. Want to fuck on a nature trail later?”

“You sure you want to do that?” Annie asked.

“Only if you promise to give me an A on the assignment today,” Hailey said.

Annie rolled her eyes, “Baby, I’m in the middle of trying to make a baby, you really want to turn me off?”

“Ah, joking babe. But I heard a rumor that if you fuck me really, really hard, I’ll stop talking.”

Hailey immediately regretted that statement. Annie’s cock delved deep into her. The hard desk and Hailey’s tight ass weren’t happy about the shift in pace. Her lower lips had no complaints, the thick cock that penetrated her in search of release left Hailey as a moaning mess.

Two of Annie’s fingers moved into Hailey’s mouth, “Baby, you’ve got to be quiet.” Hailey’s lips closed around the fingers. Hailey tried to keep herself quiet by sucking on those fingers. The moans kept coming, even with the makeshift pacifier. They might be muffled, but Hailey wouldn’t be able to keep quiet.

Annie’s eyes were closed and Hailey watched her as her lips parted. Hailey knew Annie well enough by now, or at least that specific expression. Annie bit bottom lip and the soft groans that came from Annie let Hailey know the end was near.

A sharp gasp came from Annie and She buried her length inside of Hailey. Warm seed shot into Hailey. Hailey’s moans finally died away as Annie slowly pulled her length from her pussy.

Annie took a moment to catch her breath before she asked, “Didn’t cum this time?”

“The wood was making my ass numb. I enjoyed myself, I don’t have to finish to be able to say that,” Hailey said.

Annie’s bottom lip poked out as she pouted for a moment, “But I want to get you off. If I don’t, then how could I feel good about you letting me enjoy you, babe?”

“By listening to me when I say that I enjoyed myself?” Hailey said as she reached for her panties. She handed them to Annie, “You said something about a toy. Did you want to put that in now, or later?”

“After lunch, baby,” Annie slid the panties up Hailey’s legs.

Hailey slid off the desk once her panties were back on and she straightened her skirt. “Did you tell the other staff that you were seeing me?” she asked.

“I don’t know if it would be smart to tell them. Really, I don’t mind, but I know that it is considered unethical. How would they know that you’re really with me for me, not the perks of dating a professor?”

Hailey frowned, “So we still have to hide it?”

Annie pulled two plastic containers from her purse with a sandwich in each of them. “If you want me to quit this job and find another, I can. Otherwise, I can’t pretend that we can be too open about it here.”

Hailey took a sandwich from the container and stared at Annie as she started eating.

“Don’t look at me like that.”

“Like what?”

“Like you want me to say I’m sorry for being hesitant about it. I told you I worked this job because I enjoyed it. Yeah, I consider you much more important, but it’s still a situation that I’d rather not have to deal with.”

Hailey shrugged and finished her food. She glanced at the clock and while they had another thirty minutes of their break, she walked to the door of the classroom. “I’ve got to go study. Talk to you later, guess you’ll have to put up with me not using that toy,” Hailey said.

Annie sighed as Hailey opened the door, “We’re going to have to talk about this.”

The door shut with a soft thud as Hailey stepped out.

Hailey made her way into the bathroom. A little privacy and a space to think without being disturbed, while not glamorous, at least it would offer a semblance of peace.

The situation with Annie went better than she imagined it would overall. Hailey’s parents knew about their relationship and now she could at least be open with them. Having to hide it at school made sense logically, but she couldn’t deny that it still annoyed her.

She didn’t want to flaunt the relationship, but she wanted to have the ability to be proud of her partner openly. Annie was a hell of a catch, even without the fortune she commanded. Beautiful, strong-willed, dominating, qualities that Hailey appreciated. Hailey felt safe with Annie, but even with that, she wanted to feel like Annie was proud of having her as well.

Hailey didn’t want to have a situation where she had to live a double life. If that were to happen, she would have to either ask Annie to essentially put her job in the line of fire. That wasn’t fair to Annie. Hailey hated that she didn’t know what to do.

Logic told her to stop acting like a child about it, but her heart wanted to know that she was publicly acknowledged. Hailey sighed and left the bathroom. She went back to Annie’s classroom. The doors were open and her partner was no anywhere to be seen.

Hailey took her phone from her pocket and texted Annie asking where she was. After ten minutes, Hailey didn’t have the time to keep waiting for Annie. The next two hours were the longest of her life. When it was finally time to go to Annie’s classroom, Hailey almost skipped the class.

Her stomach churned and she couldn’t be sure as to if she would even be wanted in the classroom anymore. Hailey knew she was being selfish and it wasn’t hard to tell that Annie might have taken it the wrong way. Swallowing the lump in her throat, Hailey went into the classroom and sat in her assigned seat.

Annie was in the front of the class, her expression seemed lifeless. When Hailey tried to make eye contact with Annie, Annie looked elsewhere. Hailey couldn’t help but squirm uncomfortably in her seat.

The lecture was hard to take in, Annie seemed relatively normal as the lesson went on. Yet she didn’t ask for much class participation and when she did, it was by name. Hailey’s name was never called.

After the bell rang and the students cleared out, Hailey remained seated at her desk. Annie didn’t speak to Hailey, even after the other students cleared out of the room.

Breaking down, Hailey called out, “I’m sorry, okay? I get it, I was being a selfish bitch.”

Annie looked at Hailey and shook her head, “I think you’re missing the point.”

“What fucking point?” tears pooled in Hailey’s eyes.

“It wasn’t like I was avoiding you, or trying to make you feel uncomfortable. I think you just saw how tense things can get. Hailey, I really do care about you, but if I’m going to always have to prove that to you…” Annie’s voice trailed off.

Hailey wiped her eyes and looked away from Annie, “I never said you had to prove it. I know you care. Why is it so much to ask to feel like you love me when we’re outside of your house?”

“Because my love shouldn’t be conditional about who knows what. Do you want me to get you a collar that tells everyone you’re my slut? Would that tell them how much I love you? Fuck no, it wouldn’t do a goddamn thing. It would just make us both look like assholes,” Annie’s words were becoming strained.

Hailey got out of her desk and walked towards Annie slowly, “If you got the fucking collar, I’d wear it. Because you would have wanted me to. I’d wear it because I don’t want you to ever think for a second that I’m not devoted to you.”

“Is that what this is about?”

“You tell me, Annie.”

“Hailey, I told you I love you. I’m not sure what you want me to do. I can’t prove that to you day in and day out by saying it over and over. I’m not the kind of woman to find a random chick to warm my bed at night.”

Hailey stood in front of Hailey. They were close enough that Hailey could feel every breath Annie let out. For the first time since they met, Hailey struggled to look into Annie’s eyes, “Then what was I? You didn’t know much of shit about me.”

“Oh, I didn’t? I hadn’t spent time with you in class, working with you to make sure you understood what the fuck was going on? I didn’t ask you how you were every day? I didn’t offer you advice when you needed it? I didn’t stay after school and spend my own fucking time to make sure you would succeed? You realize that I didn’t have to do any of that?”

Hailey’s eyes drifted to the floor. She wrung her hands together as she spoke softly, “I thought you just wanted to help.”

“I did want to help. Because I felt like you would appreciate it. And I thought I was doing a good job, now I’m questioning that.”

“You’re doing what you can. I get that,” Hailey mumbled.

“Do you? Because after what you said earlier, I’m not sure that I’m showing you I care enough. I don’t like feeling like my best isn’t enough,” Annie said.

The stress was too much for Hailey. Tears spilled over from her eyes. Annie sighed and tried to wipe them away, “I didn’t mean to make you cry. I don’t want to fight, baby. Maybe I’m being harsh, but I don’t want to feel like I’m not trying.”

Hailey tried to stop the flow of tears to no avail. Giving up on it, she tried to talk around the heart in her throat, “I’m sorry for asking you to pick.”

Annie shook her head, “I’m not making a choice. I’ve already made it, haven’t I? I chose to be with you. Baby, answer me this. What would you gain by being able to acknowledge me publicly at school? And how much would we lose to have that, don’t forget that we would be separated at school if I wasn’t removed from my position.”

Hailey stayed quiet. There was nothing to say that would make the pros outweigh the cons.

“Understand my position? I care about you. I really do. I told you I loved you this morning and I mean it. I still mean it. If you broke it off tomorrow, that wouldn’t mean I didn’t love you. Do I pretend to know everything about you? Not at all, but that doesn’t mean I haven’t seen enough to know that the good outweighs the bad.”

“Am I worth it?” Hailey asked.

“If you weren’t, I wouldn’t have talked this out, would I?”

“No,” came the mumbled response.

“How about we go home? I’m not going to pretend that we’re going to do anything too lavish, you acted like a child today. And don’t get puffed up about that, you know you did. I care about you, but shit like that is going to have to be handled more carefully, baby.”

Hailey’s tears managed to stop pouring from her. She took a tissue from the desk and dabbed the wetness away from her face and tossed the tissue in the trash. Hailey took a deep breath to calm herself, “I still want to go to the park. I want to make it up to you.”

“You don’t have to offer your body as a means to solve a fight,” Annie said.

A weak chuckle escaped Hailey, “Haven’t you heard that makeup sex is the best sex? I want it too. You wanted me to cum, didn’t you?”

“Speaking of,” Annie dug in her purse until she found the bullet vibrator that she intended to tease Hailey with earlier. Annie handed it to Hailey, “I’ll turn it on when you get in the car, but slip it in, okay?”

Hailey took the toy and fiddled around under her skirt until the toy was inside her. “I’m sorry for today,” Hailey said again.

“Don’t be. All couples have arguments. It would be unhealthy to pretend like it wasn’t normal. We got our points across and we can move on, right?”

“Right.”

“That’s my girl,” Annie said with a smile as she led them out of the school.

The car ride to the park was hell for Hailey. Having a buzzing toy inside her made it difficult to engage in the small talk Annie offered. Hailey knew it was intended to see how flustered she was. That didn’t make it easier to try and pretend like she had any form of control over her own pleasure though.

By the time they arrived, her light blue panties had a soaked gusset and she was panting heavily from her second orgasm. Annie parked her car and finally turned the vibrator off, “So did you have fun, babe? Or were you rambling about the stop lights taking forever for no reason?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. We had a wholesome ride here with nothing to talk about,” Hailey said. Her cheeks were a vibrant shade of crimson and her thighs were still clenched together.

“Take the toy out, I need to put it up. I was tempted to leave it in and use that tight ass of yours, but we’re aiming for having a child. Unless the reproductive system changed overnight, I don’t think that would work,” Annie teased.

Hailey took a moment to fish the toy out and then gave it to Annie. “I don’t even want to think about getting that thing in my ass. The plug from a few days ago felt huge.”

Annie put the toy in her purse and then slung the purse over her shoulder, “We’ll work up to that point eventually if you’re interested. Lock the door when you get out.”

They were on the trail shortly after, Annie’s eyes darted around to try and find an area that would be secluded enough to take Hailey. She eventually found a downward sloping hill with a few thick trees to help block the immediate view from others. There was no place to completely avoid the potential to get caught, but it was good enough for them.

Hailey looked at Annie with a smirk, “So how are we doing this?”

“You’re young and concerned about the environment aren’t you, sweetie?” Annie’s tone made Hailey’s eyebrow arch.

“I mean, I guess?”

“Why not hug a tree while we get really natural?” Annie asked.

“That is the corniest line I’ve ever heard. How long were you thinking about that one?”

Annie laughed and shook her head, “About ten seconds. I didn’t know where we would end up doing this, but I had a better one if you were bent over a fallen tree though.”

“Let’s hear it.”

“Fuck no, I’m saving that for next time we do this, babe,” Annie said.

Hailey flipped her skirt up and leaned against a tree. The bark nibbled at her hands, threatening to bite if she put too much pressure on the tree. “Now you’re just making assumptions.”

Annie freed her cock and then pulled Hailey’s panties down to her knees. The head of her cock pressed against Hailey’s opening and slid inside with ease, “I’m just leaving the options open. Besides, you like my cock and one day my horrible jokes will make you laugh more often.”

Hailey pushed against the tree to help Annie get deeper inside her, “Fuck you feel so good inside me. Tell all the jokes you want as long as you don’t stop.”

Telling jokes wasn’t Annie’s strong suit, but Hailey didn’t care. The fact that Annie stayed by her side even after her little tantrum earlier meant a lot to Hailey. Neither of them was perfect, but Hailey appreciated that Annie wasn’t one to run at the drop of a hat.

A hand rubbed along Hailey’s lower back, then her side and further down to her clit. Annie’s strokes were slow and deep, ensuring that Annie’s fingers could focus on massaging Hailey’s clit, “I’m going to cum before you. How’s that for a joke?”

Hailey leaned further onto the tree as the pleasure sapped away her strength. The earthy smell of the pine was pleasant. The texture of the bark, not so much. Even with the mild stinging in her hands and shoulder, Hailey couldn’t ignore the building orgasm inside her. The pleasure made the pain invisible to her.

Annie’s thrusts picked up in intensity. Those slender fingers rubbed Hailey’s clit furiously and that spelled the beginning of the end for Hailey’s third orgasm of the day. A loud cry escaped Hailey as her juices gushed from her. The light blue panties were soaked, their color no longer so light.

The hand on Hailey’s clit pulled away and both of Annie’s hands held onto Hailey’s hips. Annie’s cock slammed into Hailey. Her body shook with each impact from Annie, the head of her cock battering away at Hailey’s core.

Hailey heard a call from a voice she didn’t recognize, “You okay down there? Heard a scream.”

Annie sucked in a gasp of air but it was too late. Annie’s cum erupted from her cock as a man in his early thirties walked down the hill. As Hailey was filled with the warm seed, the man saw the scene.

His eyes widened and he turned his head after catching an eyeful, “Sorry, didn’t mean to…”

Hailey flushed a deep shade of red and Annie pulled out of her. Hailey’s panties were pulled back up and Hailey flipped her skirt down. Annie put her cock away in her pants and called out, “Ah, sorry about that sir.”

“I’m not complaining, just didn’t expect to see something like that. You two have a good day, I’m uh, going to get out of here,” he said. The bulge in his pants was obvious as he turned to walk away.

When he left, Annie burst out into a fit of laughter. Hailey wasn’t nearly as amused, “The one time we do something risky. The one fucking time.”

“Oh god, it’s hilarious. It’s so fucking funny, karma has a way of biting me in the ass. We should get out of here, baby.”

Six months later, Hailey sat on the couch in Annie’s home. Her phone rang and she picked it up, “Baby! Guess what!”

“What’s up, babe?”

“No, you have to guess.”

“They still don’t know what the gender is?”

“No, they said it’s a girl. Can you believe it? We’re going to have a daughter!”

Hailey could hear Annie’s gasp from the other side of the phone. When Annie spoke again, the sound of her crying was hard to miss, “I’m so happy. Oh god, this is real. Have you told your parents?”

“Not yet, I was hoping to tell them at the wedding,” Hailey said.

“That’s a sweet sentiment, baby. I just finished up packing my shit up from my desk before I called. I’m sorry I couldn’t be there at the appointment.”

“Don’t be. You quit your job for me. For us. It’s only to be expected that they make you finish the semester out.”

“I still hate that you dropped out.”

“Baby, I’ll go back. I just want to have as few external sources of stress as I can while I’m preggo.”

“I’ll see you in about thirty minutes, baby. I love you.”

“I love you too.”


Transforming my Goth Sissy

The Collection


Story One


I hate when I have to go into Eric’s room. Such blatant disregard for his privacy always feels so wrong, but I have to get the laundry done. I walked into his bathroom and pulled the handle on his rolling laundry basket so I could take it out. Of all things I expected when going into my stepson’s room, I didn’t expect the scent of lavender. Hell, I almost hoped that he would be a little less pristine.

Calling Eric a man felt a little shy of the mark, he was twenty now, but he didn’t have the composure a man should. At least, not in my eyes. That didn’t mean I loved him any less, but he definitely didn’t strike me as the kind of guy that would bring a woman home. Then again, with the way society was now, having someone as soft as Eric didn’t mean much.

Where I grew up, just being slightly different would have meant so much more. When I finally did tell my parents I was transitioning nineteen years ago, they told me not to come back home. I didn’t mind moving out of the south, life in Washington state had been much nicer for me than back in Georgia.

I’d found a group of friends, a steady job, and most recently, a husband. Having been with Preston for two years now, I felt pretty content. I didn’t have to work anymore, Preston insisted that I didn’t. The problem with that came when he really didn’t come home all that often. Eric didn’t spend too much time with me and I hated to admit it, but I felt lonely.

After I rolled the basket to the laundry room, I started sorting the clothes and found something quite strange for Eric to have. Considering he never brought women over, the pair of bright pink panties with a cum stain in them caught me off guard. I rolled my eyes and tossed them on top of the dryer. Eric and I were going to need to have a conversation.

He didn’t have to sneak women over, if they wanted to spread their legs for him, I was all for it as long as he was being safe. But seeing as how the panties had his cum in them, I could assume he wasn’t exactly practicing safe sex.

I finished with the laundry and walked into Eric’s room with the panties dangling from my finger. He should be home in a few minutes and I wanted to surprise him by being in here. Eric hated when I went into his room without him being here, but he would just get over it. Finding cummy panties when I was doing clothes wasn’t a favorite pastime of mine. Especially when it wasn’t even my cum in my panties.

My hand slipped to my crotch and I massaged my girl-cock through the shorts for a moment. The slam of the front door made me jump and I quickly pulled my hand away from my shaft. I tugged my shirt to better cover the enlarged bulge and Eric burst through his door and spun to shut it behind him.

He apparently didn’t notice me at first, maybe he didn’t expect me to be in here without his permission? Eric pulled his headphones off and mumbled, “Jake is such an asshole.”

“Is he? I thought he was a sweet guy. He plays wide receiver on your college’s football team, doesn’t he?” I asked.

Eric let out a feminine yelp and turned to face me, “W-What the fuck, River?”

My eyes wandered his lithe frame. He looked the same as always in his black skinny jeans clung to his legs, the small women’s t-shirt that fit him surprisingly well, and his black and white chucks. His shining blue eyes were wide with shock. I might have assumed he blanched, but with his naturally pale skin tone and contrasting long black hair, I couldn’t tell if he responded at all.

“What the fuck indeed, Eric,” I lifted the panties so that he could see them. “I told you to wash your clothes or I would take care of them. You said you wanted to take a burden off of my shoulders, but I’m starting to think you just wanted to hide something from me.”

His cheeks finally gained color as a deep blush gave away his embarrassment, “N-No, it’s not that!”

“So who’s the lucky girl that’s sneaking into my house?” I let the panties swing back and forth on my finger.

Eric looked away from me, “Why would any girl come here with me?”

I shrugged my shoulders and threw the panties at him, “Why would there be any cum stained panties in here if there was no girl here?”

Eric remained silent and I stood from the bed. My shirt lifted away and the large bulge in my pants came into view. His eyes immediately latched onto my futa-cock.

“I asked you a question, Eric. And why don’t you keep your eyes up here, or at least on my chest? Why can’t you just be a normal boy, sweetie?”

He tried to meet my gaze but he couldn’t maintain the contact, “B-Because I’m not a normal boy. I don’t care about sports or getting drunk. I don’t want to go to parties and I don’t want to pretend like everything is fine. Isn’t that a good thing?”

“It might be if I didn’t think you were lying to me. If you’re not out doing something crazy, then why can’t you tell me where these panties came from?”

“They’re mine, okay?” he snapped.

My eyes met his, “Whoever this girl is, she must be really damn important if you’re going to lie to me for her. You’ve always been a good stepson, but I sure hope she’s worth getting grounded for.”

“I’m twenty, River, you can’t ground me. And I already told you, there is no girl. I don’t even like pussy,” he grumbled. His eyes went wide again and he clamped his hands over his mouth.

I felt my heart melt when he said that. Here I was grilling him for lying to me when the poor boy was hiding something so much larger all along. “Eric, sweetie, there is nothing wrong with being gay. I still don’t get why you have panties, but if that’s your thing, there isn’t anything wrong with it.”

He reached for the door handle to leave but I grabbed him by the arm, “Where do you think you’re going? You can’t drop a bomb like that and expect me to let you run off, sweetie.”

“Please let me go, River. If dad finds out he’ll kill me.”

I looked down at my bulge and back to Eric, “Do you really think that is going to be the case? If you don’t want him to find out, I’m not going to say anything. But…”

“But what, River?”

“I want you to come clean to me. Where did the panties come from,” I let go of his arm.

He sighed and stepped past me. When he got to his drawer, he mumbled, “Promise you’re not going to tell anyone?”

“Only if you promise to be a good boy for me.”

Eric pulled the top left drawer open and I saw multiple pairs of panties, stockings, and even a makeup kit inside. He had a few skirts and other items neatly folded in the dresser, but my mind was too busy exploring possibilities. The past eighteen months of my marriage were beyond stale. This discovery had potential.

A cute sissy goth boy? Sign me right the fuck up. It’s been far too long since I’ve been so excited to play with someone like him… Or her?

“Maybe you’re not a good boy. But I’d love a bad girl,” I walked behind him and put my hands on his hips.

He shuddered under my touch but didn’t pull away, “You’re not going to tell anyone, are you?”

“I’d love to take you out when you’re all dressed up at some point. Maybe slip out during the night while Preston is asleep and spend some time in another town. Just for a few days, to truly let you experience what life is like as a woman,” I purred. With Preston, I felt financially taken care of, but my emotions had fallen to the side. Eric, or Erica, might just be a refreshing change of pace.

I’ve never been one to cheat, but there would have to be some measure of a real relationship for it to be cheating, wouldn’t there? Preston’s neglect made me feel more than a little jaded with him. Hell, maybe if his sissy daughter was willing, I could find something worth my cock getting excited about.

He put his hands over mine, “And how much blackmailing are you going to do to make that a reality, River?”

“Why do I have to blackmail you? Sweetie, you want to dress up. Otherwise, you wouldn’t have so many cute outfits. And just look at what you have on, darling, you’re practically crossdressing as is.”

Eric slid his hands into the waist of his jeans and pushed them down enough to expose a pair of bright yellow panties, “I, uh, I’m a step ahead of you, River.”

My hands slid from his hips down to his ass. I cupped those tight cheeks, “You’re going to need to start doing squats, Erica. As cute as it is, I want your little ass to be a bit more round.”

Once again, he didn’t pull away. “Maybe, but I want to know what I get out of it, River. You don’t think I’m stupid enough to risk getting in trouble with dad just to see what’s in your pants, do you?”

At least he knew he was worth something. There’s nothing worse than a submissive sissy who doesn’t at least value their body. I moved my hands back to his hips and pulled him tight against me. My thick girl-cock pressed against his tight ass and I whispered, “You’ll do more than see it, Erica. If you play your cards right, we’ll find out just what makes you tick. You don’t want to be jerking off in panties all your life, do you?”

He tensed up at the comment and turned to look at me, “But what makes this any different than what dad does to me? Get your mind out of the gutter, that’s not what I meant. I haven’t had a real conversation with dad since I was seventeen. That’s three years. You come along and things got a little better for a while, he stopped completely ignoring me at least. But how do you expect me to believe that you’ll do anything more than he has? You married him, after all.”

I sighed and took a step back to sit on his bed. He sat beside me and laid on his back, “If you’re just wanting to fuck me and leave, that’s okay. I was just kind of hoping that this might not be a casual thing for you.”

“It really isn’t, Erica—”

“Why are you calling me that?” he interrupted.

I laid on my back and turned to look him in the eyes, “Because I think you’re much cuter when you’re being true to your sissy nature.”

“And what do you mean by that?”

“Sweetie, you’ve got a better fashion sense than I ever will. You care way too much about your appearance, just look at your fucking hair. I couldn’t get mine to shine like that if I dipped it in gold. I’ve been in the LGBT community up here for so long that it’s impossible not to pick up on certain things. You’re a little femboy. I doubt you’re trans, and if you were, obviously that wouldn’t be an issue. I think I hit the nail on the head though.”

He nodded, “I don’t know how I feel about being called a sissy, the term femboy is so much less suggestive.”

“Are you saying you wouldn’t want me to pull your hair while you took my cock,” I asked boldly.

Eric’s cheeks flushed. He managed to keep eye contact as he mumbled, “I’m not saying that. I just think that if I had to pick a term, I would say femboy.”

“I’m going to call you a sissy and you’re going to deal with it, Erica.”

“That’s fine. But you were saying something before I interrupted you. Sorry about that, by the way. I just wanted to know what the deal with that was,” he said.

Those adorable blue orbs blinked at me and I smiled. When he wasn’t hiding behind his walls, he was quite the sweetheart. There was no doubt in my mind, Eric would be an amazing girl to play with.

“I was trying to say that this wouldn’t be casual. I don’t want to get involved in orgies or find a new person to fuck every week. That doesn’t mean I wouldn’t want to enjoy you, Erica.”

He smiled and shrugged his shoulders, “Dad isn’t home.”

I slid my hands behind my head, “If you want it that bad, you can test the waters. I don’t mind if you panic when you feel it.”

Eric chuckled and slid his hand slowly down my stomach, “Stuffing your underwear is a silly trick. You don’t think I’ve seen guys that put a pair of socks in their pants?” When his hand reached my large bulge, he squeezed it as if expecting it to be fake. I hoped I would never forget the look of surprise in those deep blue eyes. “W-What the fuck?”

“You can panic if you want, Erica,” I taunted.

He unbuttoned my shorts and fumbled with the zipper. Eric pushed my white panties with roses on them down and pulled my cock from it. Without being fully hard, I was still too thick for him to get his hand fully around. He looked from my cock and then back to me, “It’s… It’s amazing.”

“Trust me, I know it is. I’ve been told by many, many people. But you don’t want to hear about what I did with other people. You want your tight ass around it, don’t you?”

“Maybe after I’ve given it the attention it deserves, River,” he slid down the bed until he was close enough to my cock to lick his tongue from the base to my tip.

A soft sigh escaped me, “If you make me cum with your mouth, you’re still going to get fucked. Even if we do have to take a little break.”

Eric kissed each of my balls and made his way up the underside of my shaft. The trail of kisses ended at the head of my cock, “You can take as long as you need, River. I just want to give your cock what it deserves.” His lips surrounded my cock and his tongue teased the underside of my crown.

I never imagined Eric to be the kind of guy that would willingly put himself in such a vulnerable state. His eyes remained locked onto mine as he made his way down my cock. My girth must have been difficult to handle, but he didn’t seem to struggle at all as my cock slipped deeper into his throat.

My hands moved to the side of his head and I gently pulled him away from my cock for a second. “Baby girl, take off your pants. I want to see your sissy ass in panties while you worship my cock.”

“Just my pants?” he purred. Eric hurried to take the skinny jeans off and he tossed them away. His silky smooth legs came into view and I wished he was close enough to let me rub them.

“Just the pants, Erica. You wouldn’t want me to get carried away just yet, would you?” I teased.

Eric got on his knees and shifted to my side and leaned back over. With his ass in the air and his small bulge on display now, I had quite the view of him. He brushed his long hair over his right shoulder before he licked the head of my cock. “Get as carried away as you want. I want your cum, River,” he took my cock back into his mouth.

I moaned when he started using his left hand on my girl-cock. He stroked my shaft while focusing on my sensitive head. As much as I wanted to keep up the tougher front, he managed to suck the soft cries of bliss right out of me. Each sound I made encouraged him to try harder.

Eric’s hand stroked and twisted as he bobbed along my cock. His tongue kept pressure on my thick vein and I couldn’t hold back any longer. It was too much to think about, my sweet, misunderstood goth stepson was giving me the best blowjob I’d ever had.

I let out a low groan and his left hand moved to cup my balls. His thin fingers massaged the heavy orbs as he took my cock as deep into his throat as he could. If he would have told me he practiced magic, I would have believed him. His throat bulged from the size of my cock, twelve inches of futa-cock would do that to a good little sissy.

My cock throbbed while he kept massaging my balls to coax out as much cum as he could get. I could see nothing but stars as my thick cum poured into his stomach. The stream of my cum was nothing compared to the ocean of pleasure I experienced.

When my vision cleared enough to see again, I looked at Eric’s red face and he slowly pulled off of my cock. His hand gripped my shaft and made a slow pull all the way up to gather the rest of my cum. Once he pulled free of my cock, he looked at me with a grin and then opened his mouth to show me the pool of cum on his tongue. He closed his mouth and swallowed then whispered, “Thank you for letting me enjoy your cum, River.”

I smiled and sat up, “You’re a good girl, Erica. But I think we can make you better. You had a makeup kit, didn’t you?”

He nodded, “Mostly blacks and grays, but I do have foundation and some brighter colors, just a few though.”

“Why don’t you get it, pumpkin? I want to doll you up a little before I fuck you.”

Eric got off the bed and walked to his dresser again. His yellow panties were so damn tight around his ass. He didn’t have much of a bulge when he turned around, but that didn’t bother me. It’s not like I was going to let him fuck me. A sissy takes what she’s given and she should be happy to get that.

I couldn’t hide my smirk when I saw the wet spot his precum made in the panties. He sat on the bed and handed me a small makeup kit. “Y-You’re not going to take any picture of this, are you?”

“No, I don’t need pictures. I’m pretty sure you’ll get dressed up whenever I ask, won’t you?”

He blushed, “Maybe?”

I opened the makeup kit and took out the foundation, mascara, eyeliner, and the blush he had. Starting with his liquid foundation, I dabbed a few splotches on his face and started blending it out, “We don’t have to pretend like you’re not already hooked on my cock, sweetie. You don’t take a load like that and thank me for it without being just a tiny bit attached. Close your eyes.”

He shut them and I continued, “So when I tell you that you’re going to do something for me, you’re probably going to do it.” I finished with his foundation and moved on to the blush, “Otherwise, I might have to teach you a little bit about obedience. And you’re a good girl, aren’t you? You don’t need to be taught something like that.”

“I’ll do what you ask, River. Just don’t tell anyone, okay?” he asked.

“Don’t worry, if we do anything, you’ll be unrecognizable. Trust me, I know my way around a makeup kit. Now stay still so I can finish up.”

Once I finished with his makeup, he really did look nearly indistinguishable from a real woman. The dark colors made his bright eyes even more striking and I couldn’t help myself. I leaned in and pressed my lips to his. The taste of my cum still lingered in his mouth. My tongue pushed deeper into his mouth and he moaned softly into the kiss.

His hands moved to my shoulders and I pulled him into my lap. My soft cock pressed against his panties and he ground against me. I broke the kiss and groaned, “I want you to ride me, slut.”

“Mm, don’t call me a slut. I’m not sleeping around with tons of people. I just want you. That doesn’t make me a slut,” the firm tone took me by surprise.

The request was respectable, but I still felt a little confused. Of all things for him to fight me on, it was his sexuality? “I won’t do it again, baby girl.”

He smiled at me and continued to rock his hips against my girl-cock. Once I was hard, he pushed on my shoulders, “Lay down? And do you want me to take off my shirt yet? Or my panties?”

“No, leave it on. I think it’s sexier that way,” I relaxed on the bed. He leaned forward and for a moment, I thought he was going to try and kiss me again. His nightstand drawer opened and he pulled out a bottle of lube.

“Didn’t think I was stupid enough to try to take this thing dry, did you?”

I smiled and put my hands under my head, “I didn’t know you were ready to have your ass stuffed, Erica.”

He lifted his hips and started rubbing a liberal amount of lube onto my cock. His delicate hand felt so nice as it twisted around my shaft. If I wasn’t interested to see how tight his little ass was, I would have asked him to finish me with his hand.

Eric put the bottle of lube down and blushed deeply as he pulled his panties to the side. His fingers probed his own ass to lube himself up as well. Once he finished, he took hold of my futa-cock and guided the tip to his ass.

“Can I start, River?” he asked sweetly.

“I don’t know why you’re asking, cupcake. I want to let you ride me until I feel like pounding your poor ass,” I teased.

He rolled his eyes and eased himself onto the head of my cock. Eric bit his lip and closed his eyes as he took more of my cock into his incredibly tight hole. While he didn’t like being called a slut, he knew how to give a good blowjob, yet his ass felt like it had never been stretched before. I wasn’t complaining. His warm walls squeezed my girl-cock as he sunk further onto my foot long shaft.

Eric whimpered as he got nearly all the way down, but he had to stop. “I can’t! It’s too big!”

“Baby girl, you don’t have to take it all. I wanted you to ride me for a reason. You get to choose the pace this time. Don’t worry, Mommy intends to train your ass to take all of her cock,” I purred.

He gave me a strained smile and nodded, “I could get used to calling you Mommy, if you want?”

My hands pulled from behind my head and slid up his smooth legs. “I’d love that. My baby girl finally accepting me as her Mommy. It only took two years and a long, thick cock.”

Once again, his eyes rolled, “When you put it like that, it makes me want to run away.”

“There’s just no winning with you, baby girl. But you should start riding sweetie, I’d love to take you to the mall after we’re done here.”

His eyes widened, “Why would we go to the mall?”

“So I can buy you a cute little outfit?”

“Can I take off the makeup?”

“No.”

His hips lifted away from me and dropped back down. Eric’s cock strained against the confines of his panties and he let out a pleasured groan. “B-But what if someone recognizes me?”

“Erica, if you want this to keep happening, you’ll stop asking so many questions. Trust me, you don’t look like the Eric people know. You especially won’t after I’ve got you nice and dressed up.”

He sighed and put his hands on top of mine. Eric pulled them to his ass and he mumbled, “Then you’re going to have to make it worth my time, Mommy.”

I thrust my hips into his as he came down and he let out a yelp. “Erica, be a good girl and stop talking. You’re making it sound like I don’t want to treat my baby girl to a wonderful time.”

He whimpered and leaned forward, his hips angled slightly so I couldn’t thrust that deep into him again. Punishing a sissy with my cock felt so right!

His tight pucker gripped my cock and with each motion of his hips, I felt myself relaxing further. Being around Eric when he didn’t make an active effort to be a douche was quite comforting. He was a sweet boy, but I didn’t need him to be a boy anymore. Eric failed when it came to being a man, but he did make for a much better woman.

My hands held tightly onto his ass so I could help him ride my cock faster. His moans poured from him and he asked, “C-Can I cum, Mommy?”

“As long as you don’t stop riding my cock. Make a mess in your panties, baby girl. Soak them with your cum,” I purred.

He didn’t need any more encouragement. His hips ground into my cock. Eric seemed unaware as his eyes closed, but the entire time he ground against me, my cock was fully inside him. His tight ring squeezed my cock as his balls unloaded their cum into his panties. The thin cotton fabric couldn’t contain all the mess he was making.

A glob of his cum seeped through the panties and fell onto my lower abdomen. I couldn’t force myself to hold back any longer. Seeing him enjoying my cock so thoroughly made it impossible to resist my second orgasm.

I pumped my hips into his for a few last strokes before he took back over. His hands clung to my shoulders and he slammed himself onto my cock from tip to base over and over. A soft cry escaped me as my balls tightened and he reaped the rewards of his efforts. He sunk onto my girl-cock and milked me for all I was worth with his body.

As the last of my cum poured into his ass, he mumbled, “S-Sorry about getting my cum on you, Mommy.”

“Don’t be… Just clean it up… I’m sure you’ve tasted… Yourself before,” damn, I needed to get back in shape. Keeping up with his young ass would help with that. Maybe I’d start going to the gym again. Maybe I would bring him with me. A post-workout treat would make it all the more worthwhile.

Eric pulled off of my cock and leaned down to lick up the cum on my stomach. Once he swallowed the remnants of his load, he took the head of my cock back into his mouth and sucked until he was sure nothing remained. He was being a greedy little one, but I didn’t mind. My baby girl could enjoy all the cum he wanted if it made him happy.

After he cleaned my cock with his tongue, he collapsed beside me on the bed and mumbled, “Do we really have to go out? I could keep taking care of you, Mommy.”

“That’s why we have to go out, Erica. What I want requires you to get some new clothes. Your skirts are all too long to be sexy for me.”

“But they barely reach my mid-thigh.”

“Too long to be sexy. I want you to look like a trophy wife. Miniskirt, heels, red lipstick, and a sexy pair of lace panties to pump your cum into,” I said.

He looked down to his cum stained panties and then back to me, “So what do I wear on the way there?”

“That’s the kind of thinking I like, baby girl. You can put on your skinny jeans. Don’t worry, the second we get your outfit paid for, you’ll change into it. Then we might have a little fun before we leave the mall.”

Eric’s eyes lit up, “That’s so dirty, Mommy. I love it.”

“You say that now, pumpkin. I think you’ll sing a different tune once we’re in the car,” I teased.

I rolled off the bed and fixed my panties, zipped up my shorts, buttoned them, and nodded to the door, “If you’re not outside in ten minutes, I’m not going to let you wear panties in your miniskirt.”

After getting my purse from upstairs, I checked the balance on my debit card. There was more than enough of it to buy him a nice outfit and take him to dinner if he earned it. The only perk of being with my husband anymore was the money. Well, now that I had his sissy son to bury my cock in, that could be counted as a perk. One I intended to enjoy thoroughly.


Story Two


I tapped my fingers on the steering wheel of my car while watching the clock impatiently. Ten minutes was all the time I gave Eric before he would end up getting punished. Maybe he just wanted to be walking through the mall without panties, the slightest movements revealing his well-fucked ass. That wouldn’t surprise me, not anymore.

My stepson went from hiding his panties to getting fucked in them within the span of an hour. Now, I wanted to take things even further. As the tenth minute ticked over, Eric burst out of the front door and hurried to the car. I tapped my finger on the digital display and he pouted, “It couldn’t have been ten minutes!”

“You shouldn’t have even taken five,” I retorted.

He rolled his eyes, “Do you know how much cum was in me? It was more than I could have guessed. So yeah, I should have taken five.”

“You’re not going to be wearing any panties, Erica,” I cranked the car and put it in reverse. “And put on your seatbelt, if something does happen, I want you to be safe.

He clicked the seatbelt into place and I smiled at him, “Have you ever cum in a car?”

“No?” he asked as much as said.

I backed out of our driveway and put the car in drive then reached over to rub his small package, “I want to change that.”

“B-But that’s going to stain,” he mumbled.

“Sweetie, I’m offering to get you off and you’re worried about staining the panties you’ve already cum in? Not to mention that you’re not even going to be wearing them much longer? Better yet, none of that matters. Take off your jeans and panties.”

He looked over to me, his straight black hair swishing as he did, “Excuse me?”

“You heard what I said. Take off your pants and panties. You’re either going to do this now or I’m going to wait in the parking lot for you to do it,” I kept my eye on the speedometer to make sure I didn’t get too fast. No reason to draw the cops down on us with what I had in mind.

Driving a SUV had some perks, in a city it was pretty much urban camouflage. I doubt anyone expected me to give someone a handjob while I was heading to the mall.

Eric fumbled with his zipper for a moment and kicked off his pants and panties. “Good girl, now hand me your panties,” he dropped them into my hand and shifted in his seat.

“Can I put my pants back on now?” he asked.

I wrapped the panties around his cock and started stroking him. Driving with one hand wasn’t too difficult, even less so when it was a relatively straight shot to our destination. “You could, but why would you want to do that? Wouldn’t you rather wait until I’m done with you, sweetie?”

He groaned but leaned back in his seat and spread his legs, “Thank you for this.”

If he only knew what I intended to do with him later, he would have probably kept that appreciation to himself. We pulled up to a red light and he nervously looked out the window.

“Would you calm down? If you act strange, people are going to pay more attention. Just lean back and let it happen, baby girl. You wouldn’t want to have some horny old guy staring at you while you were getting off, would you?”

“N-No, Mommy,” he moaned.

There wasn’t a whole lot of cock to stroke, but it wasn’t about the size. All that mattered right now was getting him off before I got to the mall. When I could, I let my thumb graze across his sensitive head and made gentle twisting motions with the panties tight around his cock. From the desperate groans escaping his lips, I knew he wouldn’t last much longer.

I didn’t mind that he was going to cum again today. Hell, if I had my way, his poor little balls would be drained and his tight ass would be even more accustomed to my cock.

“Oh fuck, I’m going to cum!”

Damn! I had to turn into the parking lot. I couldn’t miss my turn, so I did what seemed the safest. I let go of his cock and took the wheel with both hands. He let out a yelp as his cock sprayed him with his cum. I might have felt bad if it was anyone else in my passenger seat, but after I pulled into a parking space I looked at him.

There was cum on his black shirt, on his neck, and even a single glob on his chin. His expression was priceless, mouth agape, eyes half-lidded, and shock clear in his eyes.

I shrugged and pointed to the panties, “Do your best to clean yourself up with those, Erica.”

For a second, I believed he would yell at me. His hand took the panties from around his cock and he quickly wiped himself down before mumbling, “You meant to do that, didn’t you?”

“Nope, but I definitely don’t mind the results,” I unzipped a pocket in my purse and pulled out a resealable plastic bag. “Put those in here when you’re done.”

“So you did want me to cum in the panties?” he asked.

“No shit, I have plans, sweetie. I wouldn’t want my little sissy girl to walk around with her cum soaking her. If anything, you’d be wearing mine,” I teased.

He rolled his eyes and put the panties in the bag. I took the bag back and put it in my purse and nodded to his pants, “You might want to put those back on.”

While he got his jeans on, I pulled my phone from my pocket and checked my texts. If everything went well, I might have something set up for this afternoon. No reason to have my little girl dip his toes in the water, I wanted to make him dive headfirst. So far, Eric seemed to be responding pretty well. Even the more shocking aspects of what we were doing didn’t make him ask me to stop. Either he was the most passive sissy I’ve ever met or he was enjoying himself.

I did have a returned text with my friend’s address. After saving it in my phone, I looked to Eric, “Are you excited, pumpkin?” The address would be useful later, but for now, I needed to make sure Eric was dressed up for our possible date.

After he zipped his pants up, he nodded, “Of course, Mommy. But, uh, I’m just going to call you River in the mall, okay?”

“That’s not an issue. It’s a shame you didn’t make it to the car in time. I would have loved to buy you some cute panties today.”

We got out of the car and he hurried to my side, “You could still get me them, for another time.”

“I could, but where’s the fun in that? I’d much rather bring you back to the store again. I think you’ll understand what I mean soon, baby girl,” I teased.

As we got into the mall, he got much less talkative. Being around people seemed to make him realize that he wasn’t exactly comfortable anymore. The makeup did a great job of hiding who he was, but if someone looked closely enough, they would probably be able to identify him. He kept his head low and I made things worse by wrapping my arm around his waist.

“Again, the more you act nervous, the more people will notice. Just keep a smile on, that’s more than enough to keep people from recognizing your cute ass,” I said. As depressed as he presented himself to others, the observation wasn’t quite wrong.

He sighed and wrapped his arm around me just as we went into a women’s clothes store. Seeing as how he probably never shopped anywhere but Hot Topic, I couldn’t imagine these employees recognizing him. “Hello, ma’am? I was hoping you could measure my girlfriend and tell me her sizes? She’s been super shy about telling me,” I called to a blonde woman walking around the racks of clothes.

“Sure thing, let me go get the tape,” she responded.

Eric whispered, “I could have just told you.”

“You could have, but that takes away from the fun. Now pose for the pretty girl,” I teased.

The measurements didn’t take long, but once the woman was done I had an accurate size range to go by. Even if Eric wasn’t being vain, he might have told me to wrong sizes to prolong the inevitable. I walked through the racks and stopped a few times. I settle on a black and pink plaid skirt, a pair of fishnet stockings, a padded bra, and a plain white collared blouse.

Eric’s cheeks were a vivid shade of red as I turned to him, “And now, we pay for it and then get you changed. How’s that sound, pumpkin?”

“G-Good, River,” he mumbled.

“Aww, you don’t sound nearly as enthusiastic as I want you to,” I leaned in closer to whisper, “you know I’m going to fuck you after you change, don’t you?”

“Then we should hurry up and pay, River,” he whispered back. That’s my girl, changing his mind when my cock is his reward.

I checked out with the same blonde that measured Eric. She was friendly enough and I asked, “Is it alright if we use the changing room?”

“Of course, if you need any more help, I’ll be here,” she pointed towards the changing rooms and I thanked her.

Eric followed me into the small dressing room and he looked at me with those begging blue eyes, “Do I have to change, Mommy?”

I nodded, “You’re not getting out of this one by calling me Mommy, baby girl. Now, get these clothes on, sweetie.”

He huffed but quickly removed his clothes. His smooth body was already appealing, but he got much sexier when he rolled those fishnets up his legs. The skirt was next, sliding up over the stockings, then the bra, and finally, he put on the blouse. Once he finished dressing himself Eric really did look like a real woman. The bulge he might have had in a pair of pants was completely hidden by the skirt.

I put my hand on his back and gently pushed him forward. He didn't resist and I kept my eyes on his ass. It only took him leaning over the tiniest bit to expose the curve of his tight butt. My cock started throbbing to life at the sight, having my sissy girl practically on display for anyone that wanted to see her turned me on.

He didn't seem to be nearly as resistant now that he was fully dressed. I turned him towards the mirror and whispered, "How do you feel about the outfit, baby girl?"

Eric looked in the mirror for a moment and then turned back to me, "Mm, I think I want you to call me a slut, Mommy."

"I thought you didn't like that word, pumpkin?" I asked.

"Things change, besides, isn't it kind of fitting now that I'm not even wearing panties? And you wanted to, uh, do stuff in here?" he asked.

"I never said it wasn't fitting," I pressed my hips against his ass and he ground against me. "Besides, wouldn't it also count since you sucked my cock as soon as you got the opportunity?"

"Logic doesn't have to be applied here, Mommy. I just want you to make me your slutty little girl. I love how you're making me feel. Er, physically and emotionally," he added.

I unzipped my shorts and pulled my futa-cock from my panties and through the hole. He reached behind himself with one hand and started stroking my cock to get it fully hardened. His other hand pressed against the dressing room wall. In the mirror, I could see his smile and the warmth in his eyes.

He let out a soft moan and I chuckled, "No ma'am. We have to be quiet. You got a little loud earlier in the house, you didn't think I was going to risk getting caught so easily, did you?"

He shook his head, "What do you mean?"

I took my purse from the bench in the dressing room and pulled out that plastic bag. He whimpered, "N-No, you're not going to make me wear those, are you? I'll be quiet, I promise."

"Wear them? Didn't I say you wouldn't get to wear any panties? No ma'am, you're going to put them in your mouth to keep your slutty little trap shut."

His cheeks got somehow whiter, "You're joking aren't you?"

I opened the bag and handed him the panties. His cum still stained those cute little yellow panties and I intended for it to be that way. I knew he wouldn't turn down the handjob, even if I didn't mean for him to get the cum on his other clothes. Then again, that wouldn't much matter now.

He huffed but took the panties anyway, "Can I take them out once we're finished in here, Mommy?"

I nodded and pulled a small bottle of lube from my purse. While I lubed up my cock, he put the panties in his mouth. In the mirror, I could see a glimpse of the panties peeking out of his lips. I expected to see disgust, but he seemed quite content.

Getting him to agree to doing something was much harder than him actually doing it. I whispered, "Flip your skirt up, slut. I can't fuck what I can't get to."

He took his skirt and turned it over so that it rested on his slim hips. That delicious ass came into view and I put my cock against his hole. As soon as I slid the head inside, there was a knock on the door.

"Hello? Is everything fitting okay?" I recognized the blonde's voice. My cock pushed deeper into my sissy stepson and I reached down to spread his cheeks.

His eyes were wide with fear, but I called out calmly, "Yeah, she's just a little distracted by her phone. We won't be too long, thank you though."

"No problem, ma'am. If I can get you anything, just let me know," her heels clicked against the tile as she walked away.

He turned his head to look at me, his pleading eyes telling the story that he couldn't. "Yeah, I'll hurry up, pumpkin," I cooed.

I bucked my hips into him and he pushed himself against me. Even with the panties gagging him, his muffled moans poured from him. They were quiet enough to not draw too much attention, or at least, I hoped they wouldn't. I didn't much mind the blonde catching us. I was pretty sure I could get her to join us if I asked nicely.

But if I couldn't, well, jail time for public indecency and whatever else they would throw at us just didn't sound that nice. While Eric would get all the sex he could want, I didn't exactly like the idea of not being able to cook my own dinner.

I groaned quietly and took hold of his hips. My grip tightened and I pulled him into each of my thrusts. The soft clap of my hips against his ass rang out, but the denim shorts I wore made that sound a little less obvious. Maybe he didn't believe me when I said I had a plan, but my little sissy slut wasn't getting lied to.

His warm, tight ass clenched around my cock as the sound of the employee's heels clicked back through. They passed by without a problem, but that tightness felt amazing for the few moments when Eric was panicking.

His head dipped low and his moans turned into desperate grunts. The panties weren't doing nearly as much as I hoped they would to keep him quiet. But hearing his cute noises as he rapidly approached his climax was something I didn't mind at all. If we did get caught, it would be worth it. Memories would last longer than a jail sentence!

He reached back to clutch my wrist with his free hand and I understood what he was communicating. I slammed into him with enough force to make the divider he was leaning on creak and scream as it rocked. His deep sigh was all the warning the poor wall got as his cock shot jets of his cum onto it.

His pucker squeezed my girl-cock and I pounded him through his orgasm and I couldn't handle it anymore. The smooth, tight walls around my cock were too much to bear. With a final stroke into him, I leaned heavily into him as I emptied my load into him.

As I finished, the clicking of the heels came back and the voice called out, "Ma'am?"

"Sorry about the wait, we're finished. Do you know where I could find a pair of heels?" I asked to buy some time.

She told me the name of a store while I pulled my cock out of his ass. Eric hurried to take the panties out of his mouth and put them back in the plastic bag and flipped his skirt back down. I had to put away the bottle of lube and the panties before we walked out of the dressing room.

The blonde smiled, "You look great, miss."

Eric blushed and mumbled a quiet, "Thank you." He hurried out of the store, but I lingered for a moment.

"Thanks for telling me where that store was, wandering the mall with a shy girlfriend is always uncomfortable."

"Mm, that's not a problem. I did want to let you know that I'll delete the footage of the dressing room camera," she shot me a wink and walked back to her counter.

I shook my head and followed her for a moment, "If you enjoyed the show, that's all that matters. I'd appreciate that not being sent to the police of course. As fun as my little girl is, she's not quite jail material."

"Oh I know, Eric would get his poor little ass destroyed."

Hearing her say his name made me smile and I waved to her before walking away.

Eric was waiting for me outside, "What was that about?"

"Oh, nothing. I was getting some information about the prices of that store."

"But the money has never mattered before," he pointed out.

"More reason for you not to ask about what I was talking about, slut," I murmured.

He nodded, "Can the heels be black?"

That was one way to change the topic, "Of course, pumpkin. That or a dark blue. One or the other, and no shorter than three inches. You're short and I'm getting tired of leaning down to kiss you."

"Three inches it is."

"Oh, and you might want to know, we're going to a friends house once we're finished here. I want to introduce you to someone. Sharing is caring, isn't it?"

He stopped, "Wait, we're not going home after this?"

I took his hand in mine, "Definitely not. If you want to be my girl, you're going to do what I want. If you trust me, you're going to nod your head and follow along like a good little sissy."

Eric rolled his eyes but let his fingers lace through mine, "Fine, but I want to ask for something."

"What's that?" I asked.

He started walking again, heading to the shoe store, "I only want you to treat me like a girl when I'm dressed up. I don't mind being your sissy, but if that's all I ever am to you, I'm not going to keep playing along."

The request was reasonable, even if I didn't care for his tone. "That's fine. You're more than a sissy, you should know that by now. I do care about you, quite a lot, Erica. But this is the first thing we've ever really done together without being forced. So if I'm a little overzealous, you can kind of see why. I've wanted to be important in your life for a while now."

We lowered our voices as we made it into the next store, "You are important. Well, I mean, you were important before but in a different way. I feel like I can trust you a lot more now, Mommy."

He picked out a pair of shoes and I nodded in agreement with his choice, "Trust is a curious thing. As long as you trust me, you're going to have quite a lot of fun with me, pumpkin. Before I met your dad, I knew a lot of people. And," I leaned in close. "I've never gotten to spitroast a little sissy whore."

His eyes widened and his cheeks flushed a deep shade of red. "That sounds wonderful, Mommy. Would I know the man?"

"Obviously not. You don't think I'm the only transwoman in town, do you? I want to share you with one of my other friends and trust me, you'll be glad you met her."

After we got his heels, we walked back to the car and I checked my phone. I had another text from my friend that read, "I'll get the paddle ready. If he's as shy as you say he is, I can't wait to watch you punish him, Mistress. I missed being able to play with you! So what made you say fuck the hubby?"

I responded while Eric put the heels on in the passenger seat, "I had a little inspiration from his son. You know I've always had a soft spot in my heart when it came to dealing with a sissy."

"Mm, trust me, I remember. Before I decided to transition, you wouldn't leave my boy pussy alone."

As much as I missed taking care of Jennifer, she and I weren’t as close as we used to be. For the longest, she had a relationship as well, one that she didn’t want to undermine by letting me play with her. After all, most other partners in our small town couldn’t compare to me in size or experience. "Don't get your hopes up, darling. This is about spitroasting a sissy slut… But I might visit you again soon to relive some older memories."

"Sounds good. See you soon, Mistress."

I smiled and glanced over to Eric, “Well sweetie, do you know Jennifer Monroe?”

“I think I’ve heard the name. Doesn’t she own the salad shop near downtown?” he asked.

“That’s the one, she’s going to feed you her cock while I make sure you’re a good girl. Doesn’t that sound fun?”

He cocked his head to the side, “What do you mean, make sure I’m a good girl?”

I smiled devilishly and gave his thigh a pat. “You’re going to be my sissy. That means you’re going to have to learn what it means to be a good submissive slut.”

“Haven’t I been doing a good job?”

I cranked the car and started out of the parking lot, “I never said you didn’t. But that doesn’t mean you’re doing all that I need you to do, pumpkin. Having you take my cock is only the start of being with me.”

He shrugged his shoulders and crossed his legs as he leaned back, “Well, I’m fine with that. But if I don’t want to do something, you’re going to listen to me, right? I don’t want this to get abusive.”

“Of course, baby girl. I’m a very considerate Mistress, I just don’t like the idea of not training you. Being a sissy is easy. Being a good sissy is much more work. But don’t you worry, pumpkin. Jennifer and I will make sure you learn your lesson.”


Story Three


I turned into Jennifer's driveway and parked behind her sedan. Eric's nervous whimpering reminded me far too much of a dog. I reached over and cupped his chin, "Sweetie, if you keep acting like a little bitch, you're going to get treated like one"

"It's just so scary, River. I don't know how I feel about having sex a with a complete stranger," he mumbled.

"She's not a stranger, Jennifer is a good friend of mine. You still trust me, don't you?" I asked.

He nodded. I opened my SUV's door and he followed behind me. His feet drug against the concrete. I didn't want to continue scolding him, I could do that once we were inside and in the company of an old friend.

Jennifer opened the door before I could even knock. Her curvy figure brought a smile to my lips, "You weren't kidding when you said you've been working out. I expected you to be a beanpole still, just like little Erica here."

Jennifer ran a hand through her brunette hair. It was shorter than it used to be, but the pixie cut fit her well. She still looked feminine as she always did, but her ass certainly filled out quite a bit. Now that she had breasts, I couldn't help but look at her large chest.

The Jennifer in front of me certainly wasn’t the same Jameson I used to know. Maybe in spirit, but certainly not in body. As bad as it might sound, I much preferred her now. A sissy like Eric was perfectly fine, but if he wanted to transition as well, I would have supported that in a heartbeat. Still, being feminine didn’t equate to being trans and transitioning solely for sexual purposes would be awful.

She purred, "I'm glad you came, River. It's been so long since I've seen my old Mistress."

"Old? Come on hon, you're only three years younger than me."

"Which makes us both old. My thirties are treating me pretty well, but damn River, you look like you've found an anti-aging potion or something. You definitely don’t look thirty-eight."

I giggled, "Nerd."

"Perv,” she shot back.

I smiled warmly and wrapped her in a hug, "I missed you, Jennifer."

"Missed you too, Mistress. But we're not here just to catch up on old times. Introduce me to your beautiful daughter," Jennifer purred.

"She's my stepmom," Eric mumbled.

"I know, and you're a boy. But that doesn't mean I can't enjoy teasing you two. Unless Mistress tells me to stop," River said and looked to me with a familiar look of concern in her eyes.

I loved how easy it was for Jennifer to slip right back into our old habits. Why did we ever stop enjoying one another? Marriage only brought me disappointment and dried up my sex life. If she had a similar experience, I couldn't blame her at all for getting a divorce.

"I don't mind seeing you make my little sissy blush. But introductions! This is Erica, my husband's son. His dad is a bit of a prick, but he can be the most charming man you'll ever meet for about six months. Then it all went downhill."

Eric lifted his hand and waved, "Can we come inside? It's a little warm out here."

I laughed and wrapped my hand around his waist to hold his skirt down, "It's like seventy degrees, slut. If you're scared of the wind blowing your skirt up, just say so."

Jennifer stepped out of the way and gestured for us to come inside, "I should have let you both in to start with, I just got excited. Sorry about that."

"You don't have to apologize to her, Jennifer. That's what we're here to change, remember? My little sissy needs to learn her place," I said as I walked inside. I took a seat on her couch and patted my lap, "Come here, slut."

Jennifer shut the door and asked, "Which one of us, Mistress?"

Eric was already walking over. He took a seat on my lap and mumbled, "You're Jennifer, not slut." The jealousy in his voice was clear to me. Hearing another person call me anything affectionate seemed to take the wind out of his sails.

"You know, I can see why your Mistress thinks you need some disciplining, Erica. You're being a drag right now. Sweetie, don't you know you're going to get to suck my cock?" Jennifer asked.

He nodded, "Yeah, but that also means that I have to suck a stranger’s cock. What about that is okay? I don't know if I'm even going to do a good job."

I gave his exposed thigh a sharp slap, "You better. As good as you did with my cock, you should be able to make Jennifer beg for you to let her cum."

Jennifer chuckled, "I don't know, Mistress. I've come a long way since you used to make me scream your name. Hell, you might even say I've become a switch."

"A submissive always knows her place, Jennifer," I said coldly.

She straightened her spine and nodded, "Of course, Mistress. I only meant that your sissy might not be that good. Yet."

"Then we'll have to train her, won't we?" I asked.

Eric dipped his head, "Don't I get a say in any of this?"

My fingers rubbed along the area I just slapped, "Of course not, sweetie. If you need us to stop, we will. But until then, you're going to be a good girl and take what's coming to you. You're not supposed to get a say in all of this. You're supposed to open your little whore mouth and suck that cock like you mean it when it's time."

He turned around in my lap and straddled me. Eric spoke in barely more than a whisper, "It's just going to be a blowjob with her, right? I don't want anyone but you to fuck me."

My hands slid up his thighs and I folded the skirt up towards his stomach to expose his ass. "Your ass is reserved for me, baby girl. I've always wanted to tag team someone though, but don't worry. Your safe cute little ass is mine and mine alone."

I didn’t want to tell him too many sweet nothings just yet. They would certainly mean something, but I wasn’t sure if now was the time to share how I felt with him. He was a sweet sissy, but how could I know if he wanted this to be more than just sex. My heart skipped a beat. Was I really falling for my little girl?

A thin smile crossed his lips and he got off of my lap. "If that's the case, then I think we should get started, shouldn't we?" he asked.

I shook my head, "There isn't a we, not at first. You're going to worship Jennifer's cock like you would mine. And if you look like you're not enjoying it, I'm going to spank your ass until it's beet red."

While that wasn’t the original plan, I needed a moment to process my thoughts.

Jennifer let out a quiet giggle and started pulling off her yoga pants. She wasn't wearing any panties and as soon as she took off her oversized shirt, her futa-cock came into view. Her size wasn't comparable to mine, maybe seven inches when she was hard. It was always more than she needed, but then again, I always used her like the cock sleeve she wanted to be for me.

One thing she did have me beat on by a mile was her large chest. Those puffy nipples just begged to be sucked on. I almost wanted to ask Eric to do that, but a pang of jealousy shot through me. It seemed he wasn’t the only one that got a little possessive. Of all the people I’d been with in my time, this little sissy really was changing me.

Eric looked to me for a moment and I nodded, "Go ahead, slut. Show your Mommy how good of a whore you are." The least I would do is see this through for Jennifer’s sake. Just because some feelings were cropping up didn’t mean I should cancel the little date I scheduled with Jennifer.

He sunk to his knees and crawled over to Jessica. She put a hand on the back of his head and held him in place, "Hands and knees, slut."

Eric did as she asked and Jennifer joined him on her knees. Jennifer and I already discussed what position would be easiest to spitroast him in. Having him on his back would be too much work and she didn't think he had earned a place on her bed yet.

I walked behind him and got on my knees. My hands rubbed his smooth ass and he let out a soft moan. "Get started, baby girl. You're taking far too long to put on a show for me," I called out.

He nodded and opened his mouth. Jennifer looked at me and rolled her eyes, "Does she expect me to fuck her mouth? I thought we said blowjob, not face fuck."

I pulled my hand back and then slapped Eric's ass hard enough to create a slight echo within the room. He screamed and immediately leaned forward to take Jennifer's cock into his mouth.

Jennifer ran a hand through his hair and collected it into a ponytail, "That's better. Don't worry though, I'll fuck your throat later. As soon as your Mistress is deep in your ass."

I watched him as he slowly bobbed along her length. His cheeks weren't showing any signs of him actually sucking, so I gave his ass another rough slap. "Suck her cock like you mean it. You're lucky to have it, aren't you? Don't make me look bad, slut. If you do, I promise, you'll never enjoy my cock again."

That seemed to sink in. Jennifer's eyes closed and she let out a long, low moan. "F-Fuck, that's nice. God damn, if you let him stay the night, I'll make sure he comes home in good shape, Mistress."

I tried to hide the fire in my eyes, but she crossed a line she shouldn’t have. Under other circumstances, with another submissive, I wouldn’t have minded sharing, but this was my baby girl. My sweet little sissy. "Not a chance, Jen. That's my little cock hungry slut. I don't know if I'd be willing to part with her at all. Besides, the poor thing and I have to be back home tonight just in case Preston does come home."

"S-Shame," she muttered.

I stood up for a moment and kicked off my shoes. Then I hurried to take off my shorts and panties. My cock was already harder as common core math. I got back on my knees and rubbed the head of my cock along Eric's slick hole. Some of my cum from earlier helped lubricate his hole, but I wasn't quite ready to fuck him yet.

Jennifer's moans poured out more rapidly and I could tell that Eric was starting to enjoy himself. Having a cock in his mouth was probably second nature to him by now. If not, then the little sissy slut was a natural. I put my hand on Jennifer's and she opened her eyes. I gestured to the ponytail and she let me take it into my hand. I'd need a handle for what I had in mind.

During our exchange, Eric seemed oblivious to the trade-off. He continued to moan around her cock, bobbing as quickly as he could. Eric was probably happy that he could actually fit her cock into his mouth without straining his jaw.

I tugged tightly on the ponytail with one hand and gave his ass another spank with my other. He arched his back but did his best to keep Jennifer's cock in his mouth. Jennifer took a half step forward and put a hand on the back of his neck. She thrust into his mouth and I pushed my cock into his tight ass at the same time.

Our little warm up ended and it was time for the real exercise. He let out a muffled moan and gagged around her cock for a moment. Eric didn't pull away or try to break free, even though Jennifer and I both would have let him. The slut was taking our cocks like a champ.

My heart fluttered, my little girl was growing up so quickly. The sweet, shy boy he was earlier today was already out of his shell. Maybe the sex enticed him, but I could hope that he was just learning who he was. Hiding behind those walls for so long must have been restraining. That might be why my sissy was being such a whore today.

I let go of his hair and gave his ass a lighter spank. His normally pale butt had a large hand print on either cheek. It was a delicious sight and he seemed to be warming up to the idea of being spanked. Instead of a grunt, he moaned around Jennifer’s cock.

I bucked my hips into his ass. The cum I'd deposited within him less than an hour ago was still warm. I wasn't complaining, his tight ass would have been much harder to fuck if I didn't have that cum to help lubricate my massive girl-cock.

Eric's legs lifted away, his black heels coming into view. Under other circumstances, I probably would have let that be ignored. With Jennifer there to help brace him though, I could have a little more fun with him. My hands moved to his ankles and I pushed them forward until he was forced to lower his hips. With his body completely open to me, I slammed my cock into him with enough force to shove him back onto Jennifer's cock.

Jennifer's soft cries got louder and she whimpered as she looked at me, "C-Can I cum when I need to?"

"As long as you don't pull out. My little slut needs to get used to how cocks feel in her holes."

He let out an appreciative grunt at the comment. I couldn't be more proud of my little girl. It was a slow start, but Eric was already adapting to a slutty disposition. I squeezed his ankles and whispered, "That's my girl."

Jennifer gasped and pulled Eric's head onto her cock as she fucked his mouth. "F-Fuck, fuck, fuck! I'm going to cum!"

"Give our little girl a treat, Jen," I cooed.

She cried out one last time before she pulled him as far onto her cock as she could get him. He made quiet choking sounds, but nothing too concerning. The cum must have tasted delicious to him because I could hear him swallowing greedily.

His tight ass squeezed around my cock and I already knew what was happening. The little slut was about to cum! I quickly let go of one of his ankles and pulled the front of his skirt down to cover his cock. I stroked his cock through the fabric while he came. He might have taken that as a sign of being sweet, but in reality, I didn't need him to get another glob of cum on someone else's belongings. Especially not Jennifer's dark brown rug.

Well, maybe I cared enough to want to help get him off, but if he asked, I'd wouldn’t admit that. This was supposed to be something I was doing for me, not him, but I couldn't treat him poorly. As much grief as I was giving him, he let me lead him into the world of being a sissy.

Even now, as I pounded his tight ass into submission, he was doing this for me. There was no denying that, he didn't have to do this and he knew the risks. If Preston found out, we would both be in a world of shit, but he seemed to enjoy it enough to risk that for me. And I was willing to risk that for him. Maybe I would get that divorce. Maybe I would find another job so I could support myself and my sexy little sissy.

If I could get Eric to agree to it, then I would probably try it. Then again, I'd have to make sure that he was willing to be my lover and not just my sissy slut. I couldn't keep my mind on the sweet future I was thinking about. His tight ass felt too nice around my thick girl-dick.

Eric rubbed his leg against my own as I slowed down my thrusting. I wanted this to last a little longer. Even if Jennifer still had her cock in his mouth, that didn't mean I couldn't be a little more sensual for a few moments. Sex never felt this amazing to me. Maybe physically, but even with Jennifer, a woman I used to think I loved, I never felt this attached.

I couldn't put my finger on exactly why he had my heart wrapped around his sissy finger, but he had it. Since when did sex get this desirable? My balls tightened and I tried to fuck him slower, but even with the much more relaxed pace, I couldn't hold back.

Thoughts of marrying my little girl danced into my mind as I flooded his ass with my cum for the third time. My hot seed shot deep into his ass and Jennifer finally pulled out of his mouth. She let out a yelp, "No teeth!"

He quickly called out, "Oh my god! I love you, Mommy!"

Jennifer had her hand raised, ready to slap him for nibbling on her cock but I called out, "Not this time, Jennifer. She did such a good job, one last mistake shouldn't be cause for her to get punished. Besides, if he tightened around my cock, I'd probably cry. I'm going to have to give my little girl-cock a bit of a break."

She huffed but nodded, "Fine, I'll finish up making dinner. And Mistress, don't you dare call your dick little again. That thing is a fucking monster. I could never take it all!" Jennifer stood and slowly walked into the kitchen, naked as could be.

I eased my cock out of Eric's well-fucked hole and sat down. My back leaned against the couch and he crawled to my side. His head laid in my lap and he licked at my shaft.

"Such a good girl, cleaning Mommy up even when she didn't ask."

He gave my cock a kiss, "Of course, that's what you deserve."

I sighed happily and ran a hand through his hair, "I love you too, by the way."

His licking stopped for a moment, "You don't have to say it, I got caught up in the moment. Hopefully, I didn't make that too weird for you?"

"I'm saying it because I mean it, Erica. I love you. Maybe I shouldn't admit that, but I was thinking about something while you moaned into Jen's cock," I teased.

He crawled to my other side to clean the cum from the other side of my futa-cock, "And what was that?"

"I was thinking about trying to find a decent job. I still know some people around here," I said.

"Money isn't a problem though," he said between licks.

"It isn't if I stay with Preston. But I don't think I want to do that, Erica. I don't think you want to live there either, do you?" I asked.

He finished with my cock and moved to sit in my lap. His beautiful blue eyes met mine and he shook his head, "I really don't. But I don't really have a choice while I go to college."

"And if I got us a place?"

"I would go, but how could you afford that?"

"Your dad met me during a corporate meeting. I'm not exactly uneducated, sweetie. Besides, I know a few people that would be willing to hire me back on pretty soon. All I need to know is if you're going to be willing to live that life with me. I don't want to waste my time if you're not going to stick around, baby girl."

He smiled and leaned forward. His lips pressed against mine and I didn't even care that the taste of cum was thick in his mouth. Hell, it wouldn't be the first time I'd tasted Jennifer's girl-cum.

His mouth opened slightly and he licked my bottom lip until I pushed my tongue into his mouth. We sat like that, enjoying one another's embrace until Jennifer awkwardly cleared her throat, "Uh, dinner's done you two. But if you need to step into a bedroom first, that's fine. I've got a guest room we never use."

Eric pulled away from the kiss and smiled warmly at me, "I would love to live that life with you, baby."

I ran a hand through his hair and looked at Jennifer, "We'll pass on the room for right now. Like I said, my poor cock couldn't handle it if I wanted to. Mind giving us a second though? We'll be right there."

She stepped back into the kitchen. I looked back at Eric and gave his ass a light pat, "Then you're going to be my girlfriend. My fiance, soon enough. But even with that being the case, I'll always be your Mommy or your Mistress, okay?"

He nodded, "Of course, Mommy."

I gave him another kiss and then we walked into the kitchen. Dinner was pleasant and for the first time in a long time, I could laugh without it being forced around a dinner table. Even if life was easier with Preston, it wasn't a life worth living. Waking up everyday didn't mean a whole lot when all I did was exist.

With Eric, I could see myself looking forward to those long days in the office. I knew that I'd have a sweetheart to look after when I got home. A doe-eyed, shy, warm-hearted, sissy sweetheart.
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Syn had quite the appropriate nickname, her behavior in her weekly house parties earned her quite the reputation. Tonight was not to be any different, it was Saturday and that meant the same thing it did every week for the past five years. The thirty-four-year-old woman would set up her house, she would tweak her playlist, and she would find someone to sleep with.

A transgender woman with a package that she still enjoyed delivering, Cynthia Rainey lived her life to find pleasure after a very unfortunate incident five years ago. Currently working as a manager for a fast food chain during the week gave her enough reason to want to unwind with a nice crowd. After a few finishing touches, the party was ready for people to come and she sent out a few messages on her social media accounts.

The house party was always an open invitation, as long as people were above the drinking age, she really did not care who came as long as they obeyed the three rules: Do not fight, do not go in her room unless invited, and clean up after yourself. While she did not mind sharing the fun, having a messy home while people freeloaded was just disrespectful.

An hour later and the party was underway. People were drinking and she was having quite a nice time. With three drinks down so far, she felt that she was just buzzed enough to make a move on someone. Usually, at one of her parties, someone would have approached her by now. Then again, Syn typically knew more of the faces she saw in her house. This seemed like a relatively fresh crowd.

Syn had somewhere in the range of twenty guests at the moment and only recognized two. Prowling the home, she found the first person she wanted to try and play with tonight. He was talking to someone and Syn thought she heard him say her name a few times.

The short thin framed male had black hair streaked with green highlights. Around his neck were a set of black and green headphones and his jacket was also striped black and green. Stepping to his side, she put an arm around his lower back and tugged him to her side, “Enjoying the party, sweetie?” she asked calmly, testing the waters with the hands-on approach.

He looked at her and smiled, “Syn! It’s so good to see you in person! I’ve heard a lot about you and I’m really a huge fan of your parties. I really have been meaning to come by before now!” The words came out quickly and he immediately felt a little silly for being so stricken with awe. Looking her over, the delicate looking boy could not help but bite his lower lip as he inspected her.

She was a little taller than most women at five foot ten and her curvy body just made that height seem all the more fitting. Her large breasts seemed like they would pop from her tee shirt at any point. Syn’s rear was to die for, round and with just enough jiggle to make it the center of attention in any room she was in.

“Fanboys are always a pleasant group to hang out with! I didn’t catch a name darling or were you just going to stare all night? If so, we could always put on a show,” Syn said.

His eyes drifted to her face and he smiled as he looked into her green eyes, “It’s Dustin, and I don’t mean to stare! I was just enjoying the most attractive part of your home. Then again, what kind of show did you have in mind?”

Laughing at the kind gesture, she brushed her dark brown hair over her shoulder and shook her head before letting her hand slide to his small butt, “Yeah, I hear something like that all the time when I catch a guy looking at something he can’t handle.”

Dustin smiled at her and turned to face her, then wrapped his feminine arms around her waist as he pulled himself tight against her hips. Looking up at her, there was nearly a foot height difference between the two, “You think I can’t handle your bits down below? Word gets around, maybe I wanted to see how true the rumors were?”

Syn was something of a minor celebrity in the town, while not the richest nor the most well known for her positive deeds, she was definitely one of the most attractive. That was not what attracted him to her though, there were rumors that were much more pleasant about her.

Rumors about her being a very generous lover. One that was not as demanding of her partner’s perfection. Dustin was someone that wanted to explore his sexuality and while he was not a virgin, his experiences were rushed and simply not pleasurable. Knowing what he did of her past, he hoped that she would treat him gently in the bedroom if they made it that far.

She was a little impressed by his interest in her. Syn was not quite sure he would be able to live up to his own expectations. Pushing him away, Syn moved her hands to her jeans, making a slight show of it. Unzipping her pants and letting the button pop free, her lengthy member rolled forward from its confines, the panties she was wearing unable to hold it, “The problem with rumors is that they don’t always tell the truth. I’m just a chick with a bit of a blessing.”

This was quite a common occurrence at one of Syn’s parties, while there were a lot of new faces, none of them seemed surprised at the sudden exposure. A few of the males at the party did turn away, more than a few of those being envious.

His eyes widened as he saw the cock come forth in front of everyone at the party. Thinking he might have bitten off more than he could chew for his first time with Syn, he nervously scratched at the back of his neck, “Shouldn’t we go upstairs first?”

“Oh, why is that? Put your money where your mouth is, sweetie. You know what? Even better, let’s play a game,” she looked to the crowd, “Any ladies here willing to donate a skirt and a pair of panties?”

One particularly confident girl strode forward and eyed Dustin to see if they were roughly the same size. After her determination that he would fit them, she pushed her skirt and panties to the floor, “I’m going to keep his skinny jeans though, these pervs can get a peek but not a damn show.”

“What do you think Dustin? Are you down to be my little sissy tonight, or are you going to pussy out? If you do, I might just take this sexy redhead back to my room, you wouldn’t want to miss out, would you?” she asked bluntly.

Dustin looked a little uncomfortable with the rate which things were progressing. While he felt that he wanted to at least give the new sexual experience a chance, she was thicker than he heard from the rumors. Not to mention how willing she was to do this in front of everyone, “Can I at least keep the skirt on while you do it?”

“Modesty is fine, besides, I’m not a savage, we’re taking this to my room. I like my girls to be for my eyes only when I’m treating them to a nice time,” she said with a grin.

He huffed a little as he unbuttoned his women’s jeans. Kicking off his shoes, he then pushed the jeans down and stepped out of them. Dustin then gave them to the woman and blushed as his much smaller penis dangled between his legs. Having not worn any underwear was a poor choice.

Syn gestured to the panties and skirt on the ground, “Go on, be a good girl.” She put her length back in her panties and quickly zipped her pants up before it could escape once again.

Sighing with relief at the woman’s cock being put away, he blushed lightly and put the panties and skirt on, not minding the way the tight black lace panties fit on his bum. The pleated skirt was adorable on him, flowing around and showing off his smooth shaven legs, “Better, Syn?”

“Much better, come and grab a drink with me. I don’t mind hosting these parties, though, I still want to enjoy them too,” she said as she walked to the kitchen and poured a jack and coke for herself.

“Why do I get the feeling you’re doing this to try and help me relax?” he asked as he followed her through the home.

“Because you’re smart?”

“Fair enough, Syn. I’ll take what you’re having. It might be a little harder to sound boastful wearing a skirt, but I can handle my alcohol well,” he said.

She handed him her drink and poured a second before taking a long drink from it. Looking to him as she let the burn settle she spoke, “So without all the people around, what’s the deal tonight?”

“What do you mean?” he asked.

“Like, what were you wanting to do? I for sure wanted to give the people a little bit of a show, but when it comes down to it, I do enjoy when things are what we both want,” she explained.

“Oh, well, I was kind of hoping that you would be able to show me what a real cock could feel like? I have slept with a few people,” he sighed before he continued, “But I’ve never been gotten off,” he said with a slight hint of shame.

“Well, that won’t be an issue at all. I used to be just as inexperienced as you, little buddy. You’ll learn how to get what you want from a partner before long,” she said.

“If you say so,” he said before taking a long drink of his beverage.

The two continued with their small talk about what they would be doing with Dustin mostly just nodding and agreeing to what Syn was talking about. Once they finished the drinks, Syn said, “Alright, upstairs with your tiny ass. Just a little hint, you’d give me a much nicer show if you take the stairs two at a time, nice and slow.”

At the stairs, Dustin did take her advice as he walked up the stairs. Syn looked up that skirt, enjoying the way his bulge shifted with each step. Dustin’s package strained against the cloth and begged to be touched. At the top of the stairs, she reached under his skirt and cupped his ass. Using that as a means to guide him towards her room, she opened the door and spoke quietly, “My room is nothing special, but I think you’re not as interested in the room as you are what we’re going to be doing in it.”

She gave his rear a little push towards her bed and then went about removing her jewelry. Putting it all on her dresser, she moved towards the bed and pulled off her shoes and she called out, “If someone is a douche and takes your shoes from downstairs, I’ll get you another pair, alright?”

Dustin was not quite expecting that response, “That would be nice, I don’t know that anyone will though. Especially not at your place.”

“I’m not going to be subtle about this, go shower, “she pointed to the door on her left, “Look sweet pea, I showered before the party started, I don’t know when the last time you did was.”

“Ooh, sweet pea, I’m moving up from sissy already?”

“Get your little ass in the shower. I was putting on a show, you’re the one in the skirt, so no. You haven’t graduated,” she said.

Dustin nodded and went about the task given to him and a few minutes later, he walked back into the bedroom. He did put his clothes back on after the shower, unsure as to if Syn wanted him wearing the panties, the skirt, or the shirt or not. Syn was kneeling on her bed, stroking her length and from the wet sounds coming from her strokes, he could tell that she was lubricating herself for him.

Seeing her erection fully was a shock for Dustin. The thickness was impressive, the length beyond what he could hope would fit within his rear. As the reality of her size set in, he felt himself getting fearful of it and that trepidation showed on his face.

Syn saw what he was looking at and she spoke softly, “Baby, you don’t have to worry so much. We’ll take things slow, very slow. Well, at first.”

He nodded at her words and walked slowly towards the bed. Dustin was still not completely sold on this being comfortable. She was massive and if she expected it to be easy for him, she might not be as experienced as he heard.

“It’s okay, I know it looks dangerous, I understand. Just trust me, okay? It is not the easiest thing to take but I assure you, you can get used to it,” she said.

“It’s like ten inches! Is that even physically possible?” he asked in a slightly panicked voice. His bluster from earlier was gone and he was afraid.

“Nine and a half, and we don’t have to do this right now, Dustin I am okay with waiting. I can get some toys and we can get you ready to take my cock more comfortably. We wouldn’t want to break my little sissy, would we?” she asked tauntingly.

He groaned at the offer, it might be the smarter decision. Dustin needed to feel the satisfaction that would come with bringing pleasure to his partner, especially after he was the one that really pushed for this in the first place. He knew that there were other ways of offering her pleasure for now, but that felt like he would be cheating both of them out of the experience.

“No, it will be okay. I trust you to do this without hurting me too bad,” he said quietly.

Syn patted the bed in front of her, “Get up here and lay down on your back, alright?”

“Alright, just, careful okay?” he confirmed as he pushed his panties from his hips and climbed on to the bed as she asked.

“Always.”

Once he was on the bed, she started softly petting his stomach as she used her lubricated hand to start slowly teasing his pucker.

From the steadily rising length, she could tell that he was enjoying the treatment so far and she shifted her body. Getting into a position that would allow for her to take his length into her mouth, she started by pinning his length to his stomach with her right hand. Looking into his eyes she said in a sultry tone, “You don’t have to hold yourself back if you enjoy this.”

He nodded as he felt two of her fingers pushing into his backdoor and a gasp escaped him. No sooner than he experienced that pleasure, he felt her tongue dragging along his manhood in long strokes. It was not Dustin’s first time being pleasured, but it was quickly shaping up to be his best. Soft, whining moans escaped him as she continued the assault with her tongue and his hips writhed against her touch.

Syn let go of his length, letting it spring up and she looked at him for a second before smiling, “Sounds like you’re enjoying yourself so far, sweetie.” She did not wait for an answer before she took his length fully into her mouth. The two fingers inside him were joined by a third and he let out a groan of discomfort.

Her head started bobbing down his shaft while her tongue pressed along the warm underside of his cock. Syn started rocking her fingers slowly as she continued the wet blowjob. Syn wanted to give him the pleasure of at least one orgasm before she worried about her own desires.

The cries coming from Dustin picked up in frequency as she continued and soon she knew that he was going to cum. Her tongue started working a little faster, urging him to finish as best she could. Syn’s fingers started searching for his prostate and when she found it inside him, she rubbed it aggressively.

Her attempts were rewarded as he let out a long, low moan when his climax pumped through his cock into Syn’s waiting mouth. After he finished, Syn swallowed and continued sucking for a few seconds. His moaning cries for her to slow down were ignored as she continued licking the head of his throbbing erection hoping for just a little more of his delicious cum.

“S-Syn! It is sensitive!”

Once it became clear that she got all she was going to get from him at the moment, she let his cock fall from her mouth. Looking at him, she smiled and shifted back to her knees and grabbed the bottle of lubricant. Pouring a little more on the three fingers that were still working in Dustin’s hole, she spoke quietly, “So far so good, baby?”

The question was answered with a soft-spoken, “Yes.” Dustin’s voice was failing him. He expected this to be nice, but this was his first time with a partner that did not focus on their own pleasure first. Being taken care of in such a manner made his heart flutter. Knowing that his satisfaction was such a focus for her made the physical release even better.

“And do you want more?” she asked, her little finger finally joining the fray in his rear, the tight fit slowly getting easier to push into.

He cried out in a mix of pain and pleasure as nearly her entire hand was in his rear. After taking a few moments to catch his breath he looked at her with lust in his eyes.

“Yes, please, I want you,” he said, a light red blush crossing his cheeks. After the pleasure she was showing him, Dustin was ready to believe that she was going to be able to deliver on her promise of being careful.

With all the stretching she did for his rear, she felt that her cock would fit somewhat easily. The initial penetration would not be the issue for Dustin. The problem would be getting the rest of herself inside him after the first few inches.

Syn grabbed the bottle of lube and once against started spreading the slick fluid along her cock, “I know you do, we’ll see how long that lasts.”

Dustin looked at her curiously, but was pulled from his train of thought when he saw her moving between his legs again.

Lifting his legs to rest his ankles on her shoulders, she put the head of her length at his entrance and slowly pushed it inside. Hearing the quiet gasp from him, she gave him a few moments to adjust before she started sliding further inside him. With four inches in, Syn called out quietly, “Doing alright?”

He looked up at her and whispered, scared to upset her, “It is a tight fit, but you can keep going. It gets easier, right?”

“After a bit,” she said. There was no point in lying to him about that. Slowly rocking her hips to let him enjoy the bit of her cock that he did have, she called down to him, “It would be even easier the next time you ask for it.”

The thrusting was pleasant to him, her shaft was not as deep inside as he mentally wanted it to be. Dustin had to keep in mind that patience was necessary for this to remain pleasurable. Even with more than half her length to go, he was already feeling that thick head grinding against his prostate with each shallow thrust. Soon, his own length was rising once more, the blood pulsing more making his erection intense with each beat of his heart.

Syn smiled at the soft moans she was getting from him and she felt that she could try to get a little more of herself inside him. Wrapping her hands around the base of his thighs, she let her hips get as close to his as she could. She did have to stop when he let out a quiet whimper of pain. Looking down, she then let her eyes meet with his, “Not bad, I’m almost all the way in. Is my little girl liking my cock?”

He blushed at the words and nodded, letting his hand move to pull his skirt up to rest against his stomach. With his manhood exposed, he started slowly stroking it and looked at her, “I love it.”

Her hand pulled his wrist away from his shaft and replaced it with her own, “All you had to do was ask, baby girl.” Syn started letting herself work her length into him as she stroked him in time with her thrusts.

While her cock was wrapped in the warm, velvety texture of his rear, she knew that her orgasm would not come if she could not pick up the pace. Every thrust from her hips brought a soft moan from Dustin and she knew that she could likely get away with picking up the pace. Syn brought her free hand up to his ankle and lowered it to the bed.

He looked at her curiously from the change of position. It did not take long for him to understand why as her hips started drilling into his own. Dustin thought he understood what pleasure was before, but this had to be heaven.

Syn continued stroking his manhood in time with her thrusting and she could see his balls start getting tighter. This matched up well with his moaning getting louder and she guessed well enough that he was going to cum again. Angling his cock towards his stomach, she stopped stroking his cock and instead focused on her own orgasm.

The measured thrusts were replaced with rapid movements into him and she could feel the tight hole around her trying to milk her. Her heavy breathing stopped suddenly as she let out a groan and released a torrent of her sticky seed into him. As she felt herself unloading, his pucker tightened around her base time and time again as Dustin’s second orgasm released onto his stomach and chest.

After a few moments to catch her breath, she gave a quiet chuckle, “That’s going to stain if you don’t wash it soon. Wouldn’t want everyone to know you’re a slut for cock, would you?”

Dustin could feel her cock softening inside him and he shook his head, “I don’t care who knows it, as long as they know that it only applies to you.”

“Are you trying to get all emotional on me, Dustin?” she asked.

“That depends on if you’re going to let me?” he asked.

Syn had to give that some thought. Pulling out of his rear, a small pool of cum escaped his entrance onto the bed below.  Syn sighed, “Well that’s going to be annoying to get out.”

For a moment, he thought she was talking about him and he went to defend himself before he felt the trickle of her seed seeping from him. Dustin gave a quiet giggle and asked, “Next time I could just swallow it?”

“Oh, now you’re sure it is going to happen again? You’re really interested in this, aren’t you?” she asked. It was a little concerning to think that he might be just another cock sleeve, but even if that was the case, it might not be so bad to have him around.

“If I’m being honest? Yeah, that was the best fuck of my life, Syn. I don’t think it is exactly strange that I want to have it happen again,” he said confidently.

“Well, we’ve got a party to attend. Tell you what sweetcheeks, leave the panties up here for now while we go back downstairs and mingle. After people leave, we’ll do some laundry and talk about what this looks like moving forward. Sound good?”

“In this shirt?” he asked, gesturing to the cum still on it.

“I wouldn’t have it any other way for my girl,” she said.

“I’m already excited!” he squealed. Being marked by Syn did not seem like something he disliked.
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After Dustin took her cock like a champ, Syn got dressed and nodded towards the stairs.  Syn held Dustin’s hand as she brought him down back to the party. If Dustin wanted any measure of secrecy, he definitely picked the wrong party.

Once they were back in the mix of the other guests, Syn called out, “Alright Dustin, I think I’m going to try and find a nice gal to play with tonight as well.”

He seemed a little sad for a moment at the realization that they were not going to be more romantically attached to one another, “Oh, alright. I thought we more than friends though?”

“I never said we weren’t. I’m just not the kind of girl to stick to one partner. If that’s a problem, I’m sorry,” Syn was not aiming to hurt his feelings, but she didn’t want him to think he was the only one for her.

She gave him a kiss on his pouting lips and whispered, “Like I said, we’ll see where things go after the party. If you want to join in and the girl is fine with it, I’m all for it,” Syn gave his recently fucked ass a squeeze.

Dustin felt a little uncomfortable with the idea of being in a threeway. He knew that he was not going to be able to satisfy a woman the way Syn likely could. That did not deter him from wanting to be a part of her escapades.

“If she would be okay with it, I think I would like to try,” he said quietly.

Syn smiled before reassuring him, “Look, Dustin, it isn’t going to be some question of performing. If she wants you too, don’t you think that you being in a skirt is going to let her know you’re not some arrogant prick that would make her cum six times in a row? I don’t mean it rudely, but you’re not exactly the kind of person that screams panty dropper.”

Having not thought of that, he nodded and smiled weakly, “Well, I think that’s better than being a disappointment. I’m not quite sure if that was meant to be encouraging or not though.”

“You’re fine, Princess,” Syn said as she gave him a motherly pat on the back.

She broke away from him to look for the redhead from earlier in the night, the girl that traded her skirt and panties for Dustin’s jeans. Surprisingly for Syn, she found the girl alone leaning against one of the wooden supports of her back porch outside. It felt a little curious for Syn, the girl was attractive to say the least, youthful looking with red hair to her shoulders. Her bright green eyes drew Syn’s attention away from the slim girl’s small breasts. While she was a little taller than Dustin, Syn still had a few inches of height on her.

“It’s a little lonely out here, don’t you think?” Syn asked.

“Not at all, just got a little overwhelmed by the number of people inside. How was the dude?” the girl responded.

“Well, that’s kind of what I was looking for you for. Dustin was fun but he isn’t all that I was wanting tonight. Being more than a little blunt here, you down for a threeway?”

The woman shook her head, “Not really interested in dudes. Not even the feminine ones. I might be alright with you, if I have another drink or two.”

Syn did not mind the response, if Dustin wanted to get butthurt about it, that was his problem to deal with, “Second time tonight I’m going to have to ask, anything you want me to call you?”

“Kitten works just fine, real names are overrated,” came the response.

“Alrighty then, I’m perfectly fine with that, Kitten,” Syn said as she tried to think about why Kitten would want to hide her real name.

Kitten smiled and nodded towards the door, “Grab me a beer?”

“Sure, just try not to run off, if you don’t want to fuck, I really don’t mind. I don’t like seeing people distance themselves though, I’d at least like to try and chat a bit tonight if nothing else.”

“I’m not going anywhere, I don’t want to be back home any time soon,” Kitten responded. Syn was at least honest and genuine with her intentions. The asshole that tried to talk to her before tried a much more subtle way of making her feel like an object.

That sentence did not sit well with Syn. Heading inside for a brief moment, she grabbed two bottles of beer from the fridge and found Dustin. She tapped his shoulder and spoke quickly, “She’s not cool with you joining, I was hoping you’d still be down to hang out after the party ends?”

“Sure, why not? Not like I want to be involved or anything,” he huffed.

“Did I not involve you earlier?” she asked, a little annoyed but his needy attitude. Syn was aware that he wanted things to be a little more meaningful between them. That simply was not what she wanted and if it was going to become a source of frustration, she would not hesitate to remove him from the situation.

Not waiting for a response from him, she turned and stepped out to the back porch again and handed Kitten a beer, “So what’s that bit about being back home about?”

Kitten twisted the top off of her beer and took a long drink from it before calling out in her soft voice, “Family issues, I don’t know if I want to get into it. This is supposed to be a party, isn’t it? Why bring it down with depressing shit?”

“Point taken, but you have someone to talk to if you want to,” Syn offered as she opened her beer and moved to stand beside Kitten. “You seemed so much more confident earlier, did something happen that I should know about?”

“Just a dude being an ass because I showed mine. Tried to be a little wild and I wasn’t ready for what would happen after,” Kitten said.

Syn’s demeanor shifted quickly and she spoke firmly, “Is the prick still here? I’ll get him out right now if it would help you feel better. Assholes don’t belong here, look, I understand that you showed your muff, but that’s no excuse for someone to make you uncomfortable.”

Kitten gave a slight smile as she shook her head, “Nope, Tyrese took care of him. Tossed his ass to the curb already.”

“God I love that man, he’s a damn stud too. Still haven’t got that cock in me though, I’ve heard he’s bigger than I am,” Syn said with a smile. She was trying to lighten the mood a little for Kitten.

The redhead gave a smile and chuckled quietly, “Alright, you win. You wanted to do something. First, are you going to try and make me love you or some shit? If that’s the case, I’m already out. I don’t want strings, that shit turns me off. One night stand, that’s it.”

“That sounds like a dream come true after Dustin. He’s a sweet guy from what I can tell, but he went from ‘fuck me’ to ‘love me’ real quick,” it was not that she did not appreciate Dustin, but he did come off a little strong.

“Just don’t be too hard on him, you are the one that fucked him,” Kitten warned, defending the boy Syn thoroughly embarrassed earlier.

“Believe it or not, I do have good intentions for him. I did have intentions before he got here and I’m still horny. While I don’t intend to just ditch him, I’m also not going to stop what I was doing,” Syn explained.

“You mean, who you were doing?” Kitten teased before turning around to lean on the wooden railing.

Kitten’s slender hips were appealing to Syn. The smile on her face was unmistakable as she stepped behind Kitten. Syn’s hips pressed against Kitten’s ass, “Well, did you want to be next on that list?”

Kitten pushed against the railing to grind against Syn, “I wasn’t sure at first but I don’t see why not. Not like it’ll matter by tomorrow morning anyway.”

Syn tilted her head, “What do you mean, Kitten?”

“Oh fuck, that sounded really bad. I meant that getting laid isn’t going to change anything. I’m still going to wake up and have to go study for stupid fucking tests,” Kitten said, clarifying what she meant.

“Alright, yeah that sounded much worse when I was thinking about you isolating yourself from the other people. Anyway, if it’s all the same, let’s head to my room,” Syn said.

Reaching around her front, Kitten unbuttoned and unzipped her pants so she could push them down to the middle of her thighs, “Why bother? I’ve been out here for almost fifteen minutes and you’re the first person to show up. Might as well enjoy the fresh air.”

Syn unzipped her pants and pulled her cock through the opening, “Do you really think I’m not willing to fuck you right here?”

“I was kind of counting on it. What’s going to happen, someone stop you?” Kitten teased as she leaned further onto the railing, “It’s your place and you’ve got a fenced in backyard. Don’t be a little bitch.”

Chuckling at the comment, Syn gave Kitten’s ass a rough spank and she pulled away to start stroking life into her lengthy cock, “I really hope you can’t walk right after I’m done with you. Lucky you’re so damn sweet when you’re not trying to be an angsty teen.”

“Maybe I don’t want to be lucky,” Kitten said with a mischievous tone before reaching back and slapping her own butt, “Don’t go easy on me. If it isn’t rough, it isn’t worth my time.”

Finding it hard to argue with that logic, Syn put the tip of her cock against Kitten’s heated pussy. She delivered a second strike onto Kitten’s pale cheeks. Kitten’s quiet grunt from the spank made Syn smile as she pushed her length fully into Kitten, “Is this what my little whore wants?”

After a few gasps for air, Kitten turned back and her flushed face had a smile on it before she called out, “It’s what I need.”

The answer was perfect for Syn. Syn’s hips started rocking against Kitten’s and she wrapped her right hand around the girl’s neck, “I’ll have to buy a collar for my Kitten if she keeps visiting my house.”

Kitten did her best to stay quiet as the hand slowly tightened around her throat. Once she started turning red, she had to put her hand on Syn’s wrist and pull it away. Kitten’s dripping cunny was the only thing keeping Syn from stopping their play.

If there was any sign of real resistance, or if Kitten spoke out against the aggression, Syn would certainly stop. There were lines that no one should cross for their own pleasure. The girl was being generous by sharing her body with Syn. That was something Syn was going to make sure that Kitten would not regret.

Syn bit her lower lip as she picked up her pace. She knew that she would have to slow down if she wanted to last any respectable amount of time. Syn shifted into using long, deep strokes of her cock into Kitten’s warm slit, “How’s my Kitten doing?”

The redhead rested her head in her hands for a moment before looking back to Syn, “You talk too much. Already going to cum or something?”

Syn gave Kitten’s ass yet another hard spank, the white flesh now marred with red prints, “Maybe if your pussy didn’t have me in a death grip I wouldn’t be close.” Giving up on the idea of being able to hold out for long, Syn returned to a faster pace of thrusting. If the woman wanted to tease, Syn would give her what she was wanting.

Kitten’s response was a loud yelp of surprise followed by a low moan. Each time she felt Syn’s hips crash into hers, the burning pain was reignited. She felt her tears threatening to fall from her eyes and she called out as quickly as she could to get the words out, “Stop being a pussy and hurt me!”

Syn really wanted to ease the girl into the harder actions, but Kitten seemed to know what worked for her. She took her hand from Kitten’s throat and used it to grab a handful of the girl’s red hair. Pulling it viciously, she forced Kitten to bend towards Syn’s torso.

Her left hand then moved under the girl’s shirt and forced its way under Kitten’s bra. Syn’s fingers found one of the girl’s pert nipples and she mercilessly started pinching and pulling it, “Is that what you want, you fucking whore?”

Degradation was something that Kitten loved and having Syn finally catch onto that made her want to beg for more. The problem with her wanting to beg was that her neck was pulled tight due the hair pulling. Kitten pushed against the railing to meet Syn’s thrusts.

She could hear the sound of Syn’s balls slapping against her soaked pussy almost constantly. Her tears finally started to spill from her eyes and she knew that this was something she wanted again. Kitten could understand why Dustin was already getting attached to Syn after one night with the woman.

Syn was about to cum and she let go of Kitten’s hair and nipple as she continued pounding the girl as hard as she possibly could. Groaning as she felt Kitten reach her climax, those tight lips around her cock squeezing and contracting seemed to try and milk her of her seed. Syn heard the sound of Kitten’s juices splashing onto the wood of the porch below them. There was an intoxicating scent in the air, the mixture of their light sweat, Kitten’s perfume, and their natural musk coming together to create an irresistible aphrodisiac.

Knowing that she got the girl off, Syn felt much better about what she was about to do. She pulled her length from the girl’s slit and pushed the naturally lubricated cock into Kitten’s pucker. The much tighter fit made her thrusting slower but Syn was already too close to her orgasm to want to stop.

Moving her hand towards her mouth, Kitten kept her scream quiet as she continued to push against Syn. The rough change of holes was something that Kitten was not thrilled about, but the pain was pleasure in this circumstance. Having already climaxed, Kitten wanted Syn to finish as well and it being inside her only made Kitten feel more aroused.

Syn moved her hands to Kitten’s hips and held her tightly in place as she rutted into the girl. Her soft cry of pleasure let Kitten know that she was unloading her hot globs of cum into the girl’s rectum.

Panting as she recovered from her orgasm, grinding her softening length in the girl’s rear Syn asked, “And how was that, Kitten?”

“You do these parties weekly, right?” Kitten asked in a weak voice.

“I do,” Syn responded.

“Then I’ll definitely come back next weekend. Uh, so next time. I might be alright with Dustin watching, or maybe joining. As long as he doesn’t try to get inside me. I know that’s really stupid considering I just let you fuck me,” Kitten said, her face flushing as she spoke.

Syn pulled her cock out of Kitten and she gave the girl’s ass another hard spank, “You know, that doesn’t sound too stupid to me. It’s just what you want, I’m sure Dustin will appreciate being allowed anything as long as it lets him not feel left out.”

Kitten gave a loud yelp at the unexpected strike. There was a moment of hesitation from Kitten, “That is fine by me. Just let him know the rules, alright?”

“Of course. Maybe next time I can use some toys on you,” Syn said with a smirk as she pushed a finger into Kitten’s rear to collect some of her cum. Pulling it out, she reached around Kitten and pushed that finger into her mouth, “Be a good girl for me.”

Kitten’s tongue quickly wrapped around the finger while she sucked the cum from the finger. The taboo aspect of what she was doing only made her want to let Syn have the second round with her. What she mentally wanted did not change that her butt would likely not be able to handle a second round of what Kitten considered pleasurable.

Syn took a step back and called out quietly, “Mind cleaning me up, Kitten? I made a bit of a mess fucking you.” In reality, her cock was relatively clean. Syn just wanted to control Kitten a little longer. Redheads were a weakness for Syn and she was not looking forward to having to wait a week for a second crack at the girl.

Kitten gave a quiet giggle as she pulled her pants back up. Turning around and getting down to her knees, Kitten took Syn’s soft cock into her mouth and started slowly sucking and licking at the shaft. If it were hard, she would have been unable to take the entire length into her mouth. Once she figured she cleaned it well enough, she pulled away and stood up.

Syn let Kitten put her cock back into her panties and zip up Syn’s jeans, “That’s my girl. I’ll see you next week, alright?” It was getting late and Syn was going to have to let people know that the party was going to have to be over.

“Of course, do me a favor though, I don’t care for whiskey, get some vodka or rum. I might ask to stay the night next time,” Kitten offered before walking away, her strides short and slow. She did not want to let Syn know that the stinging in her ass was the cause for that.

Syn smiled at the way Kitten sauntered off, clearly, Syn’s actions made the girl’s simple task of leaving much harder. Without a reason to stay outside, Syn collected the half-empty beer bottles and went inside. Pouring Kitten’s out and finishing her own, Syn went into the living room and started letting people know that the party was going to have to come to an end.

Once most of the people cleared out, she was surprised when she could not find Dustin anywhere. On a second round through the house, she found him in a curious place, locked in her laundry room. Knocking on the door, she called out quietly, “Dustin? You in there?”

“Yeah! Sorry, I was getting the laundry started, while it was fun, I really didn’t want my shirt or your sheets to stain,” he said. The sentiment was sweet. Dustin unlocked the door and opened it slowly to make sure no one else was around to see him in his nudity.

Syn peeked in and saw him, that lithe frame of his naked for the first time. He was hard to think of as a man, the narrow shoulders, slightly flared hips, and a flat stomach that seemed devoid of any muscle definition. Syn was a little partial to the thinner body types as evident by both Dustin and Kitten being her choices of the night.

“Well thank you very much, that’s just another reason to get you one of those sexy french maid outfits,” she said teasingly as she pushed her way inside the laundry room. Syn shut the door behind them and locked it once more.

“Are you sure you can go another round?” he asked.

Syn laughed quietly, “Definitely not, I’m tapping out on sex for the night. I was hoping to just have a conversation with you and if anyone else comes back in the house, well, they’d be interrupting.”

“Oh, that makes much more sense. I was a little scared honestly. My butt still stings,” he admitted.

Syn felt a little bad about his residual pain, it was hard to be too sympathetic after what Syn just did to Kitten. Stepping closer to him, she let her hands fall to his waist and she leaned in to give him a kiss. Letting herself enjoy the taste on his lips, she broke the kiss and spoke quietly, “So you wanted this to be more serious than a one-time thing, Dustin? I’m curious as to what you’re looking for.”

The kiss made him feel a flutter in his chest, this woman was everything he wanted. It might be foolish of him to let her be the source of his desires after she so carelessly found another partner, yet, he did not want it to be any other way. She was the person he wanted to invest in, even if she found solace in the arms of others.

“I want to be a little more serious with you, like, girlfriend?” he asked as his eyes shifted away. It was clear he was a little embarrassed, but he still felt that he should ask the question.

She waited a few moments and let his fear build, she already knew the answer. The only thing she needed to know from him would be if he would be if he was willing to adapt to a polyamorous lifestyle. Once his lower lip started quivering and it looked like he would start crying at any point, she nodded and whispered, “Of course you can be my girlfriend.”

He almost looked a little offended by the words but she continued, cutting off any chance he might have had to argue with her, “I just need to know that you will be okay with me potentially finding a third partner. Or rather, that you’d be okay with the third partner. That redhead that gave you the skirt and panties, her nickname is Kitten. She’s coming back next week and I’d like to host a smaller party of three.”

Dustin needed a moment to think about it and he looked back into her eyes, “I don’t know that I’ll like it. I can try, but I do get jealous pretty easily.”

Syn pulled him closer against her, her thigh intentionally pressing against his manhood, “Don’t get jealous, Dustin, I’m going to take care of both of you. I don’t even know if she’s really looking to get that involved. She probably wants what got you hooked, a nice fuck.”

He seemed a little more content with that answer and smiled at her. As he was about to go for a kiss, the washer buzzed and he groaned as he moved to put the load in the dryer.

Never one to miss out on an opportunity, Syn called over to him, “Damn sweetie, already taking another load?”

“Oh come on, you have no reason to even make that joke! I even asked if you could handle another round,” he said, pouting as he wiggled his butt at her from his bent over position. Once the clothes were in the dryer, he stood up straight and walked past her and peeked out the door. Not seeing anyone, he asked, “So can we just take a cover from somewhere else and just pick up in the morning?”

“That sounds good to me, baby girl. I wasn’t joking about you being my girlfriend though, I think you’re much more attractive as a lady,” Syn said as she walked out of the laundry room. Heading into the guest room to steal the cover from that bed, she then draped it over Dustin.

“I’m fine with that as long as my parents don’t hear about it,” he said.

“Don’t worry, we’ll keep your training as a sissy private, for now.”

A smile crossed Dustin’s face at the thought. He was not a masculine man to begin with, this push into the world of being a sissy was something he thought would be rewarding. If he knew some of Syn’s plans for him, that smile might have grown even larger.
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Syn took Dustin’s hand and led him into her bedroom so they could get some sleep. She took her clothes off and got on the bed and smiled at Dustin, “Come on, I’m not going to bite unless you ask.”

He climbed onto the bed and got under her sheet before spreading out the comforter she put over him earlier. Dustin enjoyed seeing her being playful. He still had his reservations about what her true intentions were. He knew that they slept together and that she was fine with being more than a friend. His concern was that she seemed so willing to just find another to replace him with at any point.

His lack of a reaction to her joke made her feel like he was stewing on something. Syn decided to conclude that he was tired and not look into it further at the moment. If it was something else and he was not in the mood to discuss it, she would not dig it out of him. Getting under the sheet with him and kicking at the cover to get it over her feet, she then pulled him closer to her.

“I do get warm at night, if you need to move away later, that’s fine. It isn’t a problem that I want to snuggle for at least a little while, is it?” she asked as she rolled onto her side.

Dustin looked at her for a moment before giving a smile, “It’s fine. If I have to move, I will. For now,” he turned on his side and wiggled towards her until his butt pressed against her hips, “I’ll enjoy being held.”

Syn draped an arm over his chest and rested her chin on the top of his head, “That’s my girl.”

She awoke to streams of sunlight filtering in through her curtains. It was foreign to her to wake up to someone else being in her bed and she had to take a second to not panic. The memories from last night played through her mind and she calmed down. Her hand moved to Dustin’s shoulder and she lightly shook him, “Good morning.”

Dustin felt the hand on his shoulder and he groaned for a moment. When he realized he was in a puddle of sweat, he got out of bed in a hurry, “Well that’s fucking great. I need a damn shower!”

Not expecting that kind of response from the boy, Syn threw the cover and sheet from them. She rolled out of bed, “That’s not a problem. Would you mind running the sheets down to be washed while you get your clothes? I’ll start running the water and get my hair washed.”

“Yeah, sorry about the attitude, I don’t like being gross. There is a reason I’m going to school for computer science,” he grumbled. He stripped the sheets from the bed and made his way downstairs.

Syn went into the bathroom and turned on the water for the shower. Walking back into her room, she pulled out a pair of pajama pants, panties, and a tank top for herself. She had no one to really impress and it was her one true day off during the weekend. Even with that being the case, she knew that she would likely end up having to clean the house.

Stepping back into the bathroom, she heard a scream from downstairs. Dropping the bundle of clothes, Syn hurried down the flight of stairs. She found Dustin covering his bits with the collected bundle of clothes from the dryer. Following his eyes, she saw Kitten relaxed on the couch, seeming to be waking up from the scream.

Cocking her head to the side, Syn spoke first, “Well I didn’t expect you here, Kitten. I thought you left after we were done?”

An embarrassed look crossed her face as she murmured, “You didn’t lock the doors and I didn’t want to go home. And it was uncomfortable to walk, so I just figured I’d crash here. I didn’t think it would be a big deal.”

“It really isn’t, I panicked a bit when I heard Dustin yell. Next time you decide to stay the night though, just ask first. I’m not mad, I’m just a little concerned,” Syn lived in a community that she felt she was safe in. Locking the doors was something that only happened when she was going to be gone for a few days. After this, she might start locking them more often out of principle.

Dustin looked at the two of them and it clicked that she was the other person from last night that Syn slept with. Huffing a little, he turned to speak to Syn, “I’m going to take that shower now.”

He left before she could say anything and that was not something that Syn was going to argue about. Moving closer to Kitten, she knelt and said, “I’m going to go take a shower. When I get back down here, we’re all going to have a little chat. You’re not in trouble, I’m just going to need both of you two to be on the same page.”

Kitten felt a little attacked in the situation and grumbled out a quiet, “Fine. Do you have anything to eat?”

“Cereal in the cabinet on the left of the fridge, I don’t feel like cooking,” Syn said as she got up and walked to her room. Bending down, she picked up her bundle of clothes on the way and put them on the bathroom sink. Joining Dustin in the shower, she got behind him and wrapped him in a hug around his waist.

“I really hate being scared like that,” Dustin said.

Syn let a hand slip to his cock, slowly stroking it, “I don’t think she meant to. She told me last night that she has some issues with her family, I can’t blame her for not wanting to go back.”

He wanted to tell her to stop, but the feeling was something he enjoyed. If she was going to be doing that while he complained, it was fine by him, “Yeah, but I didn’t know she was here. I don’t like the idea of her just being able to show up at random.”

“Enough of that, Dustin. I’m fine with her being here, are you really going to make this a damn problem?” Syn asked her tone firm and not leaving him much wiggle room for arguing the point.

Sighing, Dustin pulled away from her touch and turned to face her, “It is a damn problem. I’m fine sharing you, kind of. I’ve given you that much, if my concerns really aren’t that big of a deal to you, maybe I should just go and let you have your fun.”

Syn froze at the words and her head dropped as she spoke softly, “Your concerns are a big deal. I don’t have all the answers, Dustin. I’ll start locking the doors, I’ll make sure to get her number and have her start letting me know when she’s coming over. That does mean you will have to do the same.”

He did not mean to hurt Syn’s feelings and it was his turn to feel a measure of guilt. Dustin was unsure why he felt so bad about what he said. Likely, he felt that way due to how Syn reacted. It was one of the few times she seemed to be vulnerable in any sense.

After seeing how confident she was as a whole, this side of her was something he did not know how to deal with. He moved in to hug her while looking up at her, the shower now spraying his back, “I’m sorry, I feel a bit threatened. I haven’t had a real relationship before and I’m scared she’s going to ruin whatever this might turn into.”

Syn nodded her head and hugged him, “She can only ruin what this might be if you let her. For now, Dustin, she’s a girl I find appealing and if I’m honest, I am concerned about her home life. The same way I am for yours.”

He was a little confused by the words and he asked, “What do you mean?”

“About which part?”

“About my home life?” he asked.

Syn moved her hands to his shoulders and leaned back so she could look at him, “You mentioned that you didn’t want them to know about you wearing girly things. Not to mention, you go to a stranger’s house for a party you’ve heard about and they don’t call to check on you?”

“Why is that so weird?” he asked.

“If my daughter was still around, I would have been checking up on her. Especially if she didn’t send me a text or anything after a few hours,” Syn said.

Dustin looked a little concerned, “You have a daughter?”

“Please, do not ask any more questions about this. I had a daughter. She and her mother got hit by a drunk driver head-on. I don’t want to talk about it, and please, don’t bring it up.”

He felt a sinking feeling in his chest as he realized how little he knew about Syn. That was something that was a little devastating for someone to go through. Dustin did not have any direct experience with a loss like that. He understood that it was not something he should ask about.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t know,” he said quietly.

Syn offered a very fake smile, “It’s alright. People don't know about it here. I had to move away from my old town. Too many painful memories.”

Dustin could not find more words to say at the moment. After hearing that news, he did not think he would be able to say anything that would help.

She said nothing else either, continuing the conversation could make things worse. Syn chose not to talk about her past for a reason, but it would come up. If Dustin wanted to be with her, he would learn these things over time. It was something she wanted to get out of the way.

They finished in the shower and got dressed, Syn in her casual clothing. Dustin was back in his panties, skirt, and shirt. Syn broke the silence, pulling Dustin in for a hug as she spoke, “I want to take you two out for lunch. You think you’d be alright with that?”

He looked at her and then to his clothes, “Not in a skirt!”

“We’ll talk to Kitten, I’m pretty sure she would trade your pants back for now. On that topic, I’d like to grab you a set of clothes,” Syn said, a slight grin growing.

It was nice for Dustin to see her a little more chipper again. The idea of her buying him a set of clothes, that was something that made him a little concerned. This was the same woman that was wanting Dustin a girlfriend.

“Alright, well I would be okay with going out,” he said as he started down the stairs again.

Kitten was in the kitchen cleaning the dishes since she had nothing better to do. It was her way of making up for her intrusion into the home and the problem she likely caused for Syn. She was joined by Dustin and Syn shortly after she dried her hands after finishing up.

“I know I offered the cereal and all, think you’d be alright to eat in like, three hours?” Syn asked Kitten.

Kitten jumped, she did not hear the woman walk into the kitchen. After a second to calm herself, she responded, “Yeah, I can definitely eat again. I’m broke, so that’s kind of a thing.”

Syn gave Dustin’s ass a pat, “If you let him wear the jeans when we leave, I’ll definitely pay for the meal. Trust me when I say I prefer him in the skirt, but he doesn’t feel comfortable wearing it going out yet.”

“Understandable, I mean, look at him. His legs are even shaven, did you do that or was he like that last night? I can’t remember,” Kitten said, giggling at the feminine male.

“I shave three times a week, I like the way it feels. Is that so wrong?” Dustin asked, a little embarrassed. It was almost never brought up due to his choice to always wear pants of some sort.

Syn laughed at the slight banter. She pulled two bowls from the cabinet for Dustin and herself.

“Calm down kids, I don’t want to have to get my belt to whip some sense into you two,” Syn said.

Kitten put her hands on the counter and stuck her butt out for Syn, “Was that a threat or an offer?”

Syn did not bother to look to Kitten as she poured the cereal into the bowls, “Go upstairs, my door is still open. Grab a belt from my dresser and ask me again. Or were you talking shit?”

Dustin covered his mouth with a hand as he watched Kitten’s expression turn to one of fear.

“Sorry, I was talking shit, I’m still a little sore from last night.”

“Finally, we have something we can both agree on. Oh, I’m Dustin by the way. I know what Syn calls you, but I’d rather you give me a name so I don’t say something that gets me spanked,” he said with a smirk.

Kitten looked at him and groaned, “Kitten is all you’re going to call me.  At least until I know you two are going to be in my life for more than ten minutes.”

“I can’t pretend to be any different. I don’t get called my Cynthia very much,” Syn said as she sat down to start enjoying her cereal.

It did not take the two long to eat and once they were finished, Syn took the bowls to the sink to rinse them and wash them. She finally noticed Kitten’s efforts and she smiled as she spoke to Kitten, “That was nice of you. I have plans to get Dustin a maid outfit, maybe I should be thinking of getting you one instead.”

Kitten glared at Syn, “Don’t even think about it. I don’t like that kind of shit. If you’re going to get anything, some lotion to use on my ass after we finish is a better investment.”

Syn nodded, “That is definitely more productive I guess. Besides, then I can make Dustin clean while I give you a reason to need that lotion. Then Dustin can clean up my mess. Look at that, I’ve gone and made a plan!”

Sighing, Dustin responded to the two, “Maybe being involved isn’t so fun after all.”

“Oh calm it down. You know I’m going to take care of you too,” Syn said as she stood up and patted her crotch, “Speaking of. We’ve all got a little time to kill, Dustin you’ve been wanting to be fucked for a little while now, right?”

“I’m curious why you’re even asking,” he said as he leaned over the table.

Syn moved to his side, her hand grabbed his shoulder and pulled him upright, “Bad girl, that’s a very lazy way to get started. On your knees.”

Dustin felt a strange measure of shame at being called a bad girl. The name did not bother him, it was the way she seemed disappointed that made him feel uncomfortable. He wanted to be good for her.

He got on his knees and reached for the waist of her pajama pants and pulled them down with her panties. When they were at her knees, he stopped and looked up at her, “Can I start now?”

“Much better. Go ahead,” she said and looked to Kitten. “Sweetie, would you mind running upstairs, on my nightstand, there is a bottle of lube. Could you get that?”

“And you called him lazy,” Kitten said as she started walking towards the stairs of the home.

Dustin took the head of Syn’s cock into his mouth, his tongue lapping at the underside of it. He kept his eyes on hers as he enveloped her tip with his mouth and started sucking. His tongue worked at her frenulum. The resulting moans coming from her encouraged him further.

Her hand moved to the back of his head and she was going to start forcing him down on her. Dustin let his teeth sink into her shaft enough to cause her to let go. His eyes never looked away. While she might control him in most situations, this was his chance to enjoy a taste of that domination.

Syn did remove her hand and she spoke, “Someone’s feeling a little cocky."

Dustin’s teeth teased her again, this time it only to add the sensation. His hands moved to her thighs where his fingers started dancing along her skin. Trails of gooseflesh sprouted from his touch. He continued to lavish her throbbing length with his tongue.

She would not be able to hold out until Kitten came back with the lube. Syn felt hypnotized by Dustin’s gaze. Each time he made her cock disappear into his throat, she wanted to tell him he was perfect. All that she could get out was a whimpering moan. She was at his mercy.

For Dustin, it was a race against the clock. He wanted Syn to finish before Kitten came back. He wanted to show the girl that he was competent enough to please Syn without help.

Syn felt her knees buckle, one of her hands moving to the table to keep herself standing. Dustin was doing everything he could to finish her and he was going to get what he wanted. Her grip tightened around the edge of the table as she let her head tilt back. Syn’s eyes remained shut as she let out a lust filled moan.

Her moan was not the only thing that was filled as Dustin accepted that load of thick cum into his mouth. He heard Kitten’s chuckle and that gave him a horrible idea. Dustin pulled away from Syn’s cock and stood up, walking to Kitten. His hands held the sides of her head as he kissed her and pushed Syn’s cum into the girl’s mouth.

Kitten was uncomfortable with the kiss until she tasted cum. She knew that it came from Syn and that was something she wanted. It was a little frustrating for her that she could not have been the reason Syn came the first time. That was not something she was going to let bother her too much. Not when she knew Syn could handle a few rounds in a row.

Syn groaned at the sight of her two girls sharing her orgasm. It felt pathetic that Dustin was only performing so well due to his desire to prove himself to Syn. She wanted to enjoy both of them. That was selfish, she knew that and made had no delusions of it not being that way. What was interesting to her was the lack of the two breaking away from the kiss. Dustin continued to hold Kitten, Kitten’s arms wrapped around Dustin’s waist. They stayed in that embrace for quite some time.

Dustin was not sure at what point the cum was swallowed, but he was starting to enjoy the kiss with the woman. She was letting him take the lead and what started as a means to show off was becoming something more intimate. He could not tell if she was thinking the same. It seemed unlikely to him that she would be putting this much effort into a kiss she was not enjoying. Kitten’s behavior up to this point seemed to be self-serving. He could hope that their embrace was something she considered to be serving herself.

Dustin wanted Kitten to enjoy him as well. If they were both going to share Syn, they could do it with everyone’s pleasure in mind. The thought was a little late given his recent actions, but there was still hope for that outcome in Dustin’s mind.

Kitten was the one to finally break their kiss. She pulled her hands from his waist. Kitten offered the lube in her hand to Syn, “Don’t know if you still need this. Next time it would help if you let me know what room was yours. I ended up going through a guest room, a storage room, then your room.”

Syn took the offered bottle and sat it on the table. After having her soul sucked out of her by Dustin, she was stuck in a mental fog. It took her a few more moments before she processed what Kitten said. Syn groaned as she pulled her panties back up. Then, she kicked off the pajama pants for the time being.

“Dustin, do me a favor and check the laundry. If the loads need to be swapped out, take care of that. Kitten, hold onto this,” she tossed the bottle of lube back to Kitten, “I’m going to grab a cover. Meet you both on the couch Kitten slept on last night.”

Dustin seemed a little saddened that he was not going to be satisfied in return at first. They did have a few hours to burn through before lunchtime rolled around. He put his faith in Syn taking care of him before they left. Even if she decided to neglect him, he still found a sense of satisfaction in being able to bring her to climax.

“I’ll get right to it,” he said and disappeared to the laundry room.

Kitten was already gone and Syn went to get her cover. Syn made it to the couch before Dustin showed up and took the time to claim her spot on the right seat of the sofa. Kitten moved to the middle and she looked at Syn, unsure about the next move would be.

The redheaded girl asked, “So what am I supposed to do with Dustin?”

“Nothing. You don’t have to do anything with him,” Syn said.

“Then why did he kiss me? I thought you told him to do that,” Kitten said, the tone of confusion not missed by Syn.

“I’m pretty sure he did that because he wanted to show his ass. Here’s a better question. Why did you kiss him?” Syn asked.

Kitten hesitated a moment before she put her hand under the cover. Kitten's exploring found Syn’s bulge and her fingers wrapped around it. “Because what he had was worth enjoying,” Kitten said.

“I don’t know how much I believe that,” Syn said as she spread her legs, “If that was the case, why did you keep that kiss going so long?”

It was becoming more difficult to dig herself out of the hole she was in as she responded, “Because he is a good kisser?”

“That doesn’t explain why you stayed there so long,” Syn said. It was as much of an answer as Syn could expect from Kitten, but the redhead seemed to be holding something back.

“So maybe he isn’t the typical douche bag I run into,” Kitten said, her hand petting Syn’s cock. She looked into Syn’s eyes and then looked to the television screen that was black, “Just like you’re not the typical chick I run into.”

Syn found a nugget of information. Pressing Kitten further would only result in the girl putting her walls up. Her attention turned to Dustin when he walked into the room. His eyes fell on her groin, Kitten’s stroking under the cover was obvious.

“Should I leave you two?” he asked.

Kitten shook her head, “I wanted to ask for something a little different this time. If Syn would allow it.”

She was curious about what the redhead was thinking, “Go for it, I’m interested.”

“I don’t want to leave anyone out this time,” Kitten said.

Dustin perked up. This would be his first time with two partners, but that did not matter. Kitten was willing to involve him. Unsure if that was because of something Syn said while he was out of the room or not, Dustin kept quiet for the moment.

“So what would you want Dustin to do?” Syn asked.

Kitten’s cheeks reddened as she had to vocalize what she thought, “Well, my ass is still not in perfect condition. So I wouldn’t want you in there. But maybe him?”

Catching on, Syn continued that train of thought, “So Dustin would be a nice fit for that, while I do what?” Syn knew the answer. She wanted to hear Kitten say it though, the girl’s embarrassment was delicious.

Groaning, Kitten pulled her hand away from Syn’s length and stood. She spoke as she started taking her pants off, “Fuck me, literally and figuratively. I want Dustin in my ass and you in my puss. Do I have to say it like that?”

Syn beamed, “You do. It makes you all the more adorable. Dustin, lay flat on the couch. Not to be mean, honey, but your cock is small enough to not need a lot of lube. Why don’t you work on getting him hard, Kitten?”

Looking at Syn with despair on her face, Kitten asked, “With my mouth?”

“Do you want to have no lube at all on his cock?”

Kitten held up the bottle of lube as if it would defend her, “Please, just a little?”

The tone of fear Syn heard in Kitten’s voice made the choice easier, “Fine, give me the bottle. Start on Dustin and I’ll get you ready to take him.”

Dustin called out, “Should I take my clothes off?”

“I’m pretty sure you mean my clothes, but yeah. I don’t want cum on the clothes I’m going out in,” Kitten said.

Syn let a smile form while Dustin squirmed out of his clothes. She did not want to be the only one wearing anything. Her clothes greeted the other articles on the floor. Pouring a small amount of the lube on her hand, she called out, “Alright kids, that’s enough chit-chat. Kitten, don’t get him off with your mouth, only hard.”

With her order being clear, Kitten bent over and took Dustin’s length into her mouth. His taste was curious, the normal musk she would associate to a man was absent. Attributing that to the shower he took, she started suckling on his cock. The slow growth of his member made her question if she was doing a poor job. Dustin’s moaning answered that for her.

Syn let her hand slide along Kitten’s crack to spread the lubricant. She used her middle finger to push into Kitten’s pucker, “Good girl, suck that cock like you want it.”

Dustin felt the desire to make himself productive to their pleasure. He could do nothing for Syn in his position, but Kitten’s breast was within reach. His soft hand moved towards her small breast. Fingers trailed along the skin, his delicate touch made Kitten moan around his cock.

Once Kitten felt his hard cock throbbing in his mouth, she pulled away and looked back to Syn, “Now what?”

“Dustin, one leg off the couch. You want to make it easier for her to get you deep inside her. And it makes it easier for me to get between both your legs,” Syn said, she pulled her finger from Kitten’s rear. She then moved to stand by the couch.

Dustin shifted his right leg to hang off the couch. Kitten knew that she would need to start in the reverse cowgirl position, so she did. She used one of her hands to hold Dustin’s cock in position as she sank onto it. Dustin was not large by any means, but he still felt pleasant inside her. From the sound of his whimpering, Kitten knew that he enjoyed being inside her.

Syn moved between Kitten’s legs. Her hands moved to Kitten’s shoulders to push her back, “Dustin, sweetie, you’re going to want to relax. Just enjoy this, alright? If you want to do something, you can always play with her chest or her clit.”

Talking during sex was something Dustin felt uncomfortable about. He responded by letting his hands move to Kitten’s breasts where they kneaded.

The head of Syn’s cock pressed against Kitten’s cunny. Her purple head rubbed along Kitten’s vulva to collect the girl’s arousal. Syn asked, “Is this your first time with two cocks, Kitten?”

Kitten’s flushed cheeks and rapid breathing gave away the answer. She felt that she needed to answer Syn’s question, “Y-Yeah.”

Syn smiled and pushed herself into Kitten. She did not stop after a few inches after the pounding Kitten got last night, Syn knew the girl could handle her cock.

Dustin could feel Syn’s thick shaft sliding inside of Kitten. Adding to that sensation was Kitten's tight pucker around his cock.  His soft cries of pleasure challenged Kitten’s moans, competing to let Syn know that she was doing a good job.

Syn did not want to take too long, both of her girls had things they would have to do by the end of the day. That was something she needed to keep in mind. Syn leaned forward and rested a hand beside Dustin’s head, gripping the armrest. Her hips continued to crash into Kitten, rocking the poor girl’s body. Each motion left Kitten having to shift herself back down onto Dustin’s cock.

It was a blissful cycle that continued picking up the pace. When Syn and Kitten heard Dustin’s feminine cry of release, the two had to slow themselves for a moment. Kitten felt Dustin’s cock throbbing within her as warm cum shot into her. Syn was not too far from her own orgasm, but she could hold off until Kitten climaxed. Dustin’s cock softened, then slipped from within Kitten’s ass.

With Kitten only laying on him, Dustin recovered after a few moments to start helping Syn. His hand reached to Kitten’s clit to further the girl’s pleasure. Kitten’s eyes snapped shut as she let herself fall into the depths of her lust. Having her rear filled with cum, her pussy filled with by a massive cock, and her clit rubbed by Dustin.  The combination was more than she could resist. Her back arched while waves of her orgasm shook her body.

Syn watched the girl’s stomach flex taut as Kitten sprayed her juices onto Syn’s hips. Her strokes slowed as she let Kitten ride her climax to the end. Once Kitten finished, Syn no longer felt the need to take her time. Her cock slammed into Kitten until she felt that familiar feeling of being close to her climax.

She pulled her length from Kitten’s pussy and moved to stand beside the redhead’s mouth, “Kitten, drink your milk!”

While Kitten did not approve of the phrasing, she wanted the ‘milk’. Opening her mouth, she took as much of Syn’s cock as she could. Syn grabbed a handful of Kitten’s hair to use as a handle. Her hips started thrusting once more, the choking sounds from Kitten making it hard to hold back.

Dustin reached for Syn’s balls and started squeezing them to add to her pleasure.

Syn sucked in a breath of air and bit her lip as she pulled her hips back. Wasting her cum down Kitten's throat was not an option. As the thick ropes of cum poured into Kitten’s mouth, Syn watched Kitten swallow them. Her orgasm lasted longer than normal, not that Syn was complaining. Once the euphoric sensation finally stopped, Syn pulled her cock from the girl’s mouth. Moving to sit back down, Syn wanted nothing more than a cigarette and a moment to relax.

Kitten got off of Dustin so he could move. He shifted to a sitting position beside Syn and called out, “You two are amazing.”

“You’re not so bad Dustin. At least you care about getting me off,” Kitten sat on the couch, her legs moving to rest in Dustin’s lap.

“I might have to order food. I don’t know how I’m going to feel in two hours,” Syn admitted. Syn exhausted herself already and there was little she wanted to do at the moment.

“Well, if you order from Eric’s, let them know it is for Penny, they give employee discounts to the ones they like.”

Syn smiled as she heard the name. It seemed that the redhead was going to stick around for those ten minutes after all.
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