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Story One

Lights Out at the Library

A Trans Librarian and her Nerdy Fling


Going to the public library was one of my favorite things to do. Going out to parties and such never much interested me. While I had the means to enjoy the parties, a nice car, nice clothes, and even a nice family name, I just didn't like them.

People wanted to assume that I was a spoiled brat, but in reality, I just didn't agree with much of my generation. Maybe I wouldn't be changing anything by keeping my nose buried in books, but at least I was living the life I felt comfortable living.

I was browsing a few books of historical romance when a loud clap of thunder rang out and caused the walls to reverberate. My heart jumped into my throat and I couldn't help but let out a quiet squeak. Today might not have been a good day to go out.

With the weather getting worse by the second, I knew that I would be trapped here for a few hours. Most of the other readers were hurrying out of the library to escape before the storm made it impossible to drive. I never felt comfortable driving when it was pouring down rain. So I stayed.

If the thunder would stop making me jump out of my skin every few moments, this would have been the perfect time to be at the library. The only person here aside from myself was the librarian, Vicky.

She was such a wonderful woman, always helping me find books that I might be interested in. If they didn't have the book I wanted, she tended to order them for me. Such a sweet soul. Even though she was in her late thirties, she still had a body to die for. Not that I would ever tell her that.

There were certain expectations of a Republican governor's daughter. Being bisexual was not something that would be taken lightly by his supporters. So I put my desires aside and continued flipping through one of the books as I stood in the aisle.

Deciding what to read usually didn't take so long. The storm kept distracting me every few moments, I couldn't focus on the blurbs I'd read to remember what the book I was holding was even about.

A crack of lightning flashed brightly outside and as soon as that blinding light faded, the library went dark. I let out a panicked squeak and immediately tried to clutch onto a bookshelf. Of all things, the dark was something I didn't handle very well.

If the power going out wasn't bad enough, I managed to lose my balance and ended up leaning too heavily on the bookshelf.

It wobbled for a second before toppling over and slamming into the wall on the other side. A mountain of books toppled from the shelves onto the floor below and I heard the deep groan from Vicky.

"I'll be over in a second, don't you dare run off now. I'm not going to put those back by myself!" she called out.

I couldn't move. My knees quivered and all I wanted was for the lights to come back on before I pissed myself. Call me childish if you want, but I never got over this invasive fear… Maybe it was part of the reason that I didn't want to go to parties.

Another flash of lightning struck down and lit up the interior of the library for a second. In that moment, Vicky called out over the booming thunder, "Found my flashlight!"

I felt a warm tear trickling down my cheek and I couldn't stop hating myself for being this pathetic if I wanted to. Vicky walked my way with the all-important beam of light cutting a path through the darkness.

"O-Over here," I said in barely more than a whisper.

She turned towards me and shined the light on me. I was still leaning against the toppled bookshelf, afraid to move.

"Lindsey? I would have never guessed you'd be the type to knock over a bookshelf," she said softly and then walked closer to me. "Are you crying?"

I turned my head away and mumbled, "I didn't mean to. The power went out and I lost my balance."

She got closer and handed me the flashlight, "Here, hold onto this while I stand this shelf up."

I nearly snatched it out of her hand and then held it close to my chest as I illuminated her workspace. The solid wood bookshelf didn't look too light, but then again, I'd managed to knock it over and I weighed one thirty-five.

She got it back into position and then sighed heavily, "Do you know how to put books back on shelves?"

"I-I know the system well enough," I mumbled.

"Awesome. I'm going to hold the light and you're going to put the books up. Governor's daughter or not, you're not going to come back to this library without making amends, Lindsey."

She extended her hand for the flashlight and I clutched it tighter, "Can I keep the light?"

Vicky chuckled and ran her hand across her lips to try and wipe away the smile, "Are you afraid of the dark?"

My cheeks burned, even though she couldn't see my expression, I was sure she knew. "It's not funny, Vicky!"

She sighed and gestured to the front desk, "I'm sure I've got another flashlight up there somewhere. Otherwise, you could use your phone's light. I'm not going to run my battery down when I can't charge it."

"Can we try and find the other flashlight?" I asked.

"Sure, I'd love to be able to watch you work," Vicky said.

I didn't know quite what she meant and I certainly intended to find out, "Pardon?"

"What? I'm a woman that can appreciate another woman's figure. You've obviously put a lot of time into yours, surely it's not too offensive for me to compliment you?"

"Er, if that's what you think a compliment sounds like, I guess I should say thank you?"

She chuckled, "Good girl. Now, hurry up. I don't know when the power is going to come back on and I'd rather no one come in later and see this mess that you made."

A pang of guilt shot through me at that comment. Still, she wasn't wrong. Intentional or not, there was a problem that I caused that I should be fixing.

It didn't take long to find the second flashlight and once we had it, I got back to the shelf and started putting books on it. When I glanced over to ask a question to make sure I had things right, she always had to look back up to my eyes.

Honestly, at first, it was a little uncomfortable. After about ten minutes, I wasn't going to deny that I was a little wet. This blonde MILF was practically eye-fucking me and for once, I wasn't annoyed by that.

When guys my age tried to flirt with me, they only cared about how tight my jeans were or if I would part my legs for them. Vicky knew me as a bookworm and from the very few conversations we had about my life. Still, she was someone that I could appreciate being a little discrete. Married women didn't often want others to find out about their flings.

After nearly thirty minutes of work with little progress, she put her flashlight down on the ground pointed towards us and came over to help me.

"Sorry, I'll try to work faster," I mumbled.

She chuckled, "Maybe it's more that I just wanted to be a little closer. You know the old saying, look but don't touch. I'm just getting a better view, that's all. You're doing fine with putting them back."

I knew that I wasn't, hell, in the few moments she was back, she'd already started organizing the books more efficiently for me to put away. "Well thank you, but I don't know if an accidental touch would be all that bad," I said.

My cheeks burned again and I knew that she could see them. "And what if it wasn't an accident?" she asked as she 'accidentally' rubbed the spine of a book across my ass before putting it on the pile.

"Then I'd have to ask you to be a little more careful. Wouldn't want to damage the books," I teased. It felt so wrong to talk to a married woman like this. Add in the fact that she was a woman and I was in heaven. The taboo nature of what I was doing had my pussy soaking my panties.

Vicky boldly put her hand on my ass and gave it a squeeze, "Then we'll be more careful with the books."

A quiet gasp escaped me and I looked down at her. She was on her knees, her other hand still picking up books and looking at them before putting them in an appropriate pile.

How on earth could she be so damn cocky about what she was doing?

I shined the light down at her, "Vicky, you're married."

"That I am, but I'm pretty sure my wife wouldn't get told any details about an affair with the governor's daughter. I get the feeling that your lips would be sealed about this," she said as her hand massaged my ass.

The tight jeans Vicky wore caught my attention. More specifically, the growing bulge in them did.

"Uh, what's in your pocket?" I asked.

"It's a cock," she said casually.

My eyes widened, "I thought you were a woman?"

"Transwomen are still women, Lindsey. If you want me to stop touching you, I will."

"N-No, it's fine. I just wouldn't have guessed."

Her hand continued to grope and tease my ass while we got the books back on the shelves. By the time we were finished, my panties would likely be ruined and I knew that she had to be craving release as well. Still, it didn't seem right. Not only was she married, but she had the biggest dick I'd ever seen.

Vicky grumbled and stood, "I guess play time is over."

"It doesn't have to be," I chirped.

"Oh really?" she asked as her hand snaked down my front. Her fingers pressed against the crotch of my pants and she pulled me against her hips. That thick bulge pressed against my tight ass and she spoke softly, "If it isn't over, then it's time to go to the next level."

"O-Okay," was all I could mumble.

Married or not, this was the one chance I felt I had to actually explore my sexuality a little. The few sex toys I did have weren't the most pleasant. Trying to get a high-quality toy without raising the suspicion of my family about the cost was difficult. Being a politician's daughter, in general, was difficult…

Vicky's hands slid up my sides and she cupped my breasts, "Are you sure you want to get fucked on a library floor?"

"T-There are recliners," I whimpered.

"There are, but what we're doing doesn't exactly feel proper. I want you on the floor, Lindsey. I want to make you beg for my cock while you're being fucked like a common whore," she purred into my ear.

I'd always been treated with respect, even when people were trying to get in my pants. Hearing her talk down to me should have pissed me off. Should was a very operative word. Instead of guessing about the state of my panties, I knew that I'd have to get rid of them no matter what after tonight.

The flashlight in my hand was going to be a bit of a problem. I set it up on the bookshelf to illuminate more of the area. I reached down to my hips and unbuttoned my pants as quickly as I could and started pushing them away.

"That's a good slut, ready to take a cock as soon as it's offered. Tell me how bad you want it while you strip for me, girl," she commanded before stepping away from me.

I watched her in awe as she started taking her clothes off. This was real. I kicked off my shoes and mumbled as I took my own outfit off, "I want you to fuck me with that amazing cock, Vicky. I want it to be worth the risk. Your wife finding out that you cheated on her, my dad finding out I had sex with a woman. Both would be horrible, but even if we did get found out, I want this moment to be worth it."

"Mm, try not to bring my wife up too much. As much as I love her, I don't want to think about her while I'm slipping into your tight cunt," Vicky said.

Her throbbing cock bounced with each pulse of blood. Vicky's eyes looked over my petite frame and she chuckled as she wrapped a hand around her cock, "On your knees, slut. It's time to put those words to the test."

I slunk to my knees before her and looked up at her darkened face as I tentatively opened my mouth. The darkness surrounding us encouraged me to not run away. Then again, I didn't really want to. My inexperience was probably going to be obvious, but Vicky should have known that about me in the first place.

She reached down and gently pulled me onto her cock. Her slightly musky taste wasn't anything foul and after a few swirls of my tongue, the taste had all but vanished. In its place was a deliciously sweet flavor as her precum dribbled onto my tongue.

Vicky moaned softly as I continued to work around the head of her cock. Slowly, she pulled me further onto her shaft until her cock's head started teasing the back of my throat. My gag reflex immediately acted up and my hands shot to her thighs to stop her from pushing further into me.

"It's okay, sweetie. I'm not going to hurt you, I promise," the previous dominant tone she had was nowhere to be found.

The reassurance was all I needed. Vicky had always been good to me, even when she was playing with my ass earlier. She did ask me a few times if it was okay. While cheating on a partner wasn't something I would do, I wasn't going to turn down this experience. Whatever her wife's name was would have to forgive me for what was going to happen tonight.

I took Vicky's cock a few inches deeper into my throat before I couldn't go any further. The gagging sounds immediately caused her to pull back from me until only the velvety head of her cock remained in my mouth. "I get that you're wanting to be my little whore, but you're going to have to slow down. That, or you're going to need to turn around and put your hands on the floor, slut."

The offer was too tempting for me to refuse. Vicky might have been willing to just settle for a blowjob, but I wanted more. I needed more. I needed her.

I pulled away from her cock and wordlessly turned to present my naked ass to her. Her soft chuckle was followed by the rush of air as she got behind me and quickly pressed her cock against my tight entrance.

"Maybe if you come back another time just before we close, I might be able to let you stay a little longer. I might even have a special selection of topics to discuss," she purred as she pushed her cock into my soaked pussy.

"Things like flogging, spanking, restraining, and the list goes on. But that's only if you're a good girl who can keep her mouth shut without needing my cock in it," Vicky said.

My hands curled into fists as I tried to gain some semblance of control. Her words were driving me wild, but the physical sensation of her thick cock spreading my folds kept the words from coming. I wanted to tell her that I would show up for any of those topics but all that came out were loud moans.

Vicky's hands ran along my back as she started thrusting into me. "I'm sure you know how to be a good slut. You wouldn't want to miss out on this, would you?"

I shook my head. She gave my ass a rough smack and I yelped in pain before letting out another low moan. The stinging hurt, yeah, but then the pain was offset by the pleasure. The two sensations highlighted one another and while I didn't want to be spanked, I wanted the sting.

My god, what was this woman doing to me?

"I didn't think you would, slut. But next time you can get words out of that whore mouth of yours, you're going to address me as your Mistress when we're alone. Otherwise," she viciously slapped the other side of my ass, "you'll find out how my paddle feels."

Whimpering moans continued to flow from me like the breeze over the plains. Smooth, uninhibited and always threatening to develop into something far worse. Or, in my case, better. I could feel the tension in my core growing more intense with each stroke of her cock into my depths.

That deliciously thick cock had stretched my pussy like no toy I'd ever owned, but that wasn't even the reason I was nearly ready to squirt. Vicky kept shifting her hips, angling them to reach parts of my cunt that I didn't even know existed. Occasionally, I heard her foot sliding against the carpet before she would start hammering into me again, this time filling me in a completely new way.

Her cock never once left my pussy, but dear god, I would have assumed she was using a sheath to make herself bigger at times!

Vicky's pace continued to increase and soon, I heard soft moans accompany her heavy breathing, "S-Soon, slut!"

I didn't know if that was a threat or a promise, but I was content with either one. Her hand snaked around my waist and she used her fingers to aggressively rock my clit. "Cum for me, whore. Make your Mistress proud of you."

My toes curled and I whimpered out desperate moans as she made me feel like a whole new woman. Had this been anyone else, I would have slapped them and probably told my father about the treatment I was receiving. Yet, when those words came from such a pleasant woman, I couldn't help but feel like I'd earned some kind of badge of honor.

Vicky's cock constantly ground against my g-spot and with the additional pleasure her fingers offered me, I couldn't keep myself from reaching my climax if I wanted to. Waves of fiery bliss tore through me and ignited my body with a passion I'd never felt before. My core tightened and my inner walls convulsed around her cock as my juices sprayed onto the carpet beneath us.

The peachy scent of my sex filled the air in moments and Vicky grunted loudly as she pulled out of my pussy. I immediately missed the sensation of being so full, but as I felt the hot cum spurting onto my ass and lower back, I understood. Even if I wanted her cum inside me, I wasn't on birth control, not right now.

That might need to change if I was going to keep seeing her. I craved that hot cum and hated that I was wasting it right now.

"F-Fucking hell, you've got a wonderful set of lips," she groaned.

"W-Which ones?" I asked teasingly.

Vicky smiled at me and whispered quietly, "Put your clothes back on, slut. I want you to wear my cum like a trophy."

I didn't argue with her, even though I would have loved to have a second round with her before I put them back on. My Mistress told me to do something, even with my limited understanding of BDSM, I knew that I shouldn't disobey her.

"That's a good girl. Now come lick my cock clean so I can get dressed," she purred.

I didn't hesitate to drop to my knees and start cleaning my juices off her cock. My sweet taste wasn't new to me, though I'd only really tasted it when getting my fingers wet to keep from rubbing my clit raw. I could get used to this… No, I would get used to this.


Story Two

Encountering a Futa Ghost

Ghost Hunting on Halloween


Halloween had to be my favorite holiday of the year by miles. All the outfits, the parties, and the daring people who loved to look for haunted places to explore. The last of those three made my afterlife somewhat bearable. Being a ghost was awful lonely most days.

“Crystal, are you sure you don’t want to come out with us tonight? I could get you an outfit real quick,” my friend asked.

The t-shirt and shorts I wore didn’t exactly fit with the spirit of Halloween. I tapped my fingers along the side of my camera, “You know I always go ghost hunting on Halloween.”

“And you’ve never found anything. Come on, we’re going to a house party. Jessica is going to be there,” she purred.

“Don’t play that card with me. I really like her, but this is something I only do once a year,” I mumbled. The comment about my lack of evidence of ghosts stung my pride.

“Fine, I’ll try to get her to text you or something.”

I sighed, “Please don’t. She’s probably not even into chicks.”

My friend laughed and walked outside, “It’s not like you’re going to be there to stop me. Have fun, Crystal.”

I watched her walk away and enjoyed the sway of her hips. The nurse outfit she wore intentionally showed her ass off to anyone that wanted to look. Friends or not, that didn’t stop me from wanting to spread her legs and test how straight she was.

The thoughts were distracting me, it was already seven-thirty and I needed to get on the road if I was going to explore the home I found online. I hurried up and got ready to leave and tried to remember the important details of the house.

From what I read, a sweet woman had accidentally ingested peanuts which she was highly allergic to. She lived alone, and sadly, no one knew she passed until the next day. Tanya’s case was horrible, but there were reports of people feeling incredibly uneasy when they entered the home trying to purchase it.

It seemed to be enough to drive away even the most resolute of people. There were never any physical marks or sounds from what the reports said. The pervasive feeling that something horrible was going to happen lingered with people and within a week, they couldn’t handle it anymore.

I parked my car two streets away in a store’s parking lot and started walking briskly towards the house. Breaking and entering wasn’t something to be proud of, but there was no other way to get into the house without scheduling an appointment. Even as I approached the two-bedroom home, I felt a tingle dancing down my spine. Something in my stomach told me that this was going to be the year that I finally caught something on film.

The only thing left to do was hope that it wouldn’t be something that was viewed after I’d been found dead!

After making sure that no one was watching me, I slipped into the yard and hurried around the back of the house. Much to my surprise, the grass hadn’t grown tall and there were no signs of nature trying to reclaim this place. I started up the three steps to the back porch and felt my heart beating rapidly. Each step added pressure to my shoulders and I let out a shaky sigh as I started recording my adventure.

The camera’s light shot through the darkness and I pressed it against my pants to keep it out of sight as I reached for the doorknob. I turned it and found that it was unlocked. That should have been the moment I turned around and left. Something didn’t feel right as I pushed the door open, like I was being watched.

I’d come too far and given up on my other possible plans already. There was no way I’d turn back now. I stepped inside and lifted the camera and let the light pierce into the darkness of the house. My chest heaved as I glanced through the immaculate home. Every surface looked freshly dusted, the furniture had no signs of deterioration. For a home that hadn’t received much attention for almost two years, it was in amazing condition.

I shuffled through the living room and stopped to look around. Out of the corner of my eye, I thought I saw a shadow flickering. The hairs on the back of my neck stood up and my heart jumped into my throat. My anxiety must have been getting the best of me, I rationalized. As much as I wanted to believe in spirits, there was no way that something like that really existed. I would have found something by now, wouldn’t I?

Eight years of doing this had led to nothing, but then again, most of the places I visited couldn’t bring a physical response out of me. This house was different. How? I couldn’t say. My gut told me to run from the house, but I needed to see this through.

My feet shuffled towards the place where I thought I saw the shadow and I called out, “Tanya? If you’re here with me, could you make your presence known?”

After a few moments of not getting a response, I let out a quiet chuckle. My nerves must have been the cause of my hallucination. With a measure of validation washing over me, I walked down the hallway and opened the first door on my right.

Inside, a small bathroom greeted me. It wasn’t much, and honestly, this house didn’t look all too bad to me. Sure, it was a little on the small side, but for someone like myself, it was amazing. It would definitely beat living with my parents.

I backed out of the bathroom and headed into the door that was opposite of it. There was a twin bed in the center of the room with a dressed in it. If I had to guess, this had to be the guest room. I walked to the bed and sat on the edge of it.

“Tanya, if you’re here, could you give me a sign? I’m not here to chase you away, I just want to talk,” I called out into the darkness. The beam of light emitting from my camera flickered for a second and I gasped. In that millisecond it took to come back on, I saw a shadow standing in the doorway.

When the light came back on, there was nothing there. Once again, I had to calm myself down. My mind had to be playing tricks on me. There was only one room left in this house that had been unexplored. Tanya’s room.

I stood up and trudged towards her room. My breathing intensified and I could feel the temperature drop a few degrees. As my hand reached for the doorknob to turn it, I heard the faintest whisper coming from inside. I yanked my hand back and called out, “Hello? Is someone else here?”

No response. My nerves had taken all they could by this point and I let out a deep breath of air as I grasped the handle again. I turned the knob and opened the door. A loud scream erupted from my lungs as I saw a figure leaning against the dressed on the far wall. I pointed the light from my camera at the thing and what I made my knees go weak.

The thin figure wore a lingerie set, including a pair of stockings. I wished that was all I noticed. Just someone playing a prank on me, that would have made things so much easier to comprehend. My light illuminated the wall behind the woman. The light filtered through her form and came out slightly dimmed on the other side. There should have been no way for that to be possible.

I looked at the camera’s screen and my blood ran cold. There was nothing on the display.

“Well, you wanted to talk, didn’t you?” the figure asked.

My eyes wandered back up her frame and I swallowed heavily. In my initial take, I didn’t notice the large bulge in the panties she wore. Tanya caught my gaze and she sighed heavily, “If I could wear something else, I would. Stop staring at it.”

“H-How is this possible?”

She shrugged her shoulders, “Why do you think I would know? All I have are theories.”

Here I sat, kneeling on the floor having a normal conversation with a ghost. My mind couldn’t leap through enough hurdles to rationalize this. I swallowed heavily and spoke quietly, “A-Are you going to hurt me?”

Tanya moved away from the dresser and moved towards me. Her feet never touched the floor as she floated my way. She leaned down and smiled at me before speaking softly, “I wouldn’t dream of hurting you. Believe it or not, not all of us are malicious.”

“A-All of us?”

“The rest of the ghosts I’ve met. Some are vengeful, those aren’t the norm. Most of us are just… Jealous,” she said with a sigh.

Now that she got closer, I could make her features out better. Tanya had wild brown hair that hung draped over her shoulder. Her eyes looked gray in the lighting, but maybe they might have once been blue.

My free hand reached forward to try and touch her leg. As my fingers connected with a tangible form, I let out another gasp. Tanya moaned softly and whispered, “So warm.”

I looked into her eyes and asked, “H-How is this possible?”

“It’s Halloween. The one day that our worlds are close enough for those of us that aren’t weakened to become partially physical again,” she looked to the side and let out a deep sigh. “If only for one night of the year.”

“Why haven’t there been more ghosts that interact then?” I asked.

She smiled down at me, “Because most of us can’t wait an entire year to try and contact others. We all had families and loved ones. Do you know how hard it is to not try and let them know you’re okay? Could you imagine watching the people you care about going through hard times and just sitting by doing nothing?”

I shook my head, “That sounds horrible. B-But how are you here, then?”

Tanya floated away and laid on the bed. Her thin frame barely made an indent in the bed, but the fact that there was some physical reaction did change things. I lifted my camera to her and caught the indent on film. She looked at me for a moment, I saw the pain in her eyes, “Because no one like that is alive for me.”

I felt my shoulders droop, “Can you tell me your story, Tanya?”

“You wouldn’t want to hear it, person,” she mumbled.

“My name is Crystal,” I whispered.

“Crystal, you’ve probably searched what happened to me. How else would you know my name?” she asked.

I nodded, “I did look you up. I know that people get horrible feelings when they’re here. Could you explain that?”

She patted the bed beside her, “If you share something with me first.”

“What do you want from me?” I asked nervously.

“Warmth. I promise it’s not going to hurt you or whatever. Heat is something you take for granted until you can’t enjoy it naturally anymore,” she said.

I stood and walked closer to the bed, “If you can’t feel it naturally, how would me being close change things?”

“I’ll explain after you get close. It ties into my story.”

“Is it okay if I put my camera on your nightstand?” I asked.

“I don’t care. Just remember, you let this footage leak and you’re not going to get the chance to see me again. People will swarm to this place and make it a tourist trap,” she said.

I nodded and set my camera up on the nightstand. As I got into bed, I could feel her chilling presence sapping heat from me. It didn’t feel all too uncomfortable. If I had to compare it to anything, it was like being under the vent of a powerful air conditioner. The temperature shift changed slowly until it just felt like a cool breeze washing over me.

The initial few moments were filled with moans from Tanya that were a little on the sensual side. I glanced down her waist and saw the bulge in her panties grow until the head of her thick cock spilled out. She looked at me and for a second, I thought I saw her cheeks flush.

Her body seemed a little more colorful than before as if my warmth was making her more tangible by the second. The erection made things a little odd, and I mumbled, “I’m glad it’s good for you.”

She sheepishly smiled and used her hands to cover her crotch, “You’re pretty attractive and the heat feels a lot like a blowjob if I’m being honest.”

“Er, could we talk about you now?” I asked. The sexual tension growing made me even more uncomfortable. While I think of myself as a lesbian, I couldn’t pretend that she wasn’t turning me on. Her feminine body coupled with an impressive cock would fuel my fantasies for a while.

Tanya nodded and wiggled until she pressed her body against mine. After another moan, she turned her head to look at me, “So we’ll start with the uncomfortable feelings people get. I’m not someone that has people to care about. I don’t want to go into it too much, but I was an orphan. The people I cared about tended to let me down in life. After I passed, I heard more than one of those I thought I cared about say that while what happened was unfortunate, they felt things were better now. That’s not something anyone should have to hear, Crystal.”

She turned onto her side and pressed herself against me again. Now, her futa-cock rubbed against my hip and she mumbled, “If you want to hear more, you’re going to have to let me stay like this. It feels too good and I’ve never been able to have this kind of contact, Crystal.”

My cheeks flushed a deep shade of red and I nodded.

Tanya smiled and whispered into my ear, “I want to hear you say it’s okay.”

“Y-You can get closer, T-Tanya,” I muttered. Even if I wanted to share this video, I couldn’t bear the shame that would come with it. While they might not see her, I would know what was happening. I was letting a transgender ghost use me for her pleasure.

Her right arm draped over my torso and she moved her leg between mine. Tanya’s cock continued to grow as she enjoyed my warmth. As strange as it seemed, she felt like she was growing more solid over time. Hell, her shaft actually felt a little warm against my stomach. The stockings she wore felt amazing as they rubbed against my bare lower legs.

“Mm, so warm. Anyway, before I end up finding out what happens when I get too excited, back to the reason people get those feelings. The more something from the ethereal plane tries to interact, the weaker they get. If they don’t interact, they become more of a presence. Think of it like a battery. Speaking of, your camera isn’t going to last too long, that part isn’t fake. We really do drain them,” she said.

I glanced over to my camera and saw the blinking red light and sighed, “Fucking great. Hurry up with the story then? If I can hear you on the camera, I want to have this documented. And no, I won’t share it.” If I played my cards right, she might even do me a favor next year by letting me record evidence of her somewhere else. From how she made it sound, she wasn’t attached to this house. That would be something to ask her about.

“Right, a battery that isn’t charged can do nothing. Being around people is a way for us to recharge, to an extent. It takes so much longer to build up enough energy to even move an object than it does to just influence your environment passively. I have no one to visit. No one to see. No one to miss. I don’t have anything draining my battery. There are outliers, of course, the more aggressive ghosts can feed off fear. Others feed on sorrow, happiness, or pretty much any emotion. Those are the kinds of ghosts that have been around so long that they understand how things work and tend to view the newer ones as pathetic,” Tanya explained.

The thought of ghosts having a hierarchy would never have crossed my mind, but it did make a little sense. Her hips pressed against me and I mumbled, “So what about heaven or hell?”

She sighed and pulled me a little closer to her, “They do exist in some way. I don’t know why I haven’t crossed over and I don’t really care. I exist and there are things that make my life interesting. You’re the first person that I’ve had the pleasure of having a conversation with. Strange how much you miss that, even when you’re an introvert in life.”

I smiled at that. This ghost was turned on and grinding her cock against me, yet I still felt like she had more tact than most people that were interested in me. As fucked up as it was, I didn’t want this conversation to end. I didn’t want to leave Tanya.

“So what would happen to me if I wanted to buy this place?” I asked.

Her eyes widened, “I would have to leave.”

“Why?”

She sighed, “Imagine watching someone living their life and finding someone that they loved. One, I don’t want to hear you fucking dudes at random times. Two, I can’t have that. I wouldn’t want to subject myself to that.”

“I’m a lesbian,” I grumbled.

“Does that really change anything?” she asked. As uncaring as she seemed to be about that, she did turn a little and her cock pulled away from my stomach.

I reached over to her hips and tried to pull her back onto me, “You don’t have to move.”

She smirked and pressed her cock against me again, “Sounds like you’re enjoying this a little more than you’re letting on, Crystal.”

“You wanted me to keep you warm while we talked, it’s unfair to you if I don’t keep my side of the bargain,” I said.

Tanya’s slid down my torso and she teased along the waist of my shorts, “You know I would get warmer if you weren’t dressed.”

I rolled my eyes and reached down to unbutton my shorts, “If you take them off, you have to promise to answer more of my questions.”

Tanya didn’t hesitate to lean up and slide my shorts off. She smiled at the sight of my bare pussy, “No panties?”

“I don’t have anyone to dress up for,” I mumbled.

She got back into position and reached between us to slid her cock between my thighs. I let out a soft moan as her warm cock pulsed and pressed against my clit. Tanya giggled and let her hips rock ever so slightly to keep the teasing up, “You know I would have answered more even if you kept them on.”

“I-I don’t care. It’s only polite,” I said.

“It’s nice to know that you’re worried about being kind to a ghost, Crystal,” she leaned in a little closer and whispered, “But you’re getting wet. I can feel your pussy getting hotter by the second.”

I closed my eyes and tried to pretend that what she was saying wasn’t true. My body craved more of Tanya, but I had to remind myself that she wouldn’t be here tomorrow. “What would happen if you spent more time being really close to someone if it wasn’t Halloween?” I asked.

She giggled and slid her hand down my waist and rested it on my hip, “I couldn’t tell you. Most ghosts don’t get that close to people, believe it or not, we don’t want to be found out most of the time. The religious ones can indeed send us away. Some of us are really attached to the places we haunt.”

A soft whimper escaped me, then I blurted out another question, “What would happen if I wanted to spend more time with you?”

No sooner than the words left my lips, the camera’s light flickered off. Here I was in a haunted house, in the dark, with a ghost. Logic told me to be afraid, but my burning desire made me want to stay for the rest of the night.

Her hand slid under my ass and she pulled me on top of her. Her cock nestled between my folds and I rocked my hips along her shaft. Quivering moans escaped me and she let out a soft groan before she slid her hands under my shirt and started easing it up my stomach, “Then you would have to buy the house or agree to me following you home. As stupid as this is, I can manipulate touchscreen phones. Electromagnetic fields and pressure, it’s hard to explain, but I could text you from your phone.”

I reached down and pulled my shirt off and tossed it aside. After, I slid my hand between my legs and moved her panties further down her thighs. Tanya didn’t stop me, so I gently grasped the bottom of her cock and held it tightly against me as I rubbed my pussy along her thick girl-cock.

“And we could do this once a year?” I asked.

She groaned and pressed her head into the bed, “This is just foreplay, surely you’d want to go all out on a holiday, wouldn’t you?”

My cheeks burned hot from the embarrassment as I whispered, “I’d rather you take the lead. I don’t really know what I’m doing.”

Tanya smiled at me and whispered, “I’ll teach you everything you need to know for the next time we can do this, Crystal.” Her hands moved to my hips, “Get on your side facing away from me.”

I let out a soft whimper as I rolled off of her and got onto my side. Her lukewarm body pressed against mine. Her lips pressed against the back of my neck as she used her hand to guide her thick futa-cock to my entrance. Tanya suckled on my sensitive neck and her tongue danced across my skin as she pushed herself into my soaked pussy.

The wetness on my neck gave me hope that she might be able to produce another fluid. One that was much more… Intimate. Her hips slowly pushed into mine and she eventually pushed fully into me. With her base pushing against my thighs, I felt a deep pressure within my core. Tanya’s cock was much bigger than any dildo I’d ever experimented with and I loved how full I felt.

Ghost or not, Tanya managed to do what no other person had done so far. She made me comfortable enough to share my body. Tanya gently pushed her cock into me in long, slow strokes. Her lips pulled away from my neck and I felt her push her stomach and breasts tighter against my back, “S-So warm.”

I turned my head and tried to look at her, in the dark, all I could make out were her beautiful eyes. Those orbs had no traces of gray left. Her blue eyes met with mine and she tilted her head so that I could kiss her. The unspoken conversation between us said more than either of us could have vocalized.

As her lips parted and she pushed her tongue into my mouth, I could taste a hint of peanuts and I felt my heart sink for a moment. Even in the afterlife, Tanya had been a good sport. All the times I threw fits because of little things and let myself hate the world meant nothing in comparison to how much Tanya had gone through. Three years had passed between that incident and now, yet here she was, willing to share herself with me in the most intimate way.

She could have done anything she wanted to scare me away. Yet, when push came to shove, Tanya shared things with me that she didn’t have to just so she wouldn’t be alone.

After a few moments of the deep kiss, I broke away and whispered, “I don’t want to leave you, Tanya.”

Her thrusts stopped and she held herself deep inside me, “You don’t have to go. If you bought this house, I would stay, Crystal. I can’t say what’s going to happen between the years, but I know that I’ll be here until you don’t want me around anymore.”

The paranormal had always fascinated me. Now, I had a passion ignited within me to explore every facet of this ghost, “I’ll move in as soon as I can, Tanya. J-Just follow me home until then, okay?”

Tanya put a hand on my hip and started hammering into me as she grunted, “Done, but I don’t know how long I have left tonight, Crystal.”

I pushed against her every thrust and squeaked, “T-Then fuck me until you have to go.”

Her heavy breathing only got louder as she pushed herself to her limit within my tight pussy. At one point, I thought I was a lesbian, but now I’m not even sure if that applies. Ghosts are only kind of people, right?

My inquisitive mind wasn’t allowed to wander as Tanya moved her hand further around my body so that her fingers could furiously rub my clit. Any thoughts I had in the moment were snuffed out as she pounded me without mercy. Her thick futa-cock I could handle, the added pleasure of my clit being abused was too much.

Loud moans ruptured forth and my thighs squeezed closed as my core tightened and spasmed violently. Tanya let out hissing breaths as she continued to work her girl-cock into me. Her hand managed to stick to my clit even as I bucked around. The overwhelming orgasm that surged through me caused my toes to curl in delicious delight as my juices squirted onto my thighs and Tanya’s cock.

Tanya let out a deep groan and slammed her cock as far into me as she could. That thick shaft throbbed within me and I could feel the hot cum pouring into me as she moaned, “So warm, Crystal.”

We rested for a few moments with her cool body pressed against mine. As I turned to face her, I felt my heart plummet once again. Her eyes had gone gray and I could feel her body growing every more intangible.

“T-Tanya! Please don’t go!” I called out.

Her form continued to grow ever more transparent and the last thing she said before she completely vanished was, “I’ll never leave you, Crystal.”

After I left Tanya’s home, I hurried back to my car and opened my phone and opened the messenger application. Five minutes passed. Then ten. Warm tears started trickling down my cheeks and I leaned back to rest my head against the seat of the car. Then I heard the clicking sound of the keys being tapped and looked down to read the message.

‘I’m here. Please don’t cry, I haven’t had sex in years, I’m a little tired.’

The message made me smile and I called out quietly, “Next year will be more fun, Tanya.”


Story Three

Megan and Sofia’s Awakening

Leaving the Futa Cult


I descended the stairs into the basement of our cult leader’s home. I heard the familiar sound of quiet giggling and the occasional gasp coming from one of the more submissive members that were being flogged. My smile spread further as a pair of hands clasped onto my shoulders, “I’m glad you could make it, Megan.”

“I hate missing our meetings, Mistress Kira,” I said and continued down the stairs.

Once we were in the room, Kira pulled me in for a hug and gave me a soft kiss on the forehead. “Tonight’s meeting is urgent. You’ve got a few minutes before I call for everyone’s attention. Grab a drink, enjoy yourself.”

Kira left before I could pester her with my questions. As one of the newer members of our group, I didn’t quite understand my place here yet. All I knew was that they treated me like I was special instead of a freak. Real futas were a rarity, one that Kira wanted to protect and help thrive as a community.

I stepped around a few of the women that were enjoying the more physical nature of the gathering. Not that I hadn’t occasionally partaken myself, but tonight I was more curious about what Kira called us here for. I grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge and took a seat on a sofa. Sofia, a petite redhead, joined me and smiled warmly at me.

“You can talk, sweetie,” I said and put my hand gently on her shoulder.

Sofia nodded, “Thank you, Mistress Megan.”

The title wasn’t quite fitting for me, but I wasn’t quite a submissive. It was all part of the cult’s hierarchy. The best part of the hierarchy is that you weren’t forced into a role, you could choose.

She put her hand on my lap and rubbed from my base to my tip in repeated motions, “Mistress Megan, I was hoping that you wouldn’t mind me asking if you needed a little stress relief?”

I smiled at her, “You can play to your heart’s content as long as you don’t try and undress me. I’m more interested in the meeting right now, Sofia, but if you want to spend some time together after it’s over, I’d enjoy that.”

Sofia immediately shifted herself to sit in my lap. She was only a little smaller than myself, but her weight felt pleasant in my lap as she ground her hips onto me. I leaned back against the couch and uncapped my water bottle and took a long drink. Around the time that my futa-cock had fully hardened, Kira walked to her podium and cleared her throat.

All noise in the basement stopped as the rest of the congregation gave Kira their attention. Sofia even relaxed in my lap and leaned against my chest. I wrapped my arms around her waist and put my chin on her shoulder. I didn’t want her to feel like I wasn’t appreciative of her playfulness.

“Good evening everyone,” Kira started. “The Saturday meeting is still on, but I didn’t call you here on a Monday to annoy anyone. I’ve decided that our numbers have swelled large enough that we can start expanding our influence. With our most recent addition,” she gestured to me, “we have twenty-six true futas.”

There was a round of applause and Kira smiled warmly and let the noise die down before continuing. “Three of us are in positions of power already. One more is the daughter of a rather influential politician. I have no intention of overthrowing any form of government, not yet at least. Our current goal isn’t world domination or anything extreme. What our current goal should be is to finally open our doors to members that are willing to worship futas as the goddesses that we are. Male, female, transgender, I don’t care. Find someone that would be willing to serve us. Not as individuals, that would be too simple.”

Kira brought her hands together and smiled warmly, “It’s time to become public. I brought you all here to announce our new venue. The Futanari’s Dream is open for business. I and Shirley pooled together and bought a building downtown and restored it. It will function as both a bar and a place of… Worship.”

Another round of applause sounded out. Kira smiled warmly and called out, “Don’t feel pressured to bring just anyone into our new establishment. Remember, if your addition to the fold isn’t willing to serve us as their superiors, they do not belong. With that, you can stay as long as you’d like, but Shirley and I have a date in my bedroom.”

Kira walked over to her wife and led her upstairs. As soon as our leader left, the pleasurable grinding from Sofia continued, “Mistress, what do you think the bar is going to look like?”

I put my bottle of water down and chuckled, “Your guess is as good as mine, but what do you think about getting out of here? You’ve been after me for three weeks now, Sofia. Isn’t it about time you’ve got what you want?”

She giggled and stood up, “I’d love to have your cock deep inside me, Mistress.”

“I know, it’s what most of you girls want from me,” I teased. While I wasn’t the most impressive of the futas, I certainly wasn’t easily ignored. My issue was that I didn’t know enough about the BDSM community to really call myself a Mistress. From what the other six Mistresses said, I had quite the grasp on the lifestyle, but I felt that I had a long way to go.

I got off the couch and wrapped my arm around her waist and walked with her up the stairs, “Did you drive here?”

“No, Mistress, I got a ride from Fiona. But don’t worry, I don’t work tomorrow,” she said cheerfully.

“Mm, well I do have to go to work. That doesn’t mean I can’t spend a little time with you tonight. Do you have anything you need to do tomorrow?” I asked as we headed to my car.

“I don’t think I do,” she said.

I smirked and opened the passenger door for her, “Good, then you can thank me for tonight by cleaning the house while I’m at work.”

Sofia giggled, “I’d love to!”

Cleaning had never been something I was thrilled about. While my house wasn’t filthy, it could definitely use a little love and attention. As I drove to my house, Sofia’s hand massaged my cock through my jeans. If I wasn’t already sure I’d get to take care of myself in a few minutes, I would have made her take care of me right now!

I turned into my driveway and parked my car in the garage and let out a deep breath, “You’re such a damn tease, Sofia.”

Her fingers kneaded my shaft pleasurably as she whispered, “Mistress, how do you think I’ve felt since you showed up? Always letting me play with you but never taking it any further.”

A smile crossed my lips as I got out of the car, “Good things are worth waiting for, aren’t they?”

She got out and followed me inside, “I definitely hope so, Mistress.”

I ran my hand up her side and then took a handful of her hair and pulled until she sunk to her knees. “I bet you want me to fuck you right here like the slut you are, Sofia.”

Her soft green eyes shone brightly as she looked up at me, “Harder, Mistress!”

A giggle escaped me and I gave her hair a sharp tug before letting go, “Follow me, slut.”

She moved to stand up and I gently slapped her cheek, “What do you think you’re doing? Oh sweetie, it’s cute that you think you are allowed to walk like a real woman. Crawl.”

Sofia’s pale cheeks reddened as she slunk down to her hands and knees. I smiled down at her and patted her head, “Good girl.” I walked backwards into the living room and watched her hips sway as she followed after me with hunger in her eyes. The shorts she wore barely covered her ass and I couldn’t pretend that I wasn’t interested in finally enjoying her.

The carpeted floor of my living room was rather nice, while I wasn’t thinking about it when I bought this house, it would certainly help protect her hands and knees. As compliant as Sofia was, I was concerned with her comfort and safety.

When I stopped, she did as well and looked up to me and spoke softly, “Mistress?”

“Stay still,” I said quietly as I walked behind her. Sofia’s tight ass filled out the shorts she wore and the bulge in them was obvious. While she wasn’t as blessed some of the other members of our futa cult, she still put most men to shame. I ran my hands down her lower back and gave her ass a gentle squeeze. My right hand dipped between her legs and I roughly squeezed her futa-cock, “We’re not going to be using this tonight, Sofia. I don’t think you’re going to be too sad about that though.”

My hand let go of her shaft and I let my hands run along her balls before I finally made her break her silence. A loud gasp escaped her as my fingers pressed against her heated pussy, “You know, there are few things better than a needy slut being bent over for you. I can think of something though, Sofia.”

Her tone was shaky as she asked, “W-What’s that, Mistress?”

“I want to hear you how much you want my cock,” I purred.

There was no hesitation, “Mistress, I want you to use me like the slut I am! I want to feel your beautiful cock fill me until I can’t think straight. I need your cum inside me, Mistress. P-Please?”

I reached around her waist and unbuttoned her shorts, then pulled them down to her knees. Sofia’s pink cotton panties had the word ‘Brat’ in bold black letters across the ass. I couldn’t help but let out a quiet chuckle as I pulled them down to join her shorts. If I had more tools to keep her restrained at my disposal, I would have just taken them all the way off. For now, having her stuck in a kneeling position would work just fine.

My left hand slid up her milky thighs and I let my fingers explore her folds with very little pressure as I spoke firmly, “But what makes a slut like you think that I should even give you a chance to feel my cock?”

Sofia looked back at me and I could see the fear in her beautiful eyes, “M-Mistress, I don’t deserve the chance to have you inside me. I want to make you a happy woman and if I can’t do that with my body, just tell me what I can do!”

Her words sounded genuine and I found myself at a loss of words. I didn’t know how to respond to such blind devotion. Sofia barely knew me, even when we were at meetings, she primarily just played with my cock and told me how much she loved it. A part of me felt honored, but the other part felt like I would only end up letting her down.

Still, I couldn’t deny that my futa-cock was rock hard in my pants and the pressure was getting to be uncomfortable. I stood straight and started undressing as I spoke softly, “And what do you get out of this, Sofia? People don’t do things for the sake of them, you’re sharing something quite special with me by offering yourself up. So tell me why.”

Her eyes tore away from my exposed cock and met with mine, “B-Because you’re someone that I feel would make me safe, Mistress. I don’t like floating from one person to the next and you haven’t shown much interest in the other women at our meetings. I like how you treat me, and I hope that I can be the person you want to be with… Like Kira and Shirley.”

Sofia’s words brought a smile to my lips and I knelt behind her, “Well if you want to do this, we’re going to have to get started before I need to go to sleep. As beautiful as you look on your knees, I’d rather not be late for work. That’d mean I’d have a bad day tomorrow and you wouldn’t want me to come home upset, would you?”

She shook her head, “Of course not, Mistress!”

I chuckled and rubbed my cock along her soaked slit, “So you’re saying that you’ll be here tomorrow?”

“If you want me to be, Mistress,” Sofia said.

The thick crown of my shaft spread her entrance and she let out a loud gasp as I pushed further into her. Once half of my length was inside her pussy, I rubbed my hands across her ass to help her relax, “I definitely don’t mind, Sofia. We’re not blind to what our cult is supposed to be doing, are we? It’s a gathering of the most amazing types of people in our city, surely you don’t think a few couples wouldn’t form?”

Sofia’s deep breathing paused just long enough to whisper, “M-Mistress?”

The surprise in her tone made me giggle. I put a hand on her lower back and pulled her against me as I thrust my futa-cock deeper into her tight cunt, “You heard me, slut. I want you to be mine, I’m not sure how much I want to bring others back home with me. You’ve been a sweet little thing since I’ve met you. Besides,” I gave her ass a rough slap. “I love redheads.”

She gasped at the pain and then let out a low moan before grinding her hips against me, “M-More.”

I rocked my cock into her as I gave her ass alternating spanks. Her pale flesh didn’t take too long to start turning pink. Each slap made her cry out softly and I had only just begun. I never imagined that hurting someone would be so arousing for me. There was no denying that having her tight lips wrapped around my thick shaft as I abused her ass was one of the most erotic things I’d ever experienced.

Soon, I heard Sofia crying quietly and I let my hands rest on either side of her ass, “How much more can you take, Sofia?”

Her head dipped between her shoulders, “A-Anything you want me to, M-Mistress.”

I gave her ass a fierce slap, “That’s not what I asked!”

A yell erupted from her and she called out loudly, “M-Mistress, I don’t want to be spanked anymore right now!”

I giggled and put my left hand on her hip and took a firm grip. As I started pumping my cock into her burning desire, I reached around with my right hand and started stroking her girl-cock. While she was less than half my size, that didn’t mean she couldn’t be pleasured.

Each time my hips pounded against her ass, she let out a soft gasp that was followed by a pleasured moan. Soon, I couldn’t stop thrusting into her if I wanted to. Her pussy was the best I’d ever felt. Even with my limited experience with natural women, I could guess that futas were superior in every way. The sounds my beautiful, lithe, cocksleeve made as I pumped into her were a level above anything I’d ever heard in the bedroom.

Her mixture of pain and pleasure rung out so serenely. If I wasn’t so damn close to filling her with my futa-cum, I would have drawn this out longer just to hear more of her music.

The pace of my hips increased and I stroked her cock as quickly as I could without interrupting my thrusts. Sofia’s yelps had faded away, all that came from her now were the succulent moans that got louder each time my futa-cock kissed her cervix. I could have died a happy woman if this was my last night in this world.

Her hands gripped the carpet tightly and she panted, “M-Mistress, c-can I cum?”

“Only if you catch it all in your hand, slut. You wouldn’t want to stain your Mistress’s carpet, would you?”

She balanced herself on one hand and used the other to cup the head of her cock. No sooner than she had done what I asked, her cock started throbbing in my hand and I pulled my hand away and put it on her hip. I held onto her and hammered into her as hard as I could as her bliss-filled cries filled the room.

The mixture of her pussy tightening around my shaft as I slammed into her, the sound of her moans, and the thought of this being a recurring experience in my life sent me over the edge. Flames of lust licked through my body, igniting every sensual nerve I had in my body. My heavy balls drew closer to my core and I let out a sharp gasp as I felt the first heated shot of cum forced itself deep into Sofia.

My orgasm emptied into her, rope after rope of my cum splashing into her fertile depths. The thought of impregnating her couldn’t even begin to make me panic. If she ended up pregnant, that was fine by me.

As my cock slowly softened within her, I eased my way out of her and sat on the carpet to catch my breath. Sofia turned to look back at me with a deep blush on her face, “M-Mistress?”

“Yes?”

“What do I do with my cum?”

I giggled, “You’re a futa, Sofia. You should know better than to waste any of our precious cum.” She lifted her palm closer to her lips and I called out, “Nope. You’re a dirty slut, aren’t you Sofia?”

She nodded, “F-For you and you alone, Mistress.”

“Then you’re going to rub your cum onto my cock. I’m pretty sure you wouldn’t mind sucking my cock clean of your cum and your juices, would you?” I purred.

Sofia turned to face me and immediately reached out to start spreading her cum along my shaft. Her load wasn’t nearly as impressive as mine, but I wasn’t going to complain. Especially not when she leaned down and greedily swallowed my entire softened cock. Sofia’s tongue expertly danced around my girl-cock and I couldn’t resist letting out a long, low moan as she sucked powerfully on my shaft.

Soon, my futa-cock was hard again and I reached a hand down into her hair and gently pulled her away, “You know, I’ve still got to get some sleep tonight. But I think you’ve more than earned a second round tonight, baby. Maybe this time I’ll fuck your cute little ass.”

She smiled at me and whispered, “Anything you want, Mistress.”

I stood up, “I could get used to this, Sofia.”

“I’m already used to it, Megan,” she purred.

A smile crossed my lips, “Sounds like you’re getting a little too comfortable, slut. You’re going to need another spanking before I fuck you.”

She groaned quietly but smiled anyway. As I led her into my room, I couldn’t help but think about what Kira mentioned earlier. Finding others to serve us would only make things difficult now. I didn’t want to be served by anyone else. If Sofia wasn’t cream of the crop, I didn’t want to find someone that would put her to shame.

Even if I wasn’t experiencing the absolute best life had to offer, she was more than enough to keep me happy. Ignorance is bliss, after all.

Maybe Sofia and I would have to start skipping out on the cult meetings. I could think of a few ways to spend that hour of our lives.


Story Four

A Futa’s Night on the Town

Getting Lucky with my Fertile Best Friend


“Think I’ll meet a hunk tonight?” Bella asked.

I adjusted my bra as I looked at her dress on my bed, “Maybe, but you’re not fucking him here.”

She giggled and turned away from me to grab her dress. Her white lace lingerie made my mouth water and she bent over my bed and wiggled her ass at me, “You sure I couldn’t convince you to let me have just a little fun here tonight? Come on, you said I could relax at your place for a few days.”

“You keep shaking that ass at me and I’m going to have to jerk off before we leave,” I said jokingly.

Bella and I had only known each other for about six months. She didn’t make the most sense to me, but she was one of the best friends I’d ever made. She didn’t make a big deal about me being trans, and made even less of a deal about me checking her out. Friend or not, she was the most attractive woman I knew.

Her long, curly red hair framed her delicate face. The light spattering of freckles around her dimpled cheeks added to her appeal for me. But it was her green eyes that set her apart from the rest of the women for me. While I gave her grief occasionally about being a ginger, she was my type.

She started putting on her dress. Her long, smooth legs seemed to go on forever as I watched her get dressed. Bella looked back at me and smiled before calling out, “Don’t act like you didn’t do it before I came over. Probably wanted to have me spread my legs for you so you didn’t have to imagine it. Is that close to being right?”

I chuckled and pulled my skirt up my thighs. The large bulge in my panties was finally out of sight and I could relax just a little. While Bella and I could joke about a lot of things, I didn’t feel comfortable getting turned on around her. The jokes were one thing, but I hated pretending like I didn’t genuinely want her.

“Something like that. I was thinking about holding you by your hair while I railed you from behind,” I teased as I pulled my black and white tank top on.

“That doesn’t sound half bad. Maybe I’ll have to ask you to go into that a little more later. Zip me up?” she asked.

I helped her with her zipper before brushing her red hair over her shoulder. Her bright green eyes seemed to almost smile at me and I spoke softly, “Why do we do this to one another?”

Her smile faded and she asked, “Do what to each other?”

Her dismissive tone ripped my heart from my chest. I must have been looking too far into whatever this was. “Nothing, get your stuff together if you want to go dancing,” I said and hurried out of my room.

Bella followed me, staying a few steps behind me to give me space, “Is something wrong, Vic?”

“It’s fine, don’t worry about it. I’m just worried about being late,” I said.

“Nothing to be late to, but okay.”

What was I supposed to say to her? I couldn’t tell her that she’d practically just shot me down without even acknowledging that I was really interested in her. After months of being her wingman while she hooked up with strangers occasionally didn’t sit well with me. The pleasure that comes with getting laid is great, but I couldn’t stand seeing her spread her legs for someone that didn’t care about her.

If I was with her, at least she wouldn’t have to wake up alone the next morning…

I grabbed my keys from the living room and was about to put on my shoes when I realized I’d forgotten my new stockings. My mind was busy abusing me about my stupidity. Why did I even bother trying to get her to see that we could be a couple? If she wanted to see that, she would have let me take her on that date I offered when we first met.

Instead of a date, she gave me her number and invited me to spend time with her and her boyfriend at the time. He only stuck around long enough to get in her panties. I didn’t tell her that he tried to get in mine, that wouldn’t have helped anything. Besides, it wasn’t like she was torn up about him breaking up with her.

I mumbled, “Forgot my stockings, one sec.”

She nodded and put on her heels before she went outside. I heard the car door shut a few seconds later. I took my time getting my stockings and heels on. Tonight was supposed to be fun, holding onto this emotional attachment for a chick that didn’t have the same feelings was just a waste.

But the heart wants what the heart wants.

I grabbed my wallet and went outside to join her. The ride to the club was mostly quiet. I didn’t really have much to say, so I played music and tried to pretend things were fine.

Just before we got to the club, she put her hand on my knee and rubbed her thumb over it slowly, “You know, it’s not that I’m not interested in you.”

I turned the radio down, “We don’t have to talk about it right now, Bella. Let’s go enjoy ourselves, if you’re still in the mood to talk about it later, we can.”

Anything was better than dealing with the emotional fallout right now. I didn’t want to ruin our night out together. As stressful as life was, we both needed this outlet and spoiling the night by talking about what could possibly be between us could wait until after we’d had a little fun.

She nodded her head and spoke softly, “Just don’t forget to bring it up later.”

I pulled into a parking space and turned off the car, “It’s not like we’re going in there to drink! Come on, don’t linger on it, at least not before you’ve had your chance to shake that ass of yours!”

Her words were eating away at me, but I didn’t want to be selfish right now. This was one of the few things she asked me to do with her. Usually, she let me have my way and we did the things I wanted. Saturdays were her days.

I opened the car door and waited for her to get out before locking my vehicle. Even in a respectable neighborhood, I didn’t feel comfortable leaving the doors unlocked.

“Oh, I love this song, come on!” Bella said as she hurried towards the doors. Her heels clicked as she hurried away and I followed behind her. The bass of the music thumped loudly and I couldn’t even tell what song was playing, but that wasn’t the important thing. Her red curls bounced and swayed and I couldn’t keep sulking any longer. My friend was going to have a good time tonight. That was the reason I was here.

The doorman let us inside after checking our IDs and I followed Bella to the dance floor. Within seconds, we were swallowed up by the crowd of people and separated. After a few songs, I finally found her again but she didn’t seem to notice it was me she was dancing with.

Dancing was one way to put it. Bella’s ass pressed against my crotch and she ground herself into me for a few moments before she finally turned around. Her eyes widened for a moment, but she smiled and shrugged her shoulders before wrapped her arms around my shoulders. Her hips pressed against mine and she continued teasing me with her body, “Might as well finish what I started, right?”

Bella’s dress rode up around her thighs and I could feel the warmth of her pussy against me. My cock raged against my panties and I knew that the bulge in my skirt would easily be seen by anyone looking, “Well, you picked a hell of a time to get me worked up.”

“What do you mean?” she asked. No sooner than the words left her mouth, the current song ended and a slower paced song came on.

“Every fourth song, the DJ plays something different to give people a chance to get a drink. Haven’t we been here enough to know that about him?” I asked.

She smiled and slid her hand down to my lower back, “Then we’ll slow dance. I never noticed that before, but I’ll keep it in mind. I thought it was stupid of him, but I guess it makes sense.”

I let her take the lead on the dance, “Are you having fun?”

“Not as much as I usually do. Honestly, I was just starting to enjoy myself when I realized I was grinding on you.”

“I mean, you didn’t stop and I didn’t ask you to. So why not enjoy it?”

“Because you’re my best friend. I don’t want to ruin things between us by fucking you,” she said.

I rolled my eyes, “It’s not like sex makes everything fall to pieces. If it’s something you want, I’m sure we can figure things out as adults.”

“Sex has ruined all of my relationships, seriously. Vic, I love having you in my life and I’m scared of doing anything that might take you away from me,” she said.

“You’ve told me the stories about your dating life. Trust me, I pay attention to the things you say. Bella, I didn’t want to have this conversation while we were out tonight, but I guess there is no getting away from it,” I said.

Bella smiled weakly, “Do you want to leave? This place isn’t exactly quiet enough to have a serious conversation.”

“Would you be upset if we went back home?”

“Only if you didn’t let me get something to eat from a drive-through,” she said.

We headed out of the club and grabbed a bite to eat before going back to my place. I didn’t know what to say to her to try and win her heart over, but I knew that this was my chance to at least try. How could I live with myself if I didn’t at least try to be true to what my heart wanted?

She was the light of my life, even if I was nothing more than her friend.

Once we were inside, we went back into my bedroom and ate. The tension continued to grow as we finished out food silently. I finally spoke quietly, “I don’t think sex is what ruins your relationships, Bella.”

“It seems that way to me.”

“That doesn’t mean it’s exactly the truth. You meet a lot of your boyfriends at clubs, what do you think they’re looking for when they go?” I asked.

She sighed, “The same thing I’m looking for?”

“A quick hookup. Something that doesn’t take too much effort and something that has no emotional investment. So what do you imagine will happen once they’ve gotten what they want?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she mumbled.

“I think you do know, but you don’t want to admit it because that would make things real. You know that I only want the best for you, Bella. You swore off dating for a while, so I don’t mind going clubbing with you but I know that it isn’t what you want to do. Believe it or not, I do listen to you. I can’t keep going on like I don’t care so damn much about you. You’re my best friend and I’m tired of seeing you give yourself to people who don’t deserve someone as wonderful as you.”

She flopped onto her back and took a deep breath. After a few seconds, she let it out, “How can you be so sure that I’m such a wonderful catch?”

“Because I know you. Sex can ruin a lot of things, Bella. If people aren’t ready for that step together, then it’s nothing but temporary pleasure. But when people are actually devoted to one another, when they’re genuinely ready to move forward together, it’s a way to share a whole new level of intimacy,” I said.

“You sound like a therapist,” she mumbled. “But that doesn’t make you wrong. I just don’t know if someone like me should even be able to date someone like you.”

“What do you mean by that?” I asked.

Bella propped herself up on her elbows and looked into my eyes, “You know, it’s not exactly a joke when I say you’re my favorite blonde bombshell. You’re sweet, you care about me, and let’s be real, you’re fucking hung. I’ve never made it a secret that I love sex. The problem is that I don’t know if going there with you would ruin what we have.”

“So why don’t we find out?”

She groaned, “But what if it doesn’t end well?”

“Then what have you really lost? Why don’t you think about what might happen if it does end well?”

“If it ends well, then I guess we’d end up dating. Maybe we wouldn’t go out clubbing as much and I couldn’t fuck random people anymore, but I’d have someone that’s infinitely more important to me in my bed. But what would you get out of it?”

I smiled and laid on my side next to her. Our lips were barely inches apart and I whispered, “I don’t like living with regrets, Bella. If I never asked you on that date so damn long ago, I’d regret not knowing what could have happened. Two months from now, if I didn’t take this chance tonight, I know that I’d regret not seeing what could happen. So what do I get out of this?”

I leaned closer to her and pressed my lips against hers. She tensed up for a moment, then she let out a soft moan and put her hand on my hip as I deepened the kiss. Our tongues danced while I let my hand roam up her leg. Once I reached her dress, I pulled it towards her waist and exposed her white panties.

Instead of moving for her heated desire, I ran my hand up her side and finally slid it around to the back of her neck and held her tightly against me, locking her into the kiss. My hips pushed against hers and her muffled moans got progressively louder. After what felt like forever, I broke the kiss and let out a soft groan.

“I’d get to see if you’re the love of my life or if my heart has been lying to me.”

Bella pushed me onto my back and climbed on top of me. Her wet panties ground against my bulge and she called out in a lust-filled voice, “Then let’s get to the fun part. I’ve been wanting to do this for months!”

I didn’t see a point in arguing. If this didn’t work out, that was just how things were meant to play out. Either way, I had a horny ginger on top of me and I didn’t want to disappoint her.

“Let’s get out of these clothes then, baby,” I purred.

“Leave those stockings on, Vic. They make me so fucking wet,” she said.

She got off me and was out of her dress before I could even kick off my shoes. “Fuck, I broke the zipper. Oh well,” she said as she climbed back on the bed and leaned down to take off her heels.

I pulled my skirt off and before I could even try to take off my shirt, Bella’s hands found my shoulders and pulled me down onto my back, “You’re taking too long!”

“Son of a bitch, how horny are you?” I cried out.

She chuckled and pulled my cock out of my panties. The fabric cupped my balls and she ran her fingers along my shaft for just a second before climbing back on top of me. Without so much as a warning, she pulled her panties aside and guided my crown into her soaked pussy.

Bella’s soft cry of pleasure made my heart flutter. As desperate as she was to get me inside her, I couldn’t help but feel like she’d been wanting this almost as long as I had. That might have been the hopeless romantic in me, but it was only adding to the excitement for me.

“I’ve wanted this cock since I first saw it,” she said as she lowered her hips further down my shaft.

Her juices trickled down my shaft and I moaned as her warm walls massaged my cock. No sooner than her pussy finally took my base, she pulled off and started riding me like her life depended on it.

It had been far too long since I’d been inside someone and I writhed as she rode me like I was her favorite toy. I weakly grasped her hips, “B-Baby, I’m not going to last long if you keep that up!”

She groaned and begrudgingly slowed down, “Fuck, but it feels so good.”

“I know, trust me, I don’t want you to stop. B-But maybe I could get on top?” I asked as much as said.

Bella chuckled and leaned forward, “Roll me over, I’m not taking your cock out of me until you’ve painted my pussy white.”

“Such a dirty girl,” I teased. She gave me a quick kiss and then I rolled over with her. Looking down at her, I could see the desperation on her face, but that wasn’t all I saw. Those cute freckles and adorable eyes melted my heart. This wasn’t a stranger I was fucking for the sake of getting off. This was my best friend. The friend that I’d do anything for.

Right now, she wanted to cum. That was something I could definitely do for my best friend.

I grabbed two pillows from the pile on my bed and called out quietly, “Lift your hips?”

She did as I asked and I let out a soft moan as her pussy engulfed more of my cock. After I took a breath to steady myself, I put the pillows under her and then hooked my elbows under her knees. Bella’s eyebrow arched for a moment in confusion. I smiled down at her and pushed her legs forward and got on my knees as I did so.

Before she could ask what I was doing, I started pumping into her with slow, hard strokes. My panties kept my balls from slapping against her, but each thrust rocked my bed and caused the headboard to slam against the wall.

“J-Just like that!” she cried.

I moaned with each pump into her blissful depths. While she might have been used to getting fucked, this wasn’t all that normal for me. Most people were uncomfortable with their girlfriend having a cock that most men would be jealous of. Besides, I didn’t bother sleeping with random people. Not when the girl I wanted in my life was so close to being mine.

I’d been hoping to have Bella in my bed for months, but I always hoped that it wouldn’t just be a one-time thing.

As I slowly picked up the pace, I finally got a hold of my moaning by biting my lip. If I were with anyone else, I wouldn’t have bothered trying to silence myself, but with Bella, I wanted to hear her moans and gasps as I slammed into her.

Each time my thick cock buried into her, she let out a whimpering gasp before moaning loudly. My thighs burned from the effort, but I couldn’t bring myself to take a break. As loud as she was getting, I had to hope that she was close to her orgasm. If not, I might have to finish her with my fingers!

My balls were tensing up in my panties as I thrust into her faster and faster. I couldn’t keep my moans inside any longer. Her drenched pussy milked my cock as I tried to hold my own orgasm back. There was nothing I could do to keep from cumming.

My core tightened and I gasped loudly as waves of warm pleasure crashed through my body. I tried to continue hammering into her while my orgasm built, but my strokes were nothing short of desperate.

Bella’s fingernails dug into my sides as she screamed, “F-Fuck! Vic!”

I slammed into her one final time and clenched the cover with my hands as my cum shot deep into Bella’s pussy. A warm rush of juices drenched my panties and I heard Bella’s labored breathing as she bucked her hips gently against me.

After what felt like an eternity, my cock finally stopped throbbing within Bella. Each rope of my cum that pumped into her validated what just happened. Bella never let her one-night-stands cum inside her, for good reason. My best friend didn’t want to get pregnant by a stranger.

She looked up at me with glossed over eyes and groaned, “Mm, fuck that was nice…”

“S-Sorry I didn’t last longer,” I mumbled.

“Don’t worry, I’m sure that you’ll do better tomorrow morning, baby,” she purred.

I giggled and rested on top of her, “Maybe. Think you could get used to this?”

She smiled and gave me a peck on the lips before whispering, “I’m pretty sure I could. Besides, I’m not on birth control, we might have just signed up for nine months of being together at least.”

“I know you’re not on birth control. I told you I listened to you…” I kissed her deeply. After a few moments, I pulled away and whispered, “Besides, do you think I’d really let you raise our child without being there every step of the way?”

“Should I be expecting a ring soon?”

“I won’t spoil that surprise,” I said softly and gave her another kiss.


Story Five

A Futa Earns Extra Credit

My Fertile Milf Professor is a Femdom


“Yeah, just one question,” I called out. There was a communal sigh before Mrs. Monroe turned to me with that beautiful smile of hers.

“What are you confused about, Dawn?” she asked.

Her sweet tone made my heart flutter. I hated doing this to her and the rest of the class, but I really couldn’t seem to grasp the concepts of algebra. It wasn’t even supposed to be hard, but I just couldn’t get it.

“How did you get that answer?” I asked.

Her smile disappeared for a second before returning, “I’ll explain it to you after class if you have time, Dawn.”

I returned her smile but I wasn’t nearly as enthusiastic, “Okay.”

She returned to her lesson and once again, I was lost in the chaos of numbers. I could look at the formula and plug the numbers in, but somehow I stumbled along the way to the answers. Hence why I was currently failing the class. It wasn’t from a lack of effort, but between not understanding the lessons and trying not to stare at Mrs. Monroe’s ass, things weren’t all that easy for me.

The rest of the class was slightly uneventful, but I did at least manage to get a few of my practice questions correct. I just wished that I didn’t have to guess my way to the right answer.

When the bell rang and she dismissed the class, everyone but the two of us left the room. She let out a quiet sigh and reached behind her head to pull out the ponytail holder that kept her long blonde hair out of her face during the lesson.

“Dawn, what’s going on with you, sweetie? I don’t think you’re a dumb student by any means, but you really are struggling in my class. As much as I want to see you succeed, you’re not making it easy for me,” Mrs. Monroe said.

I nodded and let out a quiet sigh, “I really wish it was as easy for me as it is the other students. College has been hectic and I honestly can’t say if I’m falling behind because of my other classes or if this one is just too hard for me.”

“I don’t mean to be too rude, but have you thought about asking me for help one on one?”

“I’ve thought about it, but you already spend most of your day at work. Is it really fair to you to ask that you spend time with someone that might just be wasting that time?” I asked.

She giggled and leaned against her desk. Those tight blue jeans she had on caught my eye and without anything else to distract her, it was clear that I was looking at her crotch.

“Eyes up here, sweetie,” she said before interlocking her hands and putting them over her lap. “Helping you pass my class wouldn’t be a waste of my time. If you put half as much effort into your work as you do to thinking about me, you’d do just fine.”

A warmth radiated in my cheeks and I looked to the side, “It’s not intentional, ma’am. I’ve just got an overactive imagination.”

“We’re getting away from the topic at hand, Dawn.”

“We are, I’m sorry about that. I don’t want to waste your time, Mrs. Monroe. I’d love the help, but I can’t be sure that I’d honestly be able to focus on the lesson. This usually isn’t something I feel impolite saying, but you’re a little too attractive.”

She chuckled and stepped behind her desk and opened a drawer, “This is the test that I’m giving Friday. If you promise not to share it with anyone else, I’ll let you take this home with you. Tomorrow, we can go over it together and see how you did. If you think that you’ve got a grasp on things, I’ll leave you alone about your grades.”

“And if I don’t?” I asked.

“Then I’ll have to intervene. You’re the only student failing my class, Dawn. It’s not a difficult course and I know that you can be taught. This isn’t the way you want to start college. A failed course doesn’t do anyone any favors,” she said.

I nodded, “I’ll keep the test to myself. Thank you.”

She handed me the paper and I tucked it into my notebook. As pleasant as she was being, I couldn’t help but feel like this was going to lead to me embarrassing myself. How many professors gave their students a copy of an actual test, though?

I knew for a fact that she genuinely wanted to see me pass and I’d do my best to help her get me to at least a D in her class. Passing didn’t have to mean straight A’s and it was a little too late in the course to get better than a C, even if I busted my ass from here on out.

That night, I worked hard on the test. I could have just searched the answers online, but all that would have done was set me up for failure.

The next day, I made it to class a little early. Mrs. Monroe was sitting at her desk, typing at her keyboard. I knocked on the door and stepped inside. Today, she had on a plain black skirt that was a little shorter than what I’d expect of a married woman. Still, I wasn’t going to complain at the sight of her long legs in sheer black stockings. Her dark blue blouse completed the semi-professional outfit and left me craving more of her, as always.

“Class isn’t for another ten minutes, grab a snack or something,” she said without looking away from her computer.

“Even me?” I asked teasingly.

She chuckled and looked over my way, “Oh, well I can’t grade that test at the moment. I can talk if you want to do that instead?”

“That’s fine by me. So, why are you trying to help me, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Because you’re failing. I don’t want to see any of my students fail, even if that means sacrificing a little bit of my time. My husband isn’t exactly too excited to see me come home anymore,” she grumbled.

The personal information made me tilt my head to the side, “Sorry to hear that. Is everything okay with that?”

“Honestly, you’re an adult. If you repeat this to anyone, I’ll make your life hell, Dawn,” she said, her eyes boring into mine.

I smirked and stepped closer to her desk, “As much as I’d like to see you try, I respect you a little too much to share your secret.”

She smiled and turned back to her monitor, “Good. My husband and I haven’t had sex in close to three months. It’s starting to make me feel a little unwanted. So spending time with a student that needs help isn’t a bad thing to do. Especially when that student can’t take her eyes off me.”

“You pervy little…” I started.

She glanced back over at me, “And you’re not? You might think you’re good at hiding it, but when you walk out of my classroom with your cock straining against your jeans, that’s hard to miss.”

My cheeks flushed and I looked away from her, “So you know that I’m trans?”

“Seems that I’m not the only one that’s keeping a secret,” she said before nodding towards the desks. “The other students should be here soon, why don’t you see me after class if you’d like to continue this conversation?”

“I’ll stay for the tutoring, the conversation is just a plus,” I said as I walked towards my desk. While we waited for the rest of the students to come into the classroom, I couldn’t help but lean against my desk casually. My hand just inches from the bulge that I generally tried to keep out of sight.

Her eyes occasionally darted up towards my cock and when she did, I gave it a gentle rub and she would quickly turn her attention back to her work. My professor’s cheeks were lightly blushing by the time that the first student walked in the door. I quickly sat down and just a minute or two later, the class started.

While she lectured, I couldn’t bring myself to think of anything but her perfect body. While she was a little thinner than most of the women I was interested in, her core was tight. Her breasts were perky, cute little handfuls that I'd love to play with. That ass… Damn, that thing looked too good in anything she wore. Today, the skirt made it a little harder to see those lovely curves, but seeing those tone, tanned legs in stockings did the same trick for me.

It wasn’t long before I was hard, my cock throbbing in my panties as I daydreamed about bending her over a desk. Whatever lesson she was trying to get across today, I know I missed out on most of it. Yet when she guided us through a few problems, I found myself surprisingly less lost. While I didn’t get all of them right, I managed to get four out of six. That was one hell of an improvement.

When the bell rang, I stood up as if I were going to leave and hung around in the back of the pack. Once the rest of the class left, I shut the door behind them and locked it. Across the room, Mrs. Monroe was doing the same thing with the other door.

She paced back to her desk and leaned on it casually, “Let’s see that test?”

“Is that really what you want to see?” I asked teasingly.

“Actually, yes. Darling, I’ve seen more than my fair share of cocks. Yours looks nice, but I told you that I want to help you with your grades and I meant that.”

A smile spread across my lips and I pulled out the test from my notebook and put it on the desk. She took it and glanced over it, occasionally marking with her pen. When she finished going over it, she mumbled, “A thirty-eight.”

“Son of a bitch, I thought I was doing better,” I groaned.

She nodded, “You have the right steps, you’re just rushing through them if I had to guess.” Her eyes locked with mine, “Maybe a little motivation would do you well. But what on earth could make a woman like yourself want to perform better?”

Mrs. Monroe lowered a hand to her hip and slowly lifted her skirt up. Just as the black lace of her panties came into view, she pulled her hand away and let the skirt fall back into place, “Every problem you fix, I’ll let you see a little more. Every five points, I’ll take something off. Sound fair?”

“F-Fair? That sounds a little more than fair, but are you really that comfortable doing that?” I asked.

She laughed quietly and took a step closer to me. Her hand slid to my cock and she grasped it firmly, “There’s so much I’m comfortable doing as long as you keep your mouth shut about it.”

“M-Mrs—”

“Shut up and work on your math, Dawn. You wouldn’t want me to send you home now, would you?”

I pulled my pencil out of my pocket and grabbed a piece of scratch paper to rework the problems I missed. Mrs. Monroe hopped up onto her desk and started moving various objects over until she’d cleared out a spot that I assumed she would lay on if things went well.

She leaned over, propping herself up on her elbow as she read the paper upside down. “Where did your three go, Dawn?” she asked at one point and my cheeks darkened. It was so damn hard to focus on my work when her skirt was riding up her thighs. Problem after problem, her skirt crept up a little higher until it revealed her panties. That black lace was just the start! If I’d have known they were mostly see-through, I would have worked even harder.

“H-How am I doing?” I asked nervously.

“I haven’t felt like taking anything off yet, but you’ve earned it,” she said vaguely.

I glanced back over at her panties, the crotch shimmering with her juices. Her tight lips were all that I could think about and when she noticed my pencil stop moving at all, she called out, “Back to work!”

Before I could argue, she sat up and hopped back off the desk. Mrs. Monroe lifted her foot and untied her heel before sliding it off, “If you don’t start working, I’m not going to keep my end of the deal.”

I looked back down towards my paper, like hell I was going to bring an end to this. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see her unbuttoning her blouse. Seconds later, it was covering the bare portion of the desk. Her skirt joined it a few moments later.

“Twenty-five points, still not a great grade, but you’re making progress,” she said before hopping back onto the desk. “I hate to admit it, but if you want to me to take anything else off, you’re going to have to finish the test.”

Mrs. Monroe leaned closer to me and those hazel eyes met with mine, “But I’d prefer to leave my stockings and bra on, at least. I love having some clothes on when I have sex.”

I choked on my own breath at that comment, “Sex?”

“You didn’t think I’d let you see me this exposed if I didn’t want to fuck you?” she asked.

“I really didn’t know what to think.”

She smirked and ran a hand down her toned stomach and slid her fingers into her panties. The slick sound of her fingers dancing along her soaked pussy reached my ears. I moaned quietly as a wet drop of precum leaked into my panties. Why the fuck did she have to be so damn attractive?

“That’s what I want to hear,” she purred. “You want me, don’t you?”

“H-How could I not?” I asked.

She let out a soft sigh and pulled her hand out of her panties and put it on top of my worksheet. “Then we’ll get back to work later. I’ve got nothing but time, pumpkin.”

I locked up, unsure as to what to do. Mrs. Monroe didn’t have the same problem. She got off the desk again and stepped behind me. Her hands slid around my waist and she unbuttoned my jeans, “I want you to wear my panties while I ride your cock, Dawn.”

A soft whimper escaped me as she hooked her thumbs into my pants and panties. In one quick motion, she dropped them to my ankles. Her hands cupped my ass and I nodded, “T-That’s okay.”

“I want to know if something else is okay,” she said as she lifted my shirt up my torso. I raised my arms and as she pulled it off, she whispered, “How dirty can I talk to you?”

My shirt was tossed aside onto the floor and I choked out, “S-Say anything you want but keep me being trans out of it.”

She unclasped my bra and then took a step back, “I respect your transition, sweetie. But that’s enough sweet talk. Get out of those shoes and strip, slut. I want you in my panties and on my desk, now!”

Her tone sent chills down my spine. Of the couple women I’d slept with, I never had one that was willing to tell me what to do. Where the fuck had Mrs. Monroe been all my life?!

I kicked off my shoes and stepped out of my pants and panties. Within seconds, my black and green striped socks were all I had left. I felt my professor’s warmth against my back before I felt something wet touch my cock. My gaze dropped between my legs and I let out a soft moan as I saw her panties hanging from my cock.

I took a step back and quickly pulled her underwear off my cock and then stepped into them and pulled them up my legs. While I was a tiny bit larger than she was, they still fit me rather well, except for the fact that my cock was too large to be contained.

She let out a soft groan as she knelt down beside me. Her hand wrapped around my shaft and she started stroking me, “I love how thick your cock is. I bet you’re dying to feel my cunt around it, aren’t you?”

“Y-Yes, Ma’am.”

“That’s a good little slut. Lay down on my desk,” she commanded and let go of my cock.

As I turned around to hop onto her desk, I took a long look at my kneeling teacher. There was a slight reflection of light in the tiny puddle of her juices under her thighs. It was the look of pure desire in her eyes that made more precum trickle out of my cock though. There was something primal about the way she was looking at me. It was as if she already knew that she would get what she wanted.

Then again… That was a pretty safe bet, I had no intentions of stopping my MILF professor.

After I got on the desk, she put her hands on my breasts and pushed me gently back, “All the way down, girl.”

Her blouse was all the protection from the cold desk that I would get as I laid back. The foresight from her was nice, but I was quickly pulled from thought as her mouth wrapped around my crown. Mrs. Monroe’s tongue danced around my crown and she bobbed ever so slightly before letting out a soft moan that vibrated through my sensitive cock.

My hips bucked upward, trying to force more of myself into her mouth. Her hand quickly moved to my balls and she squeezed them tight as her eyes locked onto mine. She didn’t have to say a word to make the message clear.

“S-Sorry!” I whimpered.

She winked at me before letting her tongue continue to play. Each time the tip of her tongue swirled around my crown, I let out a quiet gasp. It took everything in my power to not try and take her by the back of the head and force her down my lengthy shaft. But I knew better. If I did something so stupid with a woman like her, she’d probably just tell me to leave. She didn’t need me and that’s what made me want to stay so desperately.

There was a brief pause where her eyes locked with mine before she took most of my cock into her throat. Her lips were just shy of touching my crotch as she gagged around my shaft. Still, she held herself there until her face started turning red. When she pulled away, she let my cock slide free from her mouth and whispered, “Fuck that’s a nice cock. You know, maybe I could help you a little more with your grades.”

She climbed onto the desk and crawled over me. I expected her to stop with her hips over my cock, but she didn’t. She continued forward until her knees were on either side of my head. Her hand slid into my hair and she pulled me up towards her glistening pussy, “But you’re going to have to be one hell of a good slut for me. Anything I want, you’ll do. Is that clear?”

“Y-Yes, ma’am,” I said huskily before she pulled me closer, her pussy grinding against my mouth.

“Stop with the ma’am thing. Outside of class, you can call me Lisa or Mistress. I think you know which I’d prefer,” she hissed as she continued to buck her hips against my chin.

I tried to lick her as best I could, but she wasn’t wanting me to eat her pussy. She was marking me with her juices. After a few moments, she let out a deep groan and pulled her hips away from my mouth, “I need it inside me. Are you going to tell me no, baby?”

Hearing her call me a real pet name made my heart flutter and my cock throb. “Anything you want, Mistress,” I huffed, still catching my breath.

She smiled down at me and shuffled back until her hips were over mine. I expected her to tease me, but instead, she reached between us and guided my cock to her entrance and swiftly sank onto my shaft.

Inch after thick inch of my cock slid into her almost too easily. She wasn’t loose, but she was wet enough to make the process impossibly easy. A long, low moan escaped my professor as her hips came to rest against my thighs, “Damn…”

The one word was all she said before she smiled down at me, a sinister look on her face. “I’m not going to hurt you, if it gets to be too much, just touch my arm.”

Before I could ask her what she meant, her hand moved to my throat and she leaned forward, restricting my air flow. While I could still breathe, there was no denying that it scared the shit out of me. Still, I wanted to let her enjoy herself as much as I could and I trusted her. She’d gone through more than she had to in order to help me. If this would help her… Why couldn’t I let my Mistress choke me a little?

I closed my eyes and focused on trying to breathe, but my professor was in the middle of a lesson I couldn’t ignore. Her pussy slid up and down my cock, those tight walls gripping my shaft and sucking me back in. Before long, I felt her other hand move to my breast and her fingers twisted and tugged my nipple.

“Fucking hell,” she moaned, “I’m going to cum!”

I wasn’t close yet, but feeling her walls convulse around my cock as she bounced faster was reason enough to open my eyes. Mrs. Monroe’s jaw was slack and her eyes were looking down at me. Desperate moans poured from her as she worked her hips against me.

Her hands pulled away from my throat and breast and she put them down on the desk before leaning forward. Her mouth formed an ‘O’ before she quickly bit her lower lip and then leaned down. Our lips connected and she quickly parted mine with her tongue and I willingly let her inside.

She moaned into the kiss and slammed her hips down on top of me. Immediately, a rush of warmth sprayed onto my hips and I could feel her wetness seeping into the panties I had on… Her panties.

My cock throbbed and while I once thought that I would be able to last longer, I let moaned into the kiss and weakly bucked my hips against her. She quickly broke the kiss and started riding my cock again, “Yeah, cum in my fucking pussy! Oh my god, do it you sexy little whore!”

There wasn’t a single part of my body that wasn’t enjoying our play. My fists were balled up and I was struggling not to grab her by the hips and fuck her. My toes were curled as I felt the ecstatic fires of my orgasm starting to course through me. My core was flexed, ready for the impending throes of my finale.

Every part of my being wanted to give her what she wanted, but it was the single word that she uttered that pushed me over the edge.

“Please?” she asked in her breathy voice.

I bit my lower lip and let out a muffled whimper as my balls tightened. Even as my cock started throbbing inside her, she didn’t stop riding my cock. Each downward motion made my head spin, and each time she lifted away, another shot of thick cum pumped into her. It wasn’t until I stopped whimpering and moaning that she dropped her weight onto me one final time. Her hips ground against mine and she spoke quietly, “F-Fuck, I can feel it inside me. For you being such a slut, you’re still a good girl.”

“T-Thank you,” I whimpered.

She giggled and leaned down, giving my lips a quick peck before she whispered, “Don’t thank me yet. If you want me to keep helping you with your grades, you’re going to have to keep giving me what I want.”

“Anything for you, M-Mistress,” I said softly. “But what’s that?”

“Your child,” she said.

It struck me a little late that I hadn’t asked about birth control or a condom, but I didn’t much mind. If she wanted to get pregnant, I’d happily let her keep trying until she had a bun in the oven.

“I’ll stop masturbating then,” I said, my cheeks burning brightly.

“Such a good girl,” she purred as she lifted her hips off my cock. “I’ll be taking your panties, by the way. Don’t worry, you’ll get them back tomorrow morning, soaked with my cum.”

I could already tell that I’d gone past the point of no return. The thought of wearing my panties coated in her juices wasn’t even remotely disgusting to me. If anything, I looked forward to being marked with her scent…
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