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Book One

Tracy’s First Lesson


Had it not been for the faintest trace of ‘her’ Adam's apple as she approached, I might have ignored her entirely. My usual maid needed the night off and the replacement she lined up for me wasn’t a disappointment at all. The soft spot in my heart for a sexy sissy was nearly as large as the hardening bulge in my panties.

A wicked smile crested my lips as she approached. Each step sent her skirt dancing, its black and white pattern drawing attention to her lithe legs. Slim, smooth, and seductive. The white lace stockings covering most of her legs and thighs were certainly enough to make my heart race, but the southern accent that she spoke with helped me make up my mind about what would happen tonight.

“Ms. Stokes, I did my best with dinner, but I’m not that great of a cook. If it’s not up to your standards or if you’d like me to get you something else, please let me know,” she said, her hands fidgeting around the bottom of her tied blouse.

Her exposed midriff held my attention for just a second longer before I nodded. “Of course. I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your name when you came in.”

She stiffened for a moment and stammered, “T-Tracy, I didn’t say it earlier.”

“That would explain it. Well, Tracy, I’m going to ask two quick questions before I let you go,” I said as I let my eyes drift to her chest. If I hadn’t noticed the trace of her Adam's apple, I would have believed they were real. She wasn’t a cheap maid if that’s what she usually did for work. Something told me it wasn’t, but it was rude to assume someone sold their body. “First, how old are you? Second, is there any reason you decided on that outfit to wear to my home?”

Tracy shook her head, “I’m nineteen. And as far as the outfit goes, when I get a call out of the blue telling me that there is good money if I’m someone’s servant for the night…”

“You assumed I wanted you here for your body?” I asked.

She nodded.

I gestured for her to turn around with my hand and a smirk played along Tracy’s lips before she spun slowly for me. For once in my life, I didn’t want to see a skirt on one of my potential playthings. Her ass looked tight, but without seeing the exact shape, I wasn’t sold on her. Money wasn’t an issue for me, but I wasn’t the kind of woman that paid for sub-par service.

“I’m not going to say that it’s out of the question, but I don’t know how much of a tip you’d be able to earn tonight,” I said flatly.

Her hands flew to her hips as she scowled down at me, “Are you seriously saying that I’m not good enough for you?”

Standing from my desk, I did not attempt to hide the thick bulge in my pajama pants as I stared into her soft blue eyes, “I didn’t say that you wouldn’t be good enough, I haven’t made up my mind if I think you deserve a cock like mine. I already know the secret you’re hiding with that skirt, but until I know what kind of person you are, it’s hard to judge just how much fun I would have. Did that clear things up for you or did you need me to make you a damn presentation?”

Tracy broke eye contact with me as she went back to her fidgeting. After a few seconds of silence, she spoke, her voice barely more than a whisper, “I should have said something sooner. Look, I can just leave if this is going to be awkward for both of us.”

“Do you want to leave?” I asked.

She shrugged. “If I’m honest, I’m not sure. The pay seems really nice for just taking care of your house, but if there was a chance to make more, I can’t pretend I wouldn’t be interested.” Her eyes darted to my groin and once they locked onto my cock, her tongue ran across her lips. “M-Maybe, anyway?”

“Do you know much about my reputation, Tracy?”

“I know that you’re one of the one percent,” she mumbled.

I nodded, “And I worked to get here. I didn’t start with a loan or have any handouts on my way up. I earned this lifestyle, but there are some things that even money doesn’t buy you. Well, I’m sure it could if I put the advertisement out there, but I’d rather not be known for my interests. Am I making myself any more clear to you?”

“Not really? I mean, are you wanting me to keep quiet about what happens tonight?”

I nodded once again.

“Oh, that’s all you had to say, Ms. Stokes. You think I want word getting out that I’m a whore who sells his body to people that want me to pretend to be a chick for them?” she asked.

“Well, some people get off on that kind of thing. Being more specific, I get off on that sort of thing,” I said.

Her eyes widened and she clapped a hand over her mouth before mumbling, “I’m just digging my own hole over here, don’t mind me.”

I smiled warmly at her and gestured to the seat in front of my desk. “You’re really something, Tracy. I do hope that you’re not dressing up like that solely for the sake of making money, though.”

Tracy held her skirt as she sat down, but I still caught a glimpse of her white lace panties and the small bulge they were hiding as she crossed her legs. “No ma’am, I kind of like all the eyes on me. Some of the guys that hire me can be douchebags, but they still pay me to treat me like a princess. For the most part, at least.”

“Is that what kind of behavior you prefer?” I asked as I sat back down and looked over the plate of food she’d brought. Slightly overcooked chicken and green beans that didn’t look appetizing wouldn’t cut it for dinner tonight. “I really hope it isn’t. I’m not going to pamper you after looking at the mess you put on my desk.”

Her cheeks flushed red as she shook her head, “I-I don’t mind if things are a little more serious.”

“Tracy, I’m going to ask you this once. How much money do I have to pay for you tonight?”

“What do you want to do?” she asked nervously.

“The obvious, for one. A tight, warm hole to wrap around my cock. But that would be after I’ve had a little fun with you. I won’t hurt you tonight, no cuffs, no chains, nothing but a little manipulation.”

“A-At least you’re honest about it. Three hundred an hour?” she asked.

I nodded and picked up the plate on my desk. My eyes met with hers as I let the plate’s contents spill into the trash can beside my desk. “I’ll pay in advance, while I get your money, do me a favor and take my trash out.”

Tracy didn’t hesitate to stand up and bend over to reach for the handles of the trash bag.

“Oh, I forgot to mention,” I said softly. As she glanced up at me, a wicked grin spread across my lips, “Leave your skirt in my office.”

This time, there was more than a moment of hesitation. After what felt like a minute of waiting for her to make up her mind, just as I was going to send her home, Tracy straightened up and hooked her thumbs into her skirt. “A-Anything you want.”

She slid the skirt down her legs and let it form a tiny puddle around her ankles. Tracy didn’t look up as she took the trash bag out of my can and walked out of my room. The second she turned around, I had to stifle a quiet sigh. Her ass was small and firm, just like I preferred. It was so much easier to make my lover’s scream my name when they could feel every last inch of my cock inside them…

Once she was out of the room, I walked over to the cabinet across the room and opened the bottom drawer. Removing a false bottom, I grabbed a thousand from my ‘allowance’ and put the panel back in place before closing it. I’d probably only need two hours with Tracy, but if she worked hard enough, she’d get two tips tonight.

A few minutes later, Tracy came back, her face as red as a pepper, “I’m done.”

“Obviously. Down to the kitchen, Tracy.”

She let out a soft groan and mumbled, “You could have just met me downstairs.”

“And miss out on watching you walk away again?” I asked teasingly.

Tracy flashed a smile at me before winking and turning away. The walk downstairs was much nicer when I had something to watch. By the time we reached the bottom of the stairs, a trickle of precum moistened my panties and I knew that with or without her, I’d have to take care of my problem tonight.

Once we got into the spacious kitchen, I directed her to the stove, “You’re bound to be a better cook, aren’t you? I’m a little shocked that you have kept your job as long as you have as terrible as that food looked.”

“I-I can do okay with certain things, but chicken definitely isn’t my specialty. It’s not like I’m usually cooking when I’m dressed up anyway,” she mumbled.

“What’s your favorite thing to cook, Tracy?” I asked.

She leaned against the stove, “I’m not huge on cooking. My favorite thing is probably one of the dumbest, but I love sandwiches and chips. Cheap and easy, but always good.”

The way she was leaning made her hips stick out a little more. That cute little cock she was hiding definitely couldn’t compare to mine, but a sissy’s cock didn’t need to be attention-grabbing. For someone that seemed so casual about what she was doing, she had the body to be a millionaire’s ‘wife’. Some people just didn’t know how to leverage what they were given to work with.

“I’m sure I’ve got sandwich meat. Cut up the tomatoes, I prefer mine with mayo as well. Aside from that, make it however you would make yours.”

She nodded and gestured to the cabinets, “Are you going to tell me which one to look through or is that part of the fun?”

“That’s part of the fun for me,” I said with a smile.

She didn’t take long to go through the cabinets and find the chips but I enjoyed every second of it. Watching her get on her tiptoes and wiggle her ass while she searched was something I’d remember for quite some time. Luckily for her, everything in the fridge was easy to find.

“Knives are in the drawer to the left of the stove, Tracy.”

“Yes ma’am,” she said softly. “Cutting board?”

“No clue. Just use the counter for now, don’t worry about scratching it.”

She turned back to look at me, “Do you really have that kind of money?”

“Billions.”

“F-Fuck, I should have charged you more for all of this,” she mumbled.

I laughed quietly and walked closer to her. My hands fell to her hips as I let my cock press against her panty-covered ass, “You’re charging what you think you’re worth, but you probably don’t know that you’re the one getting treated to something special tonight.”

A soft moan fell from her lips. Whether she was still putting on a show as a trap or if she really moaned like that, I couldn’t say. I had to hope it was the latter, that her submissive nature truly did run that deep. She might not be transgender like I was, but there was something special about a sissy. A man who wanted to be anything but in the bedroom. That was the only kind of man I would ever respect without them having earned it. Men just thought they were tough, but taking a cock like mine would make most of them cry like bitches.

“I-If you think so.”

I let my hand slide around her waist and into her panties. Tracy gasped as I took her cock in my hand and without so much as a word, I started stroking her gently. Her cock hardened quickly and while it wasn’t much to work with, it would be perfect for what I had in mind.

“S-Should I stop?” she asked.

“Did I tell you to stop?”

Tracy let out a quivering breath before she started cutting down the vegetables she’d picked out. I got the sense that she was damn good with a knife, but she took her time to make sure she was safe. Distracting her wasn’t the smartest move I could make, but the occasional thrust of her hips told me that she was enjoying the play as much as I was.

After she finished with the sharp knife, she slid the jar of mayo over and took care of that. As she did, I stroked her smooth cock faster. Each time my hand slid over her head, I could feel the twitch of her cock as she came closer to her orgasm. While I wouldn’t have slept with a normal man to save my life, Tracy was different. I’d spent all too many nights stroking my own cock to not know how to pleasure another when the day finally came when I met someone that could fulfill my fantasy.

The sharp hitch of her breath came with a warning, “M-Ms. Stokes!”

I firmly gripped the base of her shaft to hold her cum in for a moment before snatching a piece of bread from around her side. With a deft motion of my hand, I pointed the head of her cock out of the side of her panties and held the bread just inches away from her shaft before letting my grip loose.

A loud moan ripped out of Tracy as her spurts of cum shot onto the bread. Each jolt of her cock in my hand made my own throb powerfully against her tight ass, but I could wait a little longer to fuck her. Once her breathing calmed and the majority of her cum was on the bread, I let go of her and put the bread back on the counter. “Make your sandwich with that piece, Tracy.”

She turned back to look at me, a few beads of sweat on her brow, “E-Excuse me?”

“A good sissy doesn’t ask questions.”

“I never claimed I was good!”

I smirked as I reached into my pocket and retrieved the money from earlier. I slapped it down beside the bread and whispered in her ear, “You will be if you keep coming back, but once I’ve made you a good girl, you’re going to eventually not ask for money anymore. You know that, don’t you?”

She let out a whimper before snatching the money. Tracy tucked it into the side of her panties and mumbled, “Until I’m a good girl, you better keep the money coming if I’m going to have to do this kind of stuff.” As nervous as she seemed to be about it, she did make both of our sandwiches. I was even kind enough to her to put the chips on our plates instead of making her do it.

As we sat down, she took the sandwich in her hand and looked me in the eye before taking a large bite of it. Her eyes closed in what I assumed was anticipation for it to be horrible, but a second later, she opened her eyes and finished chewing her bite. Once she finished, she mumbled, “Lucky there is enough on here for me not to taste it all that much.”

“Should I add more?” I asked.

She shrugged, “It’s not like I spit it out when I blow people, I’m kind of used to it. It’s just weird to eat mine, you know?”

“No, I don’t. Tracy, I don’t want to hear about what you’ve done with other people. From now until you decide to pursue other work, you’re working solely for me. Is that clear?” I asked.

Her head tilted to the side, “You think I can afford to just drop all the people that contact me? I don’t know about you, but I like the little things in life. I love buying clothes like these. I love being able to take my friends out for lunch—”

“Billions, Tracy.”

She paused for a moment and mumbled, “You have billions. I have you until you’re tired of me.”

“I’m sorry if I’m not used to being told no. Let me try to compromise. Until I can’t provide the lifestyle you want, you’re not to be with another client. Is that better?” I asked.

She rolled her eyes as she took another bite of her sandwich.

“I’ll take that as a yes?”

Tracy nodded her head and then swallowed, “Or until you get bored of me.”

I didn’t know what to say to that. Something probably happened in her life that made her feel like she wasn’t worth someone else’s time, but even if she wasn’t the best company, I’d do well by her just because I said I would. Instead of trying to explain that to her like I probably should have, I bit into my sandwich. For such basic ingredients, it really did taste better than some food that I’d paid for.

By the time I finished with my sandwich, Tracy was just getting to her chips. As good as the sandwich was and as hard as my cock still was, I didn’t quite feel like starting on the chips. Her, on the other hand, I wanted to get started with.

“How would you feel about going back to my office, Tracy?” I asked.

“I guess we could,” she huffed.

I locked eyes with her and spoke firmly, “Are you upset that I asked you not to fuck other people?”

She stared back with an intensity I didn’t expect from her, “No, I’m confused to why it even matters in the first place. You don’t know me and you don’t owe me anything. If this is just some kind of charity, I don’t want it. I was getting along fine before tonight and I’ll be fine after. It feels like you’re trying to get me to pull all my eggs in one basket and I don’t know how the fuck I’m supposed to feel about that.”

I stood and spoke quietly, “Wait here.”

She didn’t say anything as she went back to crunching on her chips one at a time.

Tonight shouldn’t have been anywhere near as complicated as it was turning out to be, but I felt strangely invested in Tracy. Maybe it was the bond of forsaking our masculinity. Whatever it was, I didn’t want to see her continue down the same path that I had when I was her age. Fourteen years ago, I was in a very similar situation, but I was trying to get money saved up to get out of that terrible situation. The number of times I’d ended up abused in an alley didn’t deserve to be counted. Men could rot in hell, but Tracy… she didn’t deserve to end up like I had for quite some time.

I got out of my situation, but she seemed to be getting more comfortable with it. If she wanted to sell herself to the highest bidder, that was fine. I’d just always be the highest bidder.

Upstairs, I went back into my stash of money and grabbed a couple of stacks of twenties, close to fifteen thousand worth. It was a fair amount of money, but I’d never spend it on my own needs. It was money I put aside to have fun, but being an introvert didn’t allow for the kind of fun I wanted. Tracy didn’t know it, but she was offering me a service I couldn’t get elsewhere.

Just as I was about to head out of my office, I turned back to grab her skirt. I took my time getting back downstairs and by the time I walked down, she’d already finished her food and was cleaning up the mess she made. When she turned to look at me, her eyes shot to the money cradled in my arm and she mumbled, “What’s that for?”

“Two weeks with a small tip. I won’t call you every night, but you’re not to see any other clients for those two weeks. You can have tonight off, dinner was excellent,” I stated flatly.

Tracy shook her head as she walked towards me. Grabbing a single stack out of the couple, she mumbled, “Look, I kind of want to have sex tonight, I’ll admit that much. I’m just not sure where this is supposed to go, Ms. Stokes.”

I smiled weakly, “My name is Jessica, but I prefer Jess.”

“Thanks for telling me that, I think. But that doesn’t change things, Jess. No amount of money you could bring… well, no amount of money that a rational billionaire would bring down here could make me feel like this was anything more than some kind of bribe. I don’t want to be under your thumb as your slave, Jess. If I’m supposed to be your fuck puppet, when would I even find time to go out and enjoy spending the money I make?”

I put the rest of the money down on the counter, uncaring as to if a few bills got damp from it being recently cleaned. “I don’t want a slave and I definitely don’t want a puppet. What I made you do earlier was fun for me, but if we did that every day, I’d lose interest. I want to see how things go, where your limits are, and how much we can enjoy ourselves while we play. If you need time off, we can limit our play to the weekend or certain days. It’s whatever works for you, but I can’t justify putting my cock in someone that doesn’t care who is inside them.”

“So what have you been doing with your other maid then?” she spat.

“Eating better food and being more lonely,” I shot back.

Her lips pursed for a moment and she scowled at me before mumbling, “I’ve only been with a couple of guys so far. I guess consistency wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world, but you don’t own me and if I say no, you should listen.”

“And if we can’t compromise, I’ll drop it, okay?” I asked.

She nodded and gestured to the skirt still in my hand, “So you want the panties that go with that skirt or were you wanting to keep being all mushy and stuff?”

A chuckle escaped me as I dropped the skirt, “I was hoping we could do this bent over a desk, but I guess fucking you over the counter would work, sweetie.”

“Mm, you know, I don’t like hearing pet names like that. I’m more of a slut or whore kind of girl,” she purred.

My cock went soft during the time I was upstairs, but after hearing that, the bulge in my panties roared to life again. “Only when I fuck you, deal?”

“You make it sound like we’re going to be going out on a date or something,” she said playfully as she put the money on the counter and then slid her panties down her thighs to expose her small cock. The glistening purple crown of her cock looked delicious, but I wasn’t the kind of woman to go down on my submissive without it being a treat.

“Who knows where it’ll go, slut? Right now, I want that pretty little mouth to shut up unless it’s going to be moaning,” I growled.

Tracy licked her lips as she looked down at my cock, “That’s not going in my ass dry, Jess. I’ll spit on it, but I’d rather have lube.”

“I’m not a savage. Even a whore like you deserves a little comfort while they’re serving their purpose.”

She let out a quiet gasp before turning around and grabbing onto the counter. Tracy arched her back to expose her ass and cute balls with her cock dangling between her thighs. It was a sight worth more than the money I’d already offered her.

It was probably wrong of me to take advantage of her like this, but the more I learned about her and the more we talked, the more I wanted to explore her both physically and emotionally. I hurried upstairs and went into my bedroom to grab the bottle of lube from my dresser drawer and rushed back down to join her. The silk pajamas I had on lasted only a second before they were on the floor and kicked away.

My cock had already spilled out of the top of my panties, they could never keep it contained when it was hard. I didn’t bother taking them off, they wouldn’t get in the way anymore. I squirted the cold lube onto my cock and started stroking it idly while I let a trickle of lube drip down Tracy’s seam and down to her tight pucker.

I put the lube down on the counter and let my hand trail from her shoulders down to her lower back, “I’m going to love every second of this, slut. I just hope you enjoy it enough to know where to come when you need to be fucked.”

“Please give me a reason to come back, Jess. I swear, if you can’t get me off after all the shit you’ve talked, I’m going to never look back,” she threatened.

I rubbed her ass for a brief second before giving it a hard smack. Before the echo of the slap died away, I slid a finger into her ass and let it sink in until the final knuckle, “Shut up, sissy. You’re already out of your league. Did I need to remind you that I made you eat a cum sandwich already?”

Her ass clenched around my finger for a moment as she got used to it before it relaxed enough for me to push a second one inside her. It was easy to ignore my cock when I was fingering her ass, but Tracy wasn’t going to walk away without a limp no matter how much I enjoyed playing with her.

“Y-You’re the dumb ass that paid me a grand to do it,” she moaned.

I pulled the fingers out of her and put my hand on her lower back as I pressed the head of my cock against her pucker. From a glance, it looked like it would tear her in two, but I was well aware that she could handle it. She might have a mouth on her, but at least she wasn’t just fake moaning and telling me how amazing I was. Cheap whores weren’t worth the time…

“And you’re the dumb ass that just talked her way out of being stretched first,” I said as I forced the head of my cock inside her.

“Fuck!” Tracy’s foot came off the ground a few inches as she fought against the pain. “Y-Yeah, should have thought that one out a bit more, f-fucking hold on a sec, please?”

“Ooh, using please. Someone’s already learning their first lesson. Such a good whore,” I said teasingly.

I didn’t love seeing her in pain, but if this was going to be something we did more often, I wanted the sex to be amazing. Tonight, it could be relatively vanilla. Breaking in my new sissy slut was something I’d love doing over the course of a few weeks. One kinky lesson at a time.

Even while I had to wait, I loved how tight she felt around my cock. Her warm inner walls clenched and relaxed around my cock’s head, massaging it until she finally relaxed long enough to whisper, “Deeper.”

“Deeper, what?”

“Please,” she huffed.

I wiped my lube-coated hand on her tied blouse before holding onto her hips. She looked so perfect as I pushed slightly deeper into her ass. Her head turned sideways to rest on the counter and I could see the ‘O’ shape of her mouth as I fed her greedy hole more of my thickness.

“If it hurts, tell me. Even a slut like you has her limits,” I said. Trying to show her concern while keeping up the degrading act was a little more difficult than I anticipated. Until I knew her better and she knew me better as well, I couldn’t be sure that she wouldn’t take my sexual desires as personal attacks. Tracy might not believe me, but I was concerned about her wellbeing beyond being my call girl.

As I pushed deeper and deeper into her, soft moans filtered out of her instead of whimpers of pain. I didn’t peg her for much of a size slut, but that wasn’t something I’d complain about. Most women I did find interesting either didn’t want to take my cock at all or they were too afraid of it to even try. Another small victory for Tracy… if she kept stacking them up, maybe we would end up going out on one of those dates she mentioned.

The warmth of Tracy’s ass pressed against my lap and it still took me a moment to process that this tiny sissy managed to take my entire cock. Before I could tell her what a good job she was doing, she spoke lustfully, “J-Just going to enjoy the view or are you going to fuck your whore?”

“Why not both?” I asked before putting my hands on her shoulders. Pulling her towards me so that her back pressed against my chest, I slammed into her ass powerfully and then wrapped my arm around her chest, “You don’t get to lay there like a useless sex doll. Try your best to ride my cock or all you’re getting next time is a little spit on your ass.”

She let out a pathetic groan before reaching up to clasp her hands around my neck. Before I could figure out what she was doing, her midsection went taut and she lifted her legs from the floor. Her feet planted against the counter and she didn’t hesitate to start bouncing on my cock, “A-Anything you want, J-Jess.”

Her weight pressing against me didn’t bother me at all, like any other billionaire, I had plenty of time to use my personal gym. While I wasn’t in the best shape, Tracy couldn’t weigh more than one-twenty and that was perfect for me.

I let out a deep groan as she sank fully onto my cock. Her loud moan smothered the noise I made and those moans just kept coming. Each time she’d let her weight fall onto my cock, I’d lift my hips to meet her. It took me a second to notice, but when she dropped onto my cock, that smooth stomach had a slight bulge in it. If I ever wondered how she managed to take my entire cock, I was even more perplexed when I saw how deep inside her it actually went. It didn’t seem to hurt her if anything, her desperate moans made it seem like she was loving it more than I expected her to.

“Still think I’m all talk, whore?” I growled huskily into her ear.

“I-I’m going to cum again,” she whined.

“Answer me!”

“I fucking love your cock!” Tracy roared. I might not have taken her that seriously if she didn’t drop her stammering. Whether that was a nervous tick or something she thought was cute didn’t matter, I could tell a lie when I heard it and it felt too damn good to have such a cute sissy in love with my cock.

Her tight ass constricted around my cock as she bounced faster, taking less of my cock but riding with an intensity I couldn’t even try to match. Each bounce came with a greedy sucking of air that was followed by another loud moan. “F-Fuck!” Tracy’s cock throbbed as her riding slowed down. The first shot of her cum shot out onto her stomach, but the rest didn’t come as powerfully.

Where she slowed down, I was too close to stop. Hooking my hands under her ass, I held her aloft as I hammered into her. Each stroke was another taste of ecstasy with her tightness so easily enveloping my cock fully. Lost in the trance of being inside Tracy, I would have been content to fuck her all night, but she had other plans as she whispered, “Please c-cum for me?”

I was already close, but I could have slowed down and made this moment last much longer. Hearing her soft voice ask for my cum was sexier than any amount of begging she could have done in that moment. For her to call herself a whore, she really was a few steps above the rest. Tracy recovered enough from her orgasm to weakly try to ride me, but I wasn’t going to tell her to stop. The heated ball of desire within me needed out and there was only one place for it to go.

A long, low moan filled the room as I sank into Tracy once last time. Her hips never stopped moving, but she switched to grinding against me instead of riding me. Each shift sent a wave of bliss coursing up my cock as Tracy tried — very successfully — to milk my cock.

Unlike Tracy, I hadn’t already finished today and each and every shot of my cum burst powerfully into her. A soft moan poured from Tracy before she whispered, “F-Fuck I feel so damn full. Eating cum, being filled with cum… I just can’t catch a break from you, can I?”

Her light tone made me giggle and I kissed her neck before whispering, “Get off me so I can kiss you.”

“Since when do billionaires kiss whores?” she asked, but she did as I asked, slowly easing herself off my cock before gingerly stepping down.

I turned her around to face me and cupped her chin to tilt her head up so that we could look into each other's eyes. “I don’t kiss whores. Only my whore.” Her jaw went slack for a second and I took the opportunity to lean in and kiss her. She didn’t kiss back at first and my heart seized in my chest. And then her tongue danced against mine and she moaned softly into the kiss.

The embrace lasted only a few seconds, but when I pulled away from her, she kept her eyes closed. “If I’m dreaming, don’t wake me up,” she said softly.

“It’s not a dream, sweetie. If you’re going to leave tonight, now is the time. If not, you can sleep on the couch tonight. There’s money on the counter if you wanted to steal from me. If not, I’ll see you in the morning for breakfast,” I offered.

She shrugged her shoulders and mumbled, “I’m only staying if I can suck your cock for breakfast.”

“I’m not paying for that.”

“I didn’t ask you too? You’re only paying for my ass right now, Jess,” she purred.

Putting my faith in this random sissy probably wasn’t the best idea in the world, but at thirty-three, it was long past due that I took a chance on being with someone. I didn’t want to pay for my love, but it didn’t feel all that different than dating someone that I wasn’t paying for sex. I’d still buy them gifts, I’d be expected to cover most bills, so if I was going to do that anyway, why couldn’t I enjoy being with a sissy that could scratch itches that I could never reach?

I helped Tracy to the couch and even got her a blanket and pillow before heading upstairs. If she was still there in the morning, she was going to have a long day. Training my sissy slut would take a while, but sex was quickly becoming a secondary goal. I just wanted more of her.


Book Two

Tracy’s Second Session


For the first time in too many years, when I woke up, I didn’t linger in my bed. I didn’t even bother putting on clothes as I rushed downstairs, if Tracy did stay the night, the clothes would have just been in the way. At the bottom of the stairs, I slowed my pace in case she did stay the night. She couldn’t know how desperate I was to see her.

My heart stalled in my chest as I peeked over the back of the couch. The cover I’d given her last night was on the floor, but she was still there. She was on her side with her pillow clutched against her chest. A smile crested my lips as I reached down to gently rub her shoulder, “Time to get up, sweetie.”

Tracy groaned and rolled onto her back. She might not have been fully awake but her cock was. That adorable shaft looked so much cuter when it was in a pair of panties, but I couldn’t ask her to wear clothes to bed, yet. I certainly didn’t and wouldn’t.

“Tracy, you said you wanted breakfast, didn’t you?” I asked softly.

Her eyes cracked open and she mumbled, “Only if it’s your cock.”

A rumbling chuckle escaped me as I walked around the side of the couch. I gently pushed her legs off the side of the couch and sat down beside her, “Sounds like the perfect kind of breakfast for you, doesn’t it?”

Tracy’s lips slowly curled into a smile. “It doesn’t sound bad, but you’re lucky I didn’t wake up in the middle of the night. Who knows if I’d be able to control myself with all of this valuable stuff around me?”

She sat up and put the pillow down beside my leg. I almost expected her to look different without her fake breasts, but with her petite frame, she just looked flat rather than any sort of masculine. Even without the slutty clothes and fake props, Tracy really did look beautiful. I wouldn’t turn her down if she offered to dress up for me, but I also didn’t need her to do something extra for me to find her attractive. Given that my mind was already fantasizing about what life might be like for us six months down the road, being attracted to her without any stipulations was great.

Tracy stood for just a moment before she laid down on her stomach. Her forearms rested on the pillow and she spoke softly, “Don’t hold me down right now, it’s way too early for that kind of shit.”

I put my hand on her back and let my thumb gently graze over her smooth skin, “I’m just hoping to have a little fun before I have to start my day, sweetie.”

Tracy quickly pulled her long hair over her right shoulder and then leaned in to take my cock into her mouth. The warmth around my cock immediately pulled a moan from my lips before I could stop it, but I bit my inner cheek to silence myself from making any further sounds.

It didn’t take long for Tracy to fully wake my cock up and when she did, she started humming softly. Her already tight throat rumbled gently around my cock when she took me deep inside her, but even better was the toe-curling sensations her tongue brought when she slowly ran it in circles around my sensitive head. After only a little while longer, she wrapped her hand around my shaft and started focusing on my crown while stroking me.

Her hand worked faster and faster as her tongue flicked and teased. A quiet grunt escaped my lips and my nails gently dug into her back as I felt my balls tensing up. And then she stopped.

My spit-coated cock popped free of her mouth and she turned to look up at me, “Is it not good or something?”

“It feels great,” I groaned. “Why’d you stop? I’m so close, sweetie.”

“Because you’re barely making a sound. You know, I’m doing this because I want to make you feel good, Jess. It’s hard to tell what you like and what you don’t like when you’re almost fucking silent,” she said.

I shrugged my shoulders and mumbled, “I didn’t know it would make a difference. I’m not sure how I feel about being vocal, if you know what gets to me, then you’ll—”

“Use that information to help satisfy you. Do you think I’m trying to get some sort of national secret out of you by swallowing your cum? Jess, I’m just trying to get you off and enjoy my morning like only a slut can. If this isn’t working for you, let me know, I’m sure I could find another way to spend my morning if this isn’t something we’re both going to enjoy.”

I didn’t like being called out by her. Then again, it wouldn’t matter if it was her or someone else that called me out. If she wasn’t right, I’d probably have been more irritated, but I couldn’t be. She was just trying to do a better job of satisfying me and I knew it.

Swallowing the pride that I carried around like a badge of honor, I ran my hand through her hair and spoke softly, “I promise I’ll work on it, but for now can you please keep going?”

Tracy winked at me and lowered her head, whispering, “Gladly,” before she took my cock back into her skilled mouth.

This time, I didn’t hold back the throaty moan that wanted out of me. She bobbed her head slowly as she treated every last inch of my cock to the delights of her tongue. Tracy claimed that she’d only been with a few men and I was ready to believe her, but she was a natural born cock sucker. More reason for me to make sure she enjoyed herself later tonight…

Just when I thought she’d settled into a pattern, she would gently graze her teeth along my shaft or let her fingernails trail over my sensitive inner thighs. Everything she did was with the intent to please me and I made sure she heard how I felt. Every hitched breath, every gasp of surprise, and every desperate moan that worked its way out of me, she earned.

The tension that welled up inside me snapped before I could even warn her. I was so caught in the spell she was weaving that I managed to lose control for a moment, but that moment was all it took for my cum to splash powerfully into the back of Tracy’s throat.

She didn’t gag, cough, or even stop sucking my cock. After the last of my orgasm shot into my hungry slut’s mouth, she took me all the way to my base before slowly letting her hips roll until she was kneeling in front of me on the floor. Tracy looked up at me, her beautiful eyes never breaking contact with mine as she tightened her lips around my cock and pulled the last drops of my cum from my cock. Just as my cock fell from her mouth, she tilted her head back and opened her mouth to show me the mouthful of cum she collected before she closed her mouth and swallowed heavily.

The gulp was exaggerated, but the soft sigh that fell from her was authentic. “That was much more fun for me, Jess,” she purred before kissing my inner thigh.

I took a moment to catch my breath after that unexpectedly amazing blowjob. Tracy didn’t seem to care that I wasn’t answering her just yet, instead, she focused on licking and kissing my softening cock. I would have been content to just let her take care of me a second time, but the front door of my house opened and a familiar sweet voice called out, “Ms. Stokes, I’ll get started on breakfast right away!”

The kitchen was all that stood between my normal maid and Tracy, but that was plenty of time to hide what Tracy and I were doing. If I wanted to hide it, that was. Tracy’s eyes were wide as saucers and she moved to stand up, but I put my hands on her hips and smiled up at her. “Sit in my lap, Tracy,” I whispered.

She tilted her head, “She’s going to catch us.”

“You think I’m afraid of my maid seeing me with you?” I asked.

Tracy hesitated before she nodded.

“Tracy, sweetheart, Christine is on my payroll and seems to enjoy working for me. I want you to keep coming back and that means that she’s going to end up cooking for you and probably doing some of your laundry if I keep letting you stay the night. She’s going to find out. More specifically, I want her to find out. This is my house and I’m not going to be ashamed of myself while I’m in it. You wanted me to open up to you a little, so let me ask the same of you. Sit in my lap, baby girl.”

Tracy let out a quiet groan before she turned around and bent over to pick up her cover. While that wasn’t what I told her to do, I wasn’t going to complain about the view in front of me. Her perfect little ass looked every bit as fuckable as it did last night.

She sat down in my lap, my cock nestled between her cheeks, and put the cover over our legs to at least give the illusion of being modest.

As soon as she leaned back against me, the pressure of her weight against my cock started whittling away at my self-control. Even though she’d just swallowed a load of my cum, I felt the need to claim her ass again. And again. And again. That was my entire problem with Tracy. I wanted more than she would probably give me. I could probably pay her to spread her cute little cheeks for me and to moan my name while I fucked her, but that wasn’t all that I wanted from her. I wanted her to truly be passionate about what we were doing together. That wasn’t something I could do if all she got from our little adventures was a few thousand dollars.

“Christine, make breakfast for three, please,” I called out.

My maid stepped into the living room’s archway and gasped as she saw my naked chest, “S-Sorry!”

“If I cared, you wouldn’t be seeing me like this. It’s not the first time you’ve seen me naked, Christine,” I stated.

Christine nodded and timidly waved at Tracy, “It’s under different circumstances when I do, Ms. Stokes. I’m, uh, really glad that you two seem to be getting along.”

Tracy’s bright red cheeks nearly made me smile, but she held her composure as she mumbled, “Things went better than expected last night.”

I wrapped my arms around Tracy’s stomach and chuckled, “I think what she meant to say is that you’re probably going to see her around here a lot more frequently.”

“So long as I’m not asked to be involved in your fun, I don’t think I’ll mind, Ms. Stokes,” Christine said and turned to walk away.

I reached under the cover to gently start stroking Tracy’s cock. “There are some lines even I won’t cross, Christine. Your wife is a wonderful woman and I wouldn’t dream of trying to drive a wedge between you two. However, this is my home. If a door is shut and you hear sounds you’re not sure about, don’t come inside.”

“F-For both our sakes,” Tracy stammered.

I loved that cute little tick of hers. At first, I wasn’t quite sure if I liked the act she was putting on, but now that I knew she was confident enough to speak her mind clearly when she felt the need, the stammers and stutters were a glimpse into her mind.

I waited for Christine to go back into the kitchen before I let out a deep sigh. This morning was lovely, but I didn’t make it this far in life without putting in hours upon hours into my businesses. “After breakfast, I think you should head home, sweetie. I’d love to have you back over tonight. If you’re available around seven, that would be great.”

“And what would you like to do if I was available?” she asked.

I slid my hand between her thighs and let my middle finger tease her pucker, “Tonight I’d like to do something a little more creative than last night. I want to tie your hands to my bedposts with a few pillows under your hips so that I can fuck you like my little whore deserves. Maybe even leave a plug in you overnight to make sure you’re full of my cum while you sleep?”

She let out a soft groan before she ground her ass against my cock, “It’s a shame you’re still going to have to pay to do that. How much will you give me to be your little cum dump tonight?”

“Two grand if you do your makeup and wear something cute. Casual, but cute. Oh, and wear a thong,” I said.

“F-Fuck, for that much, I could ride you right here, right now if you wanted?” she asked, quickly reaching between our bodies to take hold of my cock.

“It’s not about cumming, sweetheart. It’s about you being willing to do what I want when I’m in the mood for it. I think having all day to think about what I’m going to do to you would be much more fun than getting my daily dose of sissy sex before the sun is even fully out.”

She laughed softly and pulled away from me, “Well, time to admit something. I did have to get up last night and let’s just say that I’m probably going to appreciate the plug tonight.”

“So that’s a yes?” I asked.

“It is.”

That evening, I made sure to get Christine out of the house just after four in the afternoon to make sure I had plenty of time to prepare one of my guest rooms for tonight’s events. Silken rope, a small anal plug, and a bottle of lube were all placed on the nightstand beside the bed. The two pillows I selected for our play were firm enough to not sag much under her weight. I wanted her ass at hip level for the easiest insertion, but I also wanted her positioned like a good slut. Face down, ass up.

With the stage set, I took the time to apply a little makeup of my own. I’d never been much of a makeup kind of woman and I wouldn’t be changing that any time soon, but a little extra effort for Tracy wouldn’t hurt. She was taking the time to come back to me for seconds, after all.

I finished getting ready and waited quite impatiently for her to arrive. The hours passed like weeks leaving me with all the time in the world to try and justify why I’d taken such an interest in her.

I could rationalize that I wanted to help her so she didn’t end up like I did, but that wasn’t quite it. There was the aspect of her being a sissy. That was another can of worms entirely, having her forsake her masculinity and accept her place as my ‘girl’ for the time being was emotionally satisfying, but I didn’t want to believe that I was so enthralled with her because of that.

Sure, I’d been abused by men in my past, but Tracy didn’t even fight about my choice of pronouns for her. If she had, I probably would have lost interest. At least, if she did so on the first day I met her. Now? Things would be different. That was what concerned me about her. I wanted to be with her because she was interesting to me, not because she was a sissy. That might have played a very large part at first, but there was something about the fire in her heart that kept me coming back.

When I had a problem, I usually threw money at it until it went away. Tracy denied me that. She told me no. She made me compromise. That wouldn’t be so bad if I hadn’t wanted to compromise for her. Up until now, if I wanted something bad enough, I could have it. With her, money wouldn’t solve every problem. It would let me finish inside that heavenly ass of hers again, but it wouldn’t get me any closer to her emotionally and that was truly what I wanted.

Being alone was the price of my monetary success up until now, but even if I never made another cent in my life, I’d be able to live ten lifetimes comfortably. I wouldn’t quit working because of Tracy, the charities I supported relied heavily on my companies donations. I might have more money than I could spend, but I wasn’t all that stingy with it.

Yet, Tracy was making more money than some people did in months in just two days. I didn’t throw unnecessary money at people I didn’t know. My friends appreciated gifts, but most of my friends were business associates.

A sullen mood took me as I whispered aloud, “Is she really the only friend I’ve got?” Saying the words gave them a power that I didn’t expect.

Three loud knocks rapped out against my front door and I bolted from my spot on the couch to let Tracy in. As the solid oak door swung open, my jaw dropped. Standing in a charcoal gray tank top that exposed just a slight amount of her lower abdomen and a pair of tiny blue jeans shorts was the woman I’d been waiting for. Even in casual clothes, she looked like a goddess. A goddess with a slight bulge in her shorts, but a goddess nonetheless.

“So, uh, the guard at the gate asked if I was going to be a regular here or not, I didn’t quite know what to tell him,” Tracy said.

I smiled warmly and nodded, “I’d love it if you were a regular here, but that’s your choice, baby.”

“You know, I don’t know if I like baby or whore more coming from you.”

“Both have their time and place,” I said before stepping forward to wrap her in a hug. “I’m really glad you came, Tracy.”

She hugged me back before mumbling, “What gives with the hug? I didn’t take you for much of a hugger.”

“Just glad to see you, that’s all. Anyway, let’s get inside, I’ve got the room ready for you. Would you prefer the money before or after we finish?” I asked.

Tracy pulled away from me and walked through the small mudroom that led into the kitchen, “Can we just deal with the money in the morning from now on?”

That brought another smile to my lips. Granted, seeing her tight ass sway from side to side as she walked away definitely played a part in making me crack another smile. “So you’re fine with spending your nights here after we have our sessions?”

“Don’t let this go to your head or anything, but I really don’t want to walk home after we, uh, you know,” her voice trailed off. After a second of hesitation, she cleared her throat and mumbled, “Your cock is huge and I am small, so yeah, I’d like to be able to stay the night here from now on.”

“Done.”

“W-Wait, no negotiating? I thought that was a fetish of yours or something.”

I shut the door and followed her inside, wrapping my arm around her waist as I continued upstairs. “Some things don’t need to be discussed. That’s a very reasonable request and I’ve got one to make as well. You like being talked down to when we’re fucking, but I have a thing for being in control if you haven’t noticed. If it’s all the same to you, I’d like it if you called me Mistress when we have sex.”

“Oh shit, you’re into BDSM?” she asked.

“Not anything super heavy, but yeah, there are aspects that I really enjoy. I’m not going to ask you to do something without making sure you’re comfortable with it first. If something gets too bad, just tell me. If you want to pick a safe word, go ahead. I don’t think we’ll need one, I’m not looking to get into some kind of heavy scene where we can’t communicate like we did last night or this morning.”

I stopped at the door to the guest room I’d prepared and opened the door for Tracy. Aside from a massive wall-mounted TV, there was nothing special inside the room. She might not believe my interests in BDSM were limited, but if I truly wanted to live that lifestyle fully, I’d have a dungeon.

She gestured to the nightstand, “That’s the kind of BDSM I could do. I’ve had offers to be someone’s live-in submissive before and looking into that online terrified me. Also, if you had a furnished room, why did you make me sleep on the couch last night?”

“Tracy, can we just chat for a minute?” I asked.

Tracy sat down on the bed and looked up at me, “Did I say something wrong? If you were low-key trying to get me to do that for you, I mean, you could pay for eight-hour sessions or something. I don’t want to sound like I’m ungrateful or whatever.”

“Sweetie, it’s not that. You’re perfectly fine to tell me what’s on your mind. That’s what I want to do right now if you’re okay with that,” I said.

She nodded, “So long as you don’t tell me you’re in love with me or something.”

“I wouldn’t call it love quite yet, but I do know that I feel something for you. I spent well over an hour earlier thinking about why I wanted you back here. Last night, I had you sleep on the couch with money on the counter to give you every chance in the world to fuck me over and leave. You didn’t,” I sat down beside her and put my hand on her knee. “I’d like to think that you did that for a reason. I don’t like getting close to people, it usually doesn’t end well for one of us. They either just want my money or they expect me to be something I’m not. I don’t want that to happen here.”

Tracy put her hand on top of mine and smiled weakly at me, “I’m really glad to hear that you’re trying. I know that isn’t super easy for someone like you. I don’t mean that in a bad way, but I assume that when you’re a woman with means to fix problems, you don’t quite like much opposition. I honestly thought that you’d kick me out a few times by now. But you haven’t. I don’t know if this is a good thing or a bad thing, but when we’re together, I don’t feel like I’m just some whore being paid. I feel like you’re actually interested in me, but there is no denying that sex is one of the main things that we’re both interested in.”

“For now. I don’t want it to be like that, Tracy. I want sex to be something I can enjoy with you, but no matter how this turns out, I just want someone I can call a friend. A real friend,” I whispered.

She laced her fingers through mine and brought my hand to her lips so that she could kiss it, “And I want to be your girlfriend at some point, but that’s probably not going to happen.”

Her bluntness caught me off guard. “T-Tracy, that’s a few steps ahead of where we are now,” I muttered.

Tracy let go of my hand and scooted a few inches away from me, “And now I’ve gone and made things weird. Look, if you have a gag or something, I’m all for that if you still wanted to fuck me. Something tells me I need to keep my mouth—”

I rolled onto my hip and swung my leg over hers. My hands moved to rest on her arms as I leaned in and kissed her. She stiffened for a second before putting her hands on my waist. I parted my lips and let my tongue gently nudge against hers.

Instead of letting me in, she pressed her forehead against mine to separate our lips by barely more than an inch. “I need to know why you picked me,” she whispered. “Of all the whores in this city, of all the femboys, sissies, crossdressers, whatever you want to call girls like me, why me?”

“Because I was just like you. Tracy, you don’t want to be a whore. I can feel it in the way you fuck. When you suck my cock, you don’t just try to get me off. You make it a complete experience. When you rode my cock in the kitchen, I nearly lost my mind. You didn’t have to do anything like that, really. You could have just been a hole for me to fuck. You want to have a good time as well, you enjoy having sex and you’re really fucking good at it,” I put my hands on her shoulders and pushed her gently back onto the bed. “You’re not a whore because you want to be. You’re a whore because you’ve got to make ends meet. I don’t know why you didn’t get into a different line of work, but I know that when I was in your shoes, I couldn’t find anyone to take me seriously or respect me unless I was on my knees.”

I took a deep breath and locked eyes with her, “I chose you because you’re worth saving. Before you end up getting murdered in an alley, I’d rather offer you the comfort of knowing that you’ll be safe. If you want to make money by having sex, do it with me. I don’t mind paying you, but I need to know that you’re not just going to take this for granted.”

A tear spilled out of her eye and trickled down the side of her face before disappearing into her hair. “I don’t know what else to do to make money, Jess. I can’t take being screamed at by a douchebag at a fast food joint. I’ve tried that. I tried retail, they worked me like an animal and shorted me hours. I get that there is something out there I can do, but that something is hard to find and it’s so easy to just let some sweaty jerk fuck me and pay me more than I’d make in a week…”

“Until they didn’t feel like paying you, baby girl. I don’t want to see you hurt, I don’t want to make you feel like you’re only worth my time if you fuck me. I just… I don’t know if any of this is appropriate for knowing you a total of two days. I’m not the best at relationships of any sort, so if I’m overstepping things, you’ll have to tell me. I want you to be my girlfriend, but I need a little more time before we make that step. The sex is amazing, but until we spend more time together, I don’t know if we’ll be compatible as partners,” I whispered.

“L-Let me sleep in your bed tonight after we’re done in here. We don’t have to cuddle or anything, b-but if you want me to stick around, don’t make me sleep alone again,” the pained tone she spoke with left me no choice.

I’d have given her the same answer even if she didn’t sound like she’d shatter if I said no, “Of course. If you just want to wait until tomorrow to do this, that’s fine too. This got heavy fast, baby.”

“N-No, I want your cock tonight, M-Mistress. I’ve thought about it all day and I really, really want to take care of you even more now that I know how you feel,” she said softly.

I reached down to wipe away the trail of wetness left by her tear, “Promise you won’t keep crying?”

“Only if you promise to make me feel like your whore,” she said as a weak grin spread across her lips.

I chuckled and rolled off her. Without saying another word, I stacked the pillows on top of one another and Tracy didn’t wait to be told to get on top of them. Part of me wanted to tell her to take her shorts off, but the silence felt strangely intimate. We’d talked enough for the time being and I could show her how much I appreciated her with my actions.

It only took a moment to loosely bind her wrists to the bedposts and once that was done, I broke the silence to whisper, “If you squirm enough, you can pull your hands through without hurting yourself. Baby, I don’t want to call you a whore tonight. I might make you feel like one, but I want you to know right now that if you say stop, we’ll be done for tonight and I won’t hold it against you at all.”

She gave her ass a playful shake and whispered, “I’ve missed having your cock in me since last night, Mistress. P-Please don’t pull out until you’re done with me, okay?”

I slapped her ass gently and then hooked my hands into the sides of her shorts before snatching them down, “Shh, I’ve got work to do, baby girl.”

The soft orange color of her thong brought a smile to my lips and I sighed happily as I hooked my finger under it to pull it away from her pucker to see her delightful ass in its full glory. “You know, I was going to try and keep quiet as well, but I’ve got to tell you that you’ve got the sexiest body I’ve ever seen.”

“Thank you,” she said as her cheeks flushed a light shade of pink.

I leaned over her and let the bulge in my shorts press against the bare flesh of her ass while I grabbed the lube. Tracy’s soft moan brought a smile to my lips. My heart skipped a beat from hearing her moan at the thought of what was about to happen to her. I sat down on the bed beside her for a moment as I quickly pushed my shorts and panties down to my ankles and then off entirely.

Looking over at her, I couldn’t help but appreciate just how much courage she had to have. To come back to my house couldn’t have been easy. Hell, now that we’d cleared the air between us, the decision might be easier, but that didn’t make it easy before. She had no clue what to expect from tonight except my cock in her tight little ass, and yet, she took a chance. As easy as it was to forget that she had to make tough choices to let me into her life, I could still appreciate the fact that she did have to make them. The money might have helped her make up her mind, but Tracy was stronger than I was when I was her age.

I leaned over and gave her ass a quick kiss before whispering, “Might as well be sweet before I destroy it.”

She giggled and turned her head to look at me. Her hands lifted from the bed slightly and she feigned horror, “Oh no, someone please stop this crazy woman before she makes me cream my panties.”

I laughed and then knelt behind her. Sliding her thong to the side, I pressed my cock’s head against her pucker and then squirted a glob of lube onto the crook between my cock and her hole. It wouldn’t be nearly as good as rubbing it in, but I couldn’t be bothered with getting my hands slick and slippery if I wanted to let my hands roam her body while we had sex.

I pushed gently against her tight pucker and groaned softly as her ring slowly swallowed my thick crown. As I kept easing myself into her, I continued trickling more lube onto my shaft. The mess I was making on the pillow was pretty bad, but as I sank fully into Tracy’s ass, I closed the cap on the bottle of lube and tossed it aside.

My head tilted back as a throaty moan flooded out of me. Her ass was worth every dollar I’d end up spending on her, but knowing that she felt the way she did about me only heightened the physical pleasure. As tight and warm as her inner walls were, almost any woman would work for those primal needs. The difference was that Tracy truly wanted me inside her as much as I wanted to be there. No amount of money would make a whore love me. They’d be there for the money.

I spread my knees out a little wider to make Tracy spread her legs even further which lowered her hips until I got her to the perfect height. Instead of hammering into her immediately, I slowly worked my cock in and out of her tight ass a few inches at a time. While I did use lube and she didn’t scream from the insertion, the occasional clench of her ring around my cock told me that she wasn’t quite adjusted to it.

After almost a full minute of the slow, careful thrusting, she mumbled, “Is this what getting my ass destroyed is supposed to feel like?”

My hands wrapped around her hips and I firmly held her as I purred, “No, but this is.”

I pulled nearly all the way out of her ass before I slammed back into her with enough force to shake the bed and send her sliding forward. Tracy shrieked from the sudden force and looked back at me as best she could from her vulnerable position. Her eyes were wide, but her jaw was slack from what I hoped was pleasure.

She quickly snatched her arms closer to her chest until the rope went taut before tucking her elbows into the bed. “H-Harder, Mistress,” she whimpered.

“Don’t tell me how to use your fuck hole, slut,” I growled.

Tracy’s lips curled into a smile before I once again caused her mouth to fall open as I slammed into her. This time, she didn’t slide forward and I didn’t have to give her time to recover. My hands curled around to cup her ass. Spreading her wide open, I let my fingertips dig into her ass and legs as I leaned back slightly to make it easier to thrust into her.

As I picked up the pace of my vicious motions, Tracy’s gasps turned into loud cries of pleasure. Between her screams, my moans, and the loud clap of our bodies colliding, the room was never quiet. I didn’t have any words to say to her that would tell her anything more than what my cock could at the moment. I needed her.

Before I’d even worked up a sweat, Tracy let out a shrill cry and her pucker gripped my cock as it spasmed around me. I hadn’t even thought of how much she might enjoy being truly pounded, but the shuddering breaths she took as I kept fucking her made it clear that she finished. Once might have been good for most people, but tonight, my sissy earned at least two orgasms. If nothing else, I’d have much more fun watching her lick her panties clean if there was more cum in them.

I straightened back up and put my hands on her lower back, forcefully pushing her further down as I leaned over her. Each thrust into my whore’s tight ass had the entire weight of my body behind it and I could barely get my hips to work as fast as I wanted them to. Had I known that I’d finally meet someone worth getting this damn involved with, I’d have been hitting the treadmill so much more to build my stamina.

The pace I set made my precious slut cum, but I couldn’t keep up with myself and as I slowed my thrusts, she groaned, “M-Mistress?”

“Just getting a little tired, I’m not as fit as I probably should be,” I admitted.

She nodded her head and mumbled, “P-Put me on my side, it might be easier for both of us right now.”

Part of me felt exceptionally guilty that I couldn’t finish like I started, but there was no way that I’d leave Tracy without a stomach full of my cum again. She came over here expecting to have a good time and I wasn’t going to deny her that. Besides, it was hard to feel too terrible, she did cum for me without even having her little cock stroked.

I held my hips tight against hers as I carefully rolled us over onto our sides. Tracy happily stretched her leg out to make her ass more easily accessible. One hand moved to her hip while I used the other as an anchor to help keep myself steady as I started pumping into her again. While it wasn’t as hard as before, that didn’t make her ass feel any less amazing around my cock.

The way her inner walls seemed to suck me back into her as I thrust home again and again tested the limits of my lust. I wanted to let myself lose control, to chase my orgasm until I shot my load deep inside her. That wouldn’t help finish her again, but that thought gave me an idea.

“Work your hips, little whore. You know how much I love it when you ride my cock, so why are you just being a cock sleeve?” I whispered into her ear.

“S-Sorry, Mistress,” she stammered. Her hips started slowly rocking back and forth. “I didn’t know if you wanted me to be still or not, M-Mistress. I’ll be a good girl for you,” the playful tone in her voice was weak from exhaustion, but Tracy didn’t show any signs of wanting to stop.

“I don’t want a good girl. I want a dirty slut that can earn her cum. Faster, you wouldn’t want me to start offering you less and less every time you come over, do you?” I asked. I hoped she could tell from my voice that I wasn’t serious, but if she couldn’t, I’d be able to tell her after. Right now, all I needed was just a little more from her before I could cum.

Tracy bucked her hips wildly. When I slammed my cock into her, she’d force her hips back against mine to make sure my cock didn’t leave any part of her ass unclaimed. As I pulled out, she let out a weak whimper before pulling away from me as well just to start the process over again. And damn, did it feel good. Her ass wasn’t anywhere near as tight as it was before I rocked her world, but it’d tighten up again in just a few hours. That fact only further served to make me feel like I’d fulfilled my promise to her.

As she tried to pick up the pace even more, I took a final deep breath and held it as I tightened my grip on her hips as hard as I felt was safe. She turned her head to look back at me and as those soft blue eyes met with mine, I gave her everything I had left in the tank. My hips crashed into hers, sending her hips sliding forward before she weakly bounced back against me. My balls tightened as her desperate moans echoed through the halls of my house.

Slamming into her one final time, I let the momentum carry my body on top of her, rolling her back onto her stomach as my cum flooded into her well-fucked ass. It was only after I’d already shot the first two ropes of my cum into her that I even realized that her pucker was spasming around my cock again.

I sucked in breath like I’d never take another as I tried in vain to regain my composure. But it was Tracy that spoke first. “Y-You’re going to have to carry me, M-Mistress.”

“W-Where?”

“To your room?”

I let out a pathetic groan and let my hand slide under her stomach. Holding her against me, I rolled back onto my side and carefully shuffled us closer to the head of the bed. “Fuck that, we’re sleeping here, baby.”

“W-What about the plug?” she asked.

I ground my hips gently into hers, “Stay still and I’m sure my cock will work just fine as a plug. If it doesn’t, fuck it, I’ll have you wear it tomorrow when I finish with you then too.”

“M-Mistress, I want your cum in me first thing in the morning and I want to wear the plug then,” she murmured.

“And am I going to have to pay for that?” I asked teasingly.

She giggled quietly and pressed her ass firmly against my hips, “Good sissies don’t need to be paid when they’re getting what they want.”

“You know, I could just hire you as a personal assistant, Tracy. No more being paid for sex, just a real job that has real requirements with one hell of a benefits package,” I offered.

“That’s a few steps further than I’m willing to take. Jess, I can’t ask you to pay me for whatever this is between us anymore. If you want to help me out, then help me. If you can’t, I’ll try to find a job that doesn’t need me to be in your good graces to have a paycheck. I can’t fully rely on you yet, as much as I want to, I need a little more time to get to know you as well, okay?”

“Compromise time,” I said softly. “Let’s keep up what we’re doing. I don’t feel right about this if I don’t feel like you’re comfortable financially, so I’m going to keep paying you however much I feel like at the time. You won’t have to skip meals, babe, I can promise you that much, but we won’t talk about how much our time together is going to cost, okay?”

She let out a soft hum before going quiet for a moment. “Between what you gave me last night and what you’re paying me for this, I don’t think I’m going to have to ask you for money for a bit. L-Let’s go out for lunch tomorrow. I, uh, I’ll let you cum in my butt and wear the plug while we’re out?”

“Sounds like you’re asking me to take you out on a date. Luckily for you, I was hoping we could do that even without the temptation of fucking your ass again, baby girl,” I purred.

Tracy let out a soft groan and mumbled, “These panties are going to be ruined by tomorrow.”

“I’m sure we’ll ruin plenty of pairs, now try and get some rest before I get hard again. I don’t know if my poor lungs could keep up with my cock.”

I was a little out of practice when it came to having sex, but it’d eventually come back to me. How could it not with this sexy little nympho in my bed?


Book Three

Tracy’s Training Results


When morning came, I knew that I wouldn’t be too long behind it. My cock didn’t manage to stay inside Tracy all night, but waking up with her body snuggled against mine was just as good. I put a hand on her shoulder and gently shook her, “Baby girl, time to get up.”

She let out a soft groan and pressed her hips against mine, “I must have rolled last night or something, here I was hoping that we’d be able to have a little fun first thing in the morning.”

I leaned over to kiss her on the cheek before whispering into her ear, “First thing I need to do is go to the bathroom. Get up and get your shorts back on, sweetie. I’ve got to take a shower and get ready to start the day.”

“We’re still doing lunch, aren’t we?” she asked.

“And the other thing, yes. But I still have some work to get done.”

Tracy rolled over so that she could face me and mumbled, “Anything I could do to make that a little nicer for you?”

“Probably, but I’m not really going to be able to pay you that much attention while I’m working. I don’t want to make you feel ignored, so if you want to find something else to do while I take care of business, feel free,” I offered.

“I don’t mind being ignored if you enjoy the things I’m doing with you,” Tracy purred.

The thought of ignoring her didn’t seem right. I had to get something accomplished today or it would feel like a wasted day. I didn’t allow myself to waste a day unless it was the weekend.

Leaning back in, I gave her a quick kiss on the lips before rolling out of bed. “I’ll see you in my office shortly if you want to join me, but I insist on you finding something to do instead.”

She pouted for a moment before nodding, “Can I shower and maybe borrow a pair of your underwear? These are kind of gross now.”

I gestured for her to follow me. I led her into my bedroom and opened my underwear drawer for her to make a selection. They probably wouldn’t fit her as well as she might like, but it would be better than wearing nothing if she just had to have a pair on. I wouldn’t have minded the thought of her going without panties today, especially if I was going to follow up on the naughty lunch date we’d planned.

She picked a pair of bikini cut panties and smiled at me, “Guess I’ll see you in a bit?”

“There is a shower in the bathroom of that guest bedroom and another downstairs in my gym. Sorry, but we’re not at the showering together point. I actually enjoy getting clean when I take a shower and something tells me that we’d do something dirty together,” I said with a knowing smirk.

Tracy smiled warmly and mumbled, “Probably. Thank you for the panties. Oh, and would you mind stopping at a clothing store on the way to wherever we’re going for lunch? I could use with getting another skirt or something, I don’t like wearing the same clothes two days in a row.”

“We could do more than just stop at the store. You never said that we had to be here when I fuck your cute ass until I’m finished with it,” I said.

Her cheeks brightened and she looked down at my crotch, “If you’re saying that we could have sex in the changing room, I’d love that. Mm, especially if we haven’t even paid for the clothes I’m trying on yet.”

“Sounds like you want to be a bit of a naughty girl today. I’m pretty sure I could make you feel like a proper little slut if that’s what you want today, baby,” I purred.

Tracy knelt down in front of me and looked longingly at the soft cock dangling between my thighs, “Did you want to fuck my mouth, Mistress?”

As tempting as the offer was, I just ruffled her hair and turned away from her, “Get a shower and come see me in my office, whore.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I headed into the bathroom and took care of my morning needs. After I finished cleaning up, I put on a pair of pajama pants and a fine white blouse before heading into my office. The pajamas I could get away with, if someone needed to have a video call with me, I’d have to at least pretend that I was dressed professionally. Appearances were important.

Almost an hour into my work, Tracy quietly opened my office door and waved a hand to get my attention before whispering softly, “Busy?”

“Just sent the last email response that I needed to get done. Did you get anything done?” I asked.

She stepped into the room wearing nothing but the pair of panties she borrowed from me. They fit decently enough, but they were loose on her. “I’m washing my outfit from last night, I really don’t feel sexy in your clothes.”

“That’s because they’re not yours. You’re still sexy, but why don’t you come over here and make yourself useful while I read over this report I was sent?”

Tracy smirked as she walked over to my desk. She didn’t ask for permission as she crawled underneath my desk and got between my legs, but I wasn’t going to hold that against her. I also didn’t hold it against her when she reached into my pajamas and pulled my cock out of the hole in the front.

From my position at the desk, all I could see was the first inch or two of my shaft and that was it. Whatever she wanted to do down there, I’d let her, but I wasn’t quite used to not being able to see and control what was happening.

Her tongue danced around the head of my cock before she whispered, “I can’t wait to be your filthy little slut again today, Mistress. I-I’m already wearing the plug, I wanted to be lubed up and ready for whenever you wanted me. D-Did I do a good job?”

“You always do a good job, baby girl. But I’m not going to be able to read and talk to you at the same time, so why don’t you play with my cock and enjoy being on your knees for me while I work? You don’t have to stay down there all morning, but I did warn you that I’d have to be productive today,” I said.

Tracy sighed quietly before mumbling, “You better fuck me like you mean it later.”

I might have called her out on her tone, but before I could even be annoyed by her comment, her lips surrounded my cock and one of her hands wrapped most of the way around my cock. As she bobbed slowly up and down my length, her hand worked along my cock as well. If she ever picked up the pace, I would have been in danger, but for the next thirty minutes it took me to finish reading the report, my sissy slut sucked and teased my cock like it was her favorite thing in the world to do.

Leaning back in my chair, I looked down at her and she looked up at me. Our eyes locked and I smiled warmly at her, “Enjoying the taste of my cock?”

She let my cock fall from her lips and smiled back at me. “I always love how it tastes, Mistress.”

“Shame, I’ve got to make a phone call here in a second and I’m going to need to make sure you can stay silent. Now, how would I go about fixing that problem, whore?” I purred as I reached under the desk and put my hand gently on the back of her head. “Surely I couldn’t have my cock deep in that cute little throat of yours?”

“I don’t know if I’d call someone’s throat cute, but I get the idea, Mistress,” she teased.

I laughed quietly and pulled her head closer to my cock. She didn’t break eye contact as she opened her mouth and happily took me fully to my base. I held her there and watched her face turn slightly pink before I let go of the back of her head and spoke firmly, “You’re not going to try to get me off. You just be a good slut and keep your mouth busy for me. Is that clear?”

Tracy moaned softly around my cock before nodding her head as best she could. Her teeth gently grazed against my shaft and drew a matching moan from me. Picking up the phone on the desk, I ran my hand through her hair again and whispered, “Thank you, baby girl.” As much as I was growing to enjoy our kinkier play, I couldn’t let her think that I wasn’t appreciative.

She sucked gently and slowly as I talked on the phone. Occasionally, her tongue would flick the underside of my sensitive crown and my hips would buck in response, forcing my cock back into her mouth. She didn’t seem to mind and the only part of it I didn’t like was when my breath got caught in my throat. The board of directors wouldn’t appreciate knowing that I was getting my cock sucked while I listened to one of the chairmen drone on and on about the upcoming fourth quarter.

Whenever I had a moment’s reprieve from the conversation, I would reach down and stroke my thumb down Tracy’s cheek and she would quietly moan around my length. After what felt like I lifetime, I finished the conversation on the phone, “Sounds like you’ve got a solid idea of what this quarter holds. Track the profits and let me know if we stray from the projected one point seven percent increase. Definitely let me know if we exceed that number. Good luck with your meeting and I’ll see you on Monday for our appointment.” He started to speak, but I hung up the phone. If I let him, he’d keep rambling in circles.

My cock was slightly tender from all the attention it received while I was taking care of business and I knew that Tracy’s jaw had to ache. And yet, she was still sucking, though her motions were much slower now that she’d tired herself out.

Without so much as a word, I scooted my chair back until I pulled my cock out of her reach. She crawled forward, looking up at me expectantly, “Mistress?”

“Shh, just be quiet, baby girl,” I said as I reached down and hooked my hand under her arms. Lifting her up, I sat her down on my desk and silently pulled her borrowed pair of panties down her thighs. “You did a wonderful job and I think you’ve earned a reward. Don’t you?”

“N-No Mistress, you don’t have to reward me. I was just doing my job,” she murmured.

I smiled at her as I knelt down in front of her. Blowjobs weren’t my favorite thing in the world to give, but after nearly an hour of having her service me, she deserved something special in return. Leaning forward, I flicked my tongue against her stiff cock. It was cute seeing her turned on by sucking my cock. Truly, my little whore was learning her place quite well and she seemed to be loving it as well.

“Tracy, I want to ask you something,” I said as I took her cock in my hand and slowly stroked her.

“A-Anything.”

“Do you still feel like you did the first night we were together?” I asked.

She looked down at me and bit her lower lip, “What do you mean?”

“You didn’t seem too excited about how things might go between us. You sounded like you would just be in it for the money and now… now I don’t know if you’re still thinking like you were back then. I feel like a lot has changed and I don’t know if I’m just seeing signs of something that aren’t there.” I didn’t want to spill my guts to her like this, but I needed to know if I was the only one feeling like there might be something more than just another orgasm on the line.

“Jess, I don’t know what you’re wanting to hear. I do feel like things are changing and I told you yesterday that I’d be happy as your girlfriend, boyfriend, sissy slut, whatever the fuck you want to call me. But I don’t know if that’s a step you’re ready to take. I know that I’m from the wrong side of the tracks. No one would let you live down the fact that you’re dating a whore if you did decide to take that step with me. Those guys I had sex with before, they’d come out about it or at least tip someone off. It could ruin your life and I don’t know if it’s fair for me to even want that kind of thing from you,” she mumbled.

I smiled up at her and shrugged my shoulders, “I’m one of the most powerful women in the country. Do you really think I care if someone tries to blackmail me about the person I’m interested in? You’re the first person in years that I’ve even wanted to be around, baby girl. I don’t know how to move forward with you though. This isn’t something I’m used to.”

“Being interested in someone?” she asked.

“Not just that. I’m so accustomed to having a plan for almost everything I do. You’ve been nothing but a curveball and while I’m loving that, I don’t have you figured out. I don’t know what it is that’s bringing you back. I don’t know if I should offer you more money or if I should ask you if you just need me to take care of something for you. I don’t know anything when it comes to you, except that I want to make you as happy as you’ve been making me,” I said.

Her soft blue eyes glistened with the warning signs of tears as she weakly smiled down at me. “Jess, I keep coming back because I keep enjoying the time I’m spending with you. The sex has been amazing, but so have the conversations. So has being held by you. So was waking up with you right next to me. No amount of money could pay to recreate how I felt when we’ve been together. Yes, I’m poor and this was my job, but you said something that first night and I hope I remember it well enough. Good girls don’t get paid to do what they love.”

My lip quivered for a moment before a tear spilled down my cheek. “Yeah… I remember saying something like that. Tracy, I know that I’m probably not a perfect match for you and that I’m probably going to ask you to do some things that are strange at times, but if you’d have me, I’d love to have you.”

She wiped away the tears in her eyes and then spoke in her best impersonation of my voice, “You’re supposed to call me whore when we’re intimate with one another.”

I smiled at her joke and leaned forward to suck the head of her cock into my mouth. Her sweet precum shocked me. It wasn’t as bitter as I remembered from back in the day when I used to be a whore myself. Speaking around her cock, I slurred out, “Whatever my whore wants.”

She laughed at my terrible pronunciation before a gasp and a moan ruptured out of her. It might have been a while since I did anything like this, but I hadn’t lost my tricks. I took her to her base and looked into her eyes as I let my tongue massage the underside of her smooth cock. Even though she was fully inside my mouth, her cock’s head was barely into my throat. Such a cute little sissy cock!

When I pulled back so that I could focus on the head of her sissy cock, she let out a stream of whimpering curses as her thighs quivered. Just as I was starting to build something of a rhythm, Tracy let out a loud cry and a small burst of cum splashed onto my tongue. Before I could even pull away, she weakly held onto my head with both hands and moaned, “F-Fuck, I’m so sorry, M-Mistress!”

The flavor of her salty cum didn’t agree with my taste buds, but I swallowed her small load when she finished. Standing up, I slid a hand around her neck and looked down into her eyes, “You don’t have to be sorry. I just didn’t expect you to be that easy to get off.”

“H-Hey! I last a little longer when you’re fucking me,” she said, her cheeks flush with embarrassment.

“Yes you do, and I last a little longer than I mean to at times. I guess that balances out, doesn’t it?” I asked teasingly.

“I’m never saying no to being fucked by that massive thing you’ve got down there,” she purred.

I smiled at her and let my other hand reach down to her pucker where I pushed the plug slightly further into her ass, “Go put your clothes in the dryer so we can leave soon, baby girl. I told you we’d have lunch together today and I’d love to fill my girlfriend’s ass with a fresh batch of sissy treats.”

Her eyes brightened and she quickly hopped off the desk, “Girlfriend?”

“That’s the word you picked out of all of that?” I asked.

Tracy threw her arms around my waist and hugged me before whispering, “Can I still dress like a slut if we’re going out together?”

“I’m a billionaire, Tracy. Do you really think that people would be surprised for the whore I’m dating to be dressed for her job?” The question sounded a lot ruder than I intended it to, but Tracy didn’t seem to take it the wrong way.

“If you’re going to do me in a changing room, I want it to be easy access,” she said before raking her teeth across her lower lip. Her eyes locked with mine and she whispered in my ear, “And I want to leave the plug at home so that everyone can see your cum running down my legs. I’m your whore, aren’t I, Mistress? Don’t you want to show off what you can do with me that most guys couldn’t dream of doing with their girls?”

My cock twitched at those words. “Tracy, don’t think for a second that I don’t truly care about you, but if you keep offering me these things, I’m going to do some of them, if not most of them.”

“I want you to, Jess. I really do, I got into this kind of work because sex is something I like. Dirty stuff has always turned me on, but I wouldn’t let just anyone do this kind of stuff, not if they weren’t paying super well. But you? You’re not the same as them, Jess. I want you to make my fantasies come true because I do know that you care about me.”

“You’re not wearing panties when I pick out your skirt, baby. I promise that if you don’t walk carefully, someone will definitely see your little cock peeking out from under that skirt too. I remember seeing a little black and red one that I think a whore like you would absolutely love wearing for her Mistress,” I purred.

I changed from pajama pants into a skirt of my own so that I could avoid fumbling with my clothes. Unlike Tracy, I did put on a pair of panties. She might be able to get away with not wearing them if she walked carefully, but my cock was a lot harder to hide than hers.

The drive to the department store was relatively quiet. It was pretty hard for Tracy to talk when she had my cock halfway down her throat. I knew that things would eventually calm down, that the sex would become less frequent, but that didn’t have to be any time soon. Tracy seemed just as ravenous to have my cum as I was to give it to her and that made for a perfect combination.

When we arrived at the shop, Tracy let out a quiet hum, “Why doesn’t it surprise me that the skirt you wanted is at a sex shop?”

“It’s an adult department store. They have more than just toys in there, Tracy. Besides, you shouldn’t judge this place, quite a few of my friends come here. The same friends that gave me the idea of having you call me Mistress,” I purred.

She smiled at me and nodded, “Fine, I’ll give it a chance. It just doesn’t feel as raunchy to have sex in the changing room of a sex store. I mean, don’t they kind of plan for that?”

“You know, I thought you’d say something like that. That’s why I’m not going to fuck you here. I want to feel your tight ass around my cock while there is an actual chance of someone catching us. I need to know that you’ll do your very best to keep your whorish moans quiet while I fuck you until I’ve left you as a cum-dripping mess,” I purred.

Tracy squirmed in her seat before reaching down to press against the bulge in her shorts, “M-Mistress, that sounds so fucking good.”

A smile crested my lips as I tucked my cock back into my panties and then pulled my skirt down. “See, that’s the spirit. You don’t even care if we get found out, do we?”

“I don’t want to get caught. We’d have to stop if we got caught and I don’t want you to pull out of me until you’re done with me, Mistress.”

I opened my car door and silently led the way into the store. After giving the clerk a quick greeting, I walked around the clothing racks until I found the skirts I mentioned to Tracy and then grabbed one in what I assumed would be her size. The clerk let us into the changing room and I reached around Tracy’s waist to unbutton her shorts for her.

As they slid down her legs, she bent forward at the waist and pressed her bare ass against my hips. Even though I’d given her another place to have sex in, my little slut thought it would be a good idea to tease me. She just didn’t know how badly I wanted to fuck her. After three different blowjobs from her today without being able to cum, I had too much pent up lust that had to be relieved.

Tracy slid on the skirt and was about to turn around when I grabbed her shoulder and pushed her firmly against the wall-mounted mirror and growled, “Keep your mouth shut, whore.”

She nodded her head and wiggled her ass at me. It might not be as raunchy as she imagined, but she didn’t seem to mind the change of plans. Without so much as a whisper between us, I reached under the tiny skirt and pulled the plug from her ass. I flipped my skirt up and quickly pulled my semi-erect cock from my panties and pressed it against her pucker.

I didn’t have to be fully hard to comfortably fit inside her. Each inch that I forced into her tight ass was easier to push inside than the last as my cock quickly stiffened. She was too damn sexy when she was bent over for me. The miniskirt did look slutty and the mirror provided me with a view that I couldn’t tear my eyes away from. Her cute cock swayed back and forth as I pushed deeper into her, but her small sack was already drawn up toward her groin and unmoving. I knew she loved my cock in her, but damn, was she really already that close to cumming?

I was tempted to ask her, but my little whore would end up spraying her cum whether I fucked her ass, sucked her cute little cock, or just stroked her until she shot her sissy-juices everywhere. Unlike the few other women I’d hired in my times of need, Tracy genuinely loved my cock. She wanted me, not my money.

That thought caused my cock to throb within my lover’s ass. Lover… I didn’t think that I was ready for that word, but it felt so damn right to think of her like that. If she wanted to hurt me, she could have done that the first night. If she didn’t want to be with me, she could have told me yesterday. If she wanted something to change, she would have told me this morning. How many damn chances did I have to give her before it was rational for me to assume that we would just be a good couple?

Leaning over her slightly, I pushed my hips against hers until she was forced to press herself against the mirror entirely. As her hips straightened and my cock bent slightly, applying a different but no less amazing sensation, she let out a soft whimper, “M-Mistress?”

I didn’t fight the words that came out of me. I couldn’t have fought them and if she didn’t feel the same, I’d deal with the consequences later. “I love you, baby girl. You might be my little whore right now, but later you’re going to be my sweet girlfriend and I think you deserve to know how I feel about you.”

In the mirror, I could see her eyes widen and she smiled weakly, “I-Is it okay if I say it back?”

I kissed the crown of her head and ground my hips against hers to send a ripple of pleasure through her, “I’ll get back to fucking you if you do, baby.”

“I love you too, Jess. Not just your money or your cock, but everything about you,” she said.

True to my word, I let my hands slide down to her hips and slowly shuffled my feet backwards so that she could return to her bent over position in front of the mirror. Once she was braced properly, I started gently pumping into her to give her enough time to get used to the sensations. Aside from the occasional soft moan, Tracy stayed relatively quiet.

I tilted my head back and closed my eyes as I picked up the pace of my thrusts. Without lubing my cock, I could feel the difference in friction. There was enough lube left over from her earlier solo session with the plug to make it easy enough to fuck her, but I was starting to question if this wasn’t how I’d like to have her more often. The way her body seemed to grip my cock as I pushed into her was just another layer of pleasure that I was discovering. It wasn’t the first thing Tracy helped me enjoy and something told me that she had quite a lot more to teach me.

My racing heart pounded in my ears as I hammered into her faster and faster. I needed to cum soon, after all of the foreplay earlier, I was going to lose my mind if I couldn’t finish. This time should have been different. I should have had her on my bed, looking into her eyes as I made love to her instead of just fucking her. I told her I loved her and I meant it. Anyone that knew me would tell me that it was probably a mistake to fall this quickly, but fuck them all. Tracy was my girl now and that was all there was to it.

I let a moan hum through my nose as I gripped her hips more tightly. My thumbs pulled at her ass cheeks to help spread them and make it even easier to drive my cock fully into her petite body again and again. Each thrust helped stoke the burning fire within my core. Those flames licked away at my resolve, their crackling whispers encouraging me to let go, to fill my lover’s ass with my passion and prove to her that she was everything I needed.

That fire had a way of getting what it wanted. A single grunt was all the warning that my sissy whore got before I slammed my cock deep into her one final time and held her against me.

Soft, nearly silent moans streamed out of Tracy before she lifted onto her tiptoes. A quiet splashing sound sounded out a few times, had there been any other noise in the changing room, I might not have even heard it. Peering into the mirror, I saw the trails of milky cum that she shot onto the mirror and a content smile crossed my lips.

I gave her neck a gentle kiss and whispered, “Maybe we can just put the plug in and go through a drive-through? I think we both got what we wanted from today’s lesson?”

“I-I hope I’m a good student, Mistress… I’ve been trying to learn everything you’re teaching me,” she purred.

As I slowly pulled out of her ass, she grabbed the plug from the chair beside her and hurried to put it inside her the second my cock slid out of her.

“You’ve done a damn fine job, baby. Now, let’s pay for that skirt so I can get you home and tie you to my bed and ruin your ass again,” I purred into her ear.

She turned around and leaned down to take my cock deep into her throat for just a moment before pulling away. Tracy tucked it back into my panties and smiled, “Anything you want from me, Mistress.”

Eight months later, Tracy stepped into my office wearing nothing but a pair of panties. Behind her, she pulled a small cart with a plate of food on it. Her small, perky breasts bounced ever so slightly as she walked over to me while asking, “Mistress, it’s lunchtime. I was hoping I could have mine while you ate here?”

I waved her over and she quickly put the plate on my desk before crawling under my desk. Her hands rested on my thighs as she sucked fervently on my cock to try and get her lunch. The diamond ring on her left hand was small, but it was all she asked for when I brought up the thought of marriage.

From a sissy whore stranger to the wife I’d long ago given up hope of finding… Tracy really had come a long way and with the hormones helping to feminize her body even more, I could only imagine things would get better. The only thing I didn’t understand was how she could find the motivation day after day to meet her self-imposed quota of swallowing three loads of cum a day…


Message from the Author

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

Want to join my mailing list to be notified when I release a new story? Click here!
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