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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.


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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3 Futa on Female Erotic Shorts Vol.3

10 Futa on Top Erotic Stories
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3 Futa on Male Erotic Shorts Vol. 2

4 Complete Series of Futas On Top!

3 Futa of the House Erotic Shorts
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