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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?
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