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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…
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