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Working on a wealthy couple's house didn't bother me at all. Some of my junior guys were a little nervous, but these rich people just wanted the job done. The only issue I had with working in this venue was that my crew tended to pussyfoot around because they were scared of messing something obscure up. That led to a much, much more irritating work day for me.

When my lunch break finally came around, I walked to my truck to get a refill of my water. I stayed behind while the rest of my crew left to go grab something to eat. I popped my tailgate down and sat down on it with my small cooler beside me. All I usually ate for lunch was a sandwich, usually.

I looked over my shoulder when I heard the quiet purr of the woman's car. She wasn't supposed to come back until after we'd finished the patio. She opened the door to her car and stepped out. My eyes immediately devoured her body, the tight shorts she wore did nothing to hide that round ass from my view. Her long legs were well-toned and I could imagine something else I'd like to eat for lunch.

The thoughts were a little crude, but who could blame a girl for wanting something out of her league? Not that I don't feel like I could have bulled that blonde bombshell if I were as rich as her husband, but I knew my position in life wasn't what she'd want.

She smiled at me and called out in her soft voice, "How is it all coming along?"

"So far, so good. My guys are taking their time to make sure it comes together perfectly," I said. It wasn't a lie, they were definitely taking their time to make sure that I had to do most of the work so they couldn't be blamed.

Her soft blue eyes met with mine and she smiled, "You know, a woman like you should probably have more than just a sandwich for lunch. Don't you know that the body doesn't stop growing until twenty-five?"

I cocked my head to the side, "Ma'am, you trying to call me short?"

She giggled, "Maybe, but I was more or less trying to invite you inside. It's burning up out here and you're sweating like a stuck pig. So why don't you get your little rear inside and let me take care of you a little?"

Maybe she was going into 'mom' mode, for a woman in her early forties, I could imagine she missed having people to take care of. She wiggled her finger at me and started towards her house.

I grabbed my water bottle and finished my sandwich on the way inside. She led me into the kitchen and patted a stool for me to sit on, "What are you in the mood for?"

"Depends on what you feel like making," I said. "This was your idea, I'm good with just my sandwich. Been doing this for six years, they've been fine so far."

"You started construction when you were eighteen?" she asked. A few cabinets were opened and she ended up getting me a bag of chips, a soda, a snack cake, and an apple.

The meal was anything but healthy, but I didn't want to be rude, "Nah, I started when I was thirteen. My dad taught me quite a bit about the family business. I just legally started doing it when I was eighteen under my own name. He wasn't too fond of me changing my name and getting on hormones."

Her eyes lit up, "Oh, you're trans?"

"Yeah, is that a problem?" I asked. If it was, I wouldn't much mind. I'd still get my job done and her husband would still pay me.

"Not at all, I just wouldn't have guessed. So what does your partner think of that?" she asked.

I chuckled, "Wouldn't know, I haven't dated in a while. Haven't seen a reason in getting invested in this place. I'm working until I have enough saved to make a break for Oregon."

She smiled, "So would you say that you're against the idea of dating, or are you just not interested right now?"

"Dating isn't really too important to me right now."

"And what about your sex drive?" she purred.

The conversation was taking a turn that I wasn't quite sure about. She seemed reasonable enough, but if this got back to her husband, things might be a little more uncomfortable than not. Then again, with the way she was leaned over the counter exposing most of her ample cleavage, I didn't really have a clear mind.

"It's been a little on the extreme side as of late. I just can't do much about that, can I?" I asked.

She smiled and shrugged her shoulders, "Maybe, I don't know. I know your hand probably isn't enough. Toys don't feel like the real thing, no matter how nice they are. Besides, a toy doesn't moan when you fuck it."

I coughed and covered my mouth for a second. Once the initial shock of hearing an upper-class woman speak so crudely wore off, I choked out, "Y-You know, this is something I'd like to at least know your name before we talked too much more."

"Trisha, I already know yours, Kelsey. We hired you after all, and trust me, I don't mind keeping this conversation private. I know how this is supposed to happen, you're going to tell me that you can't do anything with me. Then I'm supposed to ask you nicely, then you'll tell me that my husband would kill us if he found out. So why don't we cut to the chase and just fuck in my bed?"

Trisha certainly knew what she wanted, but she wasn't wrong. Her husband was a problem, yet she seemed to not care about him. Still, if she was willing to spread those sexy legs for me, I might just have to take her up on the offer.

"And what do I have in my pocket to make sure that you're not going to try and say I forced myself on you?" I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders, "I could send you a few pictures from my phone? I don't mind being blackmailed if you do decide to stick around here."

"Is your marriage that bad?" I asked. If she was willing to have sex with a stranger in her husband's bed, there must have been something going on under the surface.

"Not really? I've just always wanted to have a woman fuck me with a real cock. It's just something I've dreamed about for years. So why wouldn't I take the opportunity when it came up? Don't you know, us rich folk tend to get what we want," she cooed.

I liked the way she thought. I took a large bite of the apple and left the rest of it on the plate and stood up.

She giggled and excitedly asked, "So we're doing this?"

I nodded. My mind was flooded with thoughts and as much as I wanted to say no, my girl-cock could use with some attention. All the work I did came with some tension that needed to be released. If Trisha wanted me enough to cheat on her husband, her pussy must have been begging for me.

Trisha scrambled from around the counter and took me by the hand. She led me upstairs and then into her bedroom. The room was massive, at least three times the size of my much more modest one-bedroom apartment's room. She plucked her phone out of her shorts and asked, "What's your number?"

I finished swallowing the bite of the apple and then told her. Seconds later, my phone was buzzing over and over with what must have been an album of her, hopefully naked. I chuckled, "So before we do this, I need to know. Are you just easy to get or are you that interested in me?"

"Just interested. Trust me, I'm not an easy fuck,” she said calmly.

Damn, this woman wasn’t ashamed in the slightest to admit what she wanted. Rich people tended to get what they wanted, I knew that. I didn’t expect her to want something so base in nature, not that I planned on complaining.

I unbuttoned my jeans and pushed them and my panties down with no hesitation. My soft seven inches made her gasp and I chuckled, "Don't worry, it gets bigger."

"Mm, I sure hope so. That thing looks delicious as is. But why not let me have a little taste?" she asked.

"Sure, but you're going to have to strip for me first. You've got a body worth showing off," I ordered.

Trisha smiled and pulled her top off, "Well, aren't you just the sweetest?" She unclasped her bra and dropped it onto the bedroom floor. Her large breasts bounced and her hands moved to cup them, "Like the show so far?"

"I'd like those a lot more with my cock between them. But you're not naked yet, are you?" I asked.

Her eyes widened, "You're getting a little big for your britches, aren't you?"

I chuckled and took a step closer to her while pulling my own shirt off. I tossed it back towards my pants and then looked her in the eyes. My own perky breasts didn't really need a bra, even if my nipples did show occasionally when I was a little more aroused than I should have been.

"You know, Trisha, the difference between you and me is that I'm not going to pretend to need this. If you want me to fuck you like your husband can't, you're going to listen to me," I cupped her chin with my hand, "aren't you, girl."

As shocked as she looked, her cheeks flushed when I called her girl, "I-I guess I am, but you don't know how my husband fucks."

"Are you sure about that?" I teased.

"N-No?"

"Don't worry, he's not my type. But you just might be, so why don't you take the rest off and we'll see about giving you a taste of my girl-cock," I said. My hand fell from her chin and gave her ass a light slap.

Trisha's blush spread and she hurried to tug her shorts down. She didn't have any panties on, so when her shorts slid down those thighs, her smooth pussy came into view. Her tight lips made my heart flutter and my cock throb. She couldn't pretend to not be aroused anymore. Her pussy was already glistening and I hadn't even touched her yet.

Years of construction put me in the position to do more than a little experimenting with women. Some married, some not, some just looking for a little affection without even really needing work done. A small town had its perks, knowing who to call when your 'pipes' needed a little fixing was one of them. Granted, I preferred actually working and earning my take, it's not like I was going to turn down good pussy.

"So can I taste it now?" she asked.

"Lay on the bed. I told you I wanted to have my cock between those nice tits, didn't I? You can lick it until it's hard. Then I'm sure you'll get a mouthful while I fuck them," I said. She seemed fond of her breasts, so why wouldn't I take the chance to make her feel like they got some use and brought her the attention she wanted?

Trisha hurried over to the bed and got on her back in the middle of their king-sized bed. I climbed on after her and straddled her chest.

Her hands moved to my thighs and she started slowly rubbing them while I rubbed her nipples with my cock's head. She had her lower lip between her teeth and looked at me with a sense of desperation clinging to her.

"Something wrong?" I asked. I knew what she wanted, but I wanted her to admit to needing me.

She shook her head, "Just thought you'd hurry up. Wouldn't want your crew to come back before you're done, would you?"

"Trust me, my boys know to stay outside and work," I said.

Trisha groaned. "T-Then what if my husband came to check on the work?"

"Then I'd have to tell him to get in line if he wants my sloppy seconds."

Her cheeks reddened, "I want your fucking cock! Stop teasing me!"

I smirked and slid my cock between her heavy breasts. The head of my cock rest just shy of her lips, "Ask nicely."

She rolled her eyes, "Kelsey, can I please have your cock in my mouth?"

My hips shifted forward and she immediately opened her mouth to take the head of my cock inside. Trisha might have been acting like she didn't want to beg for me, but her tongue told another story. She circled my crown a few times and greedily slurped on the little bit of my cock she had in her mouth.

I was hoping to be able to stay soft enough to tease her a little more, but her surprisingly adept mouth had me rock hard in just a few seconds. Eleven inches of thick futa-cock had been awakened and I had no intention of putting my girl back to sleep before she got what she wanted.

My cock was deep in her mouth and I slowly pulled out. Trisha whimpered at me when the head of my cock popped free from her lips. I chuckled, "Aw, is something wrong, Trisha?"

"You taste so sweet! My husband has a musky taste to him and that's even after you've been working all morning," she said.

I shrugged my shoulders, "So, I need you to answer something, slut."

Her eyes glared at me, "You tell anyone I let you talk down to me and I'll have you in a world of legal hell that you'll never see your way out of."

"Threats, slut. I don't appreciate them. What we're doing right now is between us. I'm a lot of things but I'm not going to ruin a good thing," I said. I slid my cock back towards her mouth and she willingly accepted my futa-cock into her mouth. "Besides, I'm sure you've got more than a few projects you could get taken care of by a single worker. Don't you?"

She hummed her agreement around my cock. The vibrations rolled through my cock and brought a gasp from me. Trisha happily continued humming around my cock as I pushed her breasts tighter around my shaft and started thrusting into her warm mouth.

"That's my little slut. But you're going to do more than just suck my cock today, aren't you?" I asked.

Trisha nodded her head as best she could and I hissed, "F-Fuck, watch the teeth!"

She gargled, "Sorry."

I pulled my cock out of her mouth and rolled onto my side behind her, "You're going to be. I know you know better, so why don't we just get started with the fun?"

"God, I want you so deep inside me right now," she said.

"Put your hands behind your back."

Trisha didn't hesitate to do what I asked. She shuffled around and laid on her side and I took both of her wrists into my left hand, "Next time I come over, you're going to have a pair of cuffs. Are we clear on that, slut?"

"O-Only if you agree to let me make a stipulation as well," she said.

I chuckled, "It depends on what it is, I won't make any promises."

"Fair, but you'll at least think about it, right?" she asked.

"Of course. You're not going to be a slave of mine, that'd mean you'd have to be single. Well, that or your husband would just have to ask me if he could fuck you," I purred.

"I could make that happen," she said.

I used my free hand to rub my cock along her soaked pussy. Even with the natural lube, I knew she'd end up stretching around my cock. The downside of being in such a small town, I knew that I was the biggest cock around by quite a bit.

The head of my cock pushed into her tight pussy and she let out a quiet gasp. I whispered, "You wanted me to do this. If you need me to stop, you just say so, alright?"

"Don't you dare take that blessing out of my pussy!" she cried.

Well damn, she definitely knew what she wanted. I pushed another few inches inside her and continued with my earlier thought, "I'd rather you not tell your husband right now. You know the best part of fucking a married woman?"

"W-What's that?" she moaned.

My futa-cock pushed deeper into her and she let out a whimpering cry as my crown pushed against her cervix, "Knowing that if your husband came home right now, he'd be more pissed that I could do what he couldn't."

She turned her head to look at me with glazed eyes, "Y-You're going to have to show me why you're so a-arrogant."

I chuckled and pushed her hips slightly so that she was resting more on her breasts than her side. The diagonal angle let me get a little more on top of her which meant I could actually fuck her instead of rock my hips. I wanted my rich bitch to scream my name, not just moan.

The second I started working my hips into tight pussy, she whimpered, "Holy fuck."

My grip tightened on her wrists and I made sure to put pressure on them. She needed to know that she was beneath me. While I might be respectful outside of the bedroom, right now, she was nothing more than a cock sleeve. She seemed like the kind of woman that wanted that treatment. If she didn't, I would definitely change my ways.

Yet, as I slammed my girl-cock deep into her cunt, she screamed, "K-Kelsey! H-Harder!"

I rolled my eyes and held my hips tight against her for a moment, "What happened to having to prove why I was arrogant?"

"Your huge cock happened," she moaned. Trisha bucked her hips desperately but my weight kept her from getting as much of my cock as she wanted. "Please!"

"Please what?"

"Please fuck me?"

I used my free hand to give her plump ass a rough smack, "No, what do you call me, slut?"

"Kelsey?"

"Holy shit, it's Mistress. You call me Mistress," I said. I get that Trisha was a little older but damn, did she not know what I'd been referencing all this time?

Trisha let out a whimpering cry and continued trying to fuck me, "Mistress, please fuck me!"

I smiled and gave her ass another slap, "That's my slut. Keep being a good girl and I might bring you a collar sometime."

She moaned at the slap, "W-Why?"

"I'm going to have to stop talking to you while I fuck you. You're going to have to do some research after I get finished with you though," I teased.

I finally stopped holding myself against her and let my cock thrust into her soaked pussy. Each violent clash of our hips caused a quiet clapping sound as my balls slapped against her cunt.

Trisha didn't just lay on the bed like a fish, her hips rolled into my thrusts, each time I pulled out, she would push against the bed. On my down stroke, she lifted her hips and let out a quiet groan as my cock's head pushed into her cervix just slightly.

I had to give her credit, for a woman in her forties, she could handle my massive futa-cock better than any of the other chicks I'd been with. Maybe there would be a time when her husband would have to take the second place trophy, this woman might just have to be mine full time.

I loosed my grip on her wrists but didn't let her go. My free hand slid around her hips and I accepted her weight as the tips of my fingers started grinding against her clit. Trisha's groaned turned into pleasured cried of bliss as she was treated to a world of pleasure that she'd likely never known.

My balls were tightening up and I knew that I wouldn't last much longer. She sounded perfect to me, knew how to get me in the mindset to 'punish' my submissive, and even tried to help me get off by not just laying on the bed. There was nothing more annoying than a dead fish partner!

She cried out one final time and then went quiet as her pussy convulsed around my cock. Her velvety walls massaged my cock and the added tightness pushed me closer to my own breaking point. Her juices squirted down her thighs and onto the bed and my continued hammering into her pussy only got easier.

I couldn't hold myself back anymore, with the last of my sexual stamina, I pounded into her as hard as I possibly could. Each of my strokes had my entire weight behind them and I could feel my cock slip into her cervix with each vicious thrust. Trisha's moans became loud and desperate, there might have been a hint of pain in her tone but she didn't tell me to stop.

It was that hint of pain that pushed me too far. A little masochistic tendency from my submissive went a long way for me. My girl-cock throbbed and I could feel the waves of ecstasy coursing through my body. I slammed into her one final time and let my cum unload directly into her cervix.

Maybe I should have asked about her fertility or even about a condom. Then again, I doubted she would ever admit to letting a poor construction worker get her pregnant. As rope after rope of my cum shot deep into her, she moaned quietly and squeezed my shaft with her pussy, "Y-You're amazing, Mistress."

"I guess I am," I panted.

She chuckled and spoke softly, "You've still got to finish the snacks I got for you."

I slowly pulled my cock from her drenched pussy. My eyes glanced over her thighs and I smiled. Her juices had run down her thighs and a trickle of my cum was leaking from her and I gave her a pat on the ass, "Stay just like that for a second."

"Alright, Mistress," she purred.

I rolled off of the bed and stumbled to my pants. After I got my phone, I opened the camera and took a few pictures of her pussy and then whispered, "I want you to tell me how much you loved getting filled with my cum and then clean my cock."

She giggled and nodded. I hit the record button and she looked into the camera, "Mistress, having you fuck me with that amazing cock was the best thing I've ever experienced. I would have begged you to fill me with your cum but you didn't ask. If my husband ever sees this, John, I hope that one day, you could make a woman feel half as good as Kelsey just made me feel," she said.

I winked at her and she understood the signal and took my futa-cock into her mouth. Her mouth made short work of the juices and trace amounts of cum on my shaft. Once she finished, she slowly let my softening cock fall from her lips.

I stopped the recording and put my phone on the bed, "That was nice, Trisha. I appreciate you being such a willing little slut, but I do need to eat that snack and get back to work."

"I understand, Mistress. But you're going to come back if I call you, won't you?" she asked.

"Just make sure you don't think it'll be free. If you want to fuck for free, you're coming to my place. I like you but when I go out in my work truck, I expect a little compensation," I said.

She nodded, "Thanks for clearing that up. But let's be real, I've got the money to make sure you don't feel ripped off and my pussy definitely needs some more work done to it!"

I smiled and patted her thigh, "Then let's get dressed and let me get back to the real work. Wouldn't want your husband to pay for something that isn't top notch, would you?"

She smiled, "I wish he had a reason to be as arrogant as you, Kelsey."

"Most women do once I've been with them," I said.

We got up and got dressed again. After my snack in the kitchen, I did go back to work and when John got home the job was finished. He seemed to love my work, even paying me more than I quoted him for. If only he knew that his wife would never be able to be satisfied by his cock again, he might have sung a different tune.
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Futa Casey’s Sleepover

When Amber invites Casey over for a sleepover, Casey accepts. It's not until she thinks about it that things feel a little strange. Hannah has been eyeing her every time she comes over and the MILF seems pretty determined to try a futa for the first time. Casey doesn't mind trying new things, especially when Hannah talks herself into a situation. A little backdoor action couldn't hurt.

A Futa MILF and an Unexpected Masochist

When a dominatrix futa sees a poser 'dom' abusing someone she is very close to, Leah has to take things into her own hands. Kelsey deserves better than Leah will see to Kelsey getting that. The only problem is that Leah's husband might have a problem with Leah getting Kelsey pregnant. In the heat of the moment, it all seems like a wonderful idea, one that Leah and Kelsey explore intimately. Who said a woman's first time had to be gentle?

Futa Park Ranger and the Fertile Goth

Tracking down a littering woman on the nature trail shouldn't have been as wild as it ended up being. I had to give the Laurel some credit, she knew how to hold a conversation, but it wasn't a conversation she wanted to hold. After seeing my futa surprise, she had other intentions of a much more physical nature.
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