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1 - A NEW NEIGHBOR’S BIG SECRET

MF / Transgender F / BDSM / Blowjob / Fingering / Anal

The summer sun beat down on the apartment complex pool, turning the water into a shimmering sheet of liquid sapphire. Gary, sweating through his t-shirt on a frayed lounge chair, couldn’t look away. His new neighbor, Melanie, was doing slow, languid laps. Every time she pushed off the wall, the sleek black fabric of her one-piece strained against the curve of her hips, the swell of her chest. He’d been watching her for weeks from his balcony. This was his chance.

He waited until she climbed out, water sluicing down her long legs. She grabbed a towel, and Gary was there.

“Hey. You’re new in 4B, right?”

She glanced at him, a flicker of assessment in her hazel eyes before she looked away, drying her arms. “That’s me.”

“I’m Gary. 3C.” He took a step closer, invading the space where the chlorinated air met her skin. “Been meaning to say hi. You’re, uh… you’re stunning. Can’t help but stare.”

Melanie wrapped the towel around her waist. “Thanks. It’s hot. I’m gonna head in.”

“Wait.” He moved to block her path, just a little. A confident smirk played on his lips. “Come on. Have a drink with me. I’ve got a bottle of tequila upstairs that’s begging to be shared.”

She sighed, a sound of profound irritation. “No. I’m not interested.”

“Why not?” he pressed, his voice dropping, leaning in. “You’re single, I’m single. We’re neighbors. It’s practically fate.” His eyes traveled down her body, slow and deliberate. “I can show you a really good time.”

“I said no,” she stated, her voice hardening. She tried to step around him.

Gary’s hand shot out, not grabbing her, but resting on the wall beside her head, caging her in. “You’re playing hard to get. I like that. But come on, Melanie. A girl like you? You didn’t wear that suit without wanting some attention.”

For a long moment, she just looked at him. The irritation melted away, replaced by something else—something calculating, a dark amusement. Her lips curled into a slow, enigmatic smile. “You’re really not going to let this go, are you?”

“Not a chance.”

She nodded slowly, as if coming to a decision. “Okay, Gary from 3C. You want to come upstairs? Fine. Let’s go.”

Triumph surged through him, hot and sharp. Yes. He followed her swaying hips through the gate, up the exterior stairs, his mind already racing ahead to the tangle of limbs on her bed.

Her apartment was neat, sparsely furnished, smelling of clean linen and something floral. She didn’t offer him a drink. She just walked to the center of the living room, dropped her towel, and hooked her thumbs into the sides of her swimsuit.

Gary’s victorious grin froze.

She pushed the black fabric down her hips, letting it fall to the floor with a soft swish. She was completely naked. And she was… she was…

His brain stuttered, trying to process the information his eyes were screaming. The smooth, toned stomach, the perfect, round breasts, the elegant lines of her… and the thick, semi-erect cock resting against her thigh.

“Surprise,” Melanie said, her voice a low purr. She placed a hand on her hip, completely at ease. “Now. You wanted this so badly. Get on your knees and suck my dick.”

Gary’s mouth went dry. His heart hammered against his ribs. A tranny. She’s a fucking tranny. The crude word exploded in his head, followed by a wave of confusion and a shocking, undeniable jolt of heat straight to his groin. He was still staring, transfixed by the sight of her—the feminine beauty contradicted so blatantly, so perfectly, by the hard evidence of her maleness.

“I… I can’t,” he choked out, but his body was betraying him. He was painfully hard, straining against his shorts.

“You can,” she said, stepping closer. The head of her cock brushed his clenched stomach through his shirt. It was warm. “You followed me up here, pushed when I said no. You want this. You’re throbbing for it. So get on your fucking knees and put that hungry mouth to work.”

Her command sliced through the panic. It was arrogant, dominant. And it was right. A dizzying, raw hunger overwhelmed him. He’d never wanted anything so badly in his life. The shame was there, a whisper, but it was drowned out by a pounding, primal need.

He sank to his knees on the cool hardwood floor.

The first touch of his lips to her velvety skin was electric. He hesitated, then opened his mouth, letting the broad head slide past his lips. It filled his mouth, a foreign, salty taste blooming on his tongue. A low groan escaped him—a sound of pure, bewildered lust.

“That’s it,” Melanie breathed, her fingers threading into his hair. “Use your tongue. Yes. Just like that.”

He obeyed, moving tentatively at first, then with growing desperation. He bobbed his head, taking more of her, fascinated by the way she hardened and swelled in his mouth. His own cock ached, untouched. He was servicing another man. The thought should have revolted him. Instead, it made him moan around her, suck harder.

Melanie pulled him off with a wet pop. “Stand up.” Her voice was husky with arousal. She made quick work of his clothes, yanking his shirt over his head, pushing his shorts and boxers down in one rough motion. He was naked, exposed, his erection jutting out between them.

She didn’t touch him there. She just looked, her gaze raking over him with predatory satisfaction. “Turn around. Bend over the bed.”

Gary’s breath hitched. He knew what was coming. The reality of it—being fucked, being taken—should have terrified him. But a terrifying, thrilling excitement coiled in his gut. He turned, placing his trembling hands on her rumpled comforter, presenting himself.

He heard the cap of a bottle click open. A moment later, cool, slick fingers pressed against his most private hole. He jerked, a gasp tearing from his throat.

“Relax,” she murmured, working a finger inside him. The intrusion was strange, a sharp, stretching burn. But as she moved, crooking her finger, a bolt of pleasure so intense it was almost painful shot up his spine. “Oh, fuck…”

She added a second finger, scissoring him open. The burn faded, replaced by a deep, throbbing need. He was pushing back against her hand, mindless, begging without words.

Then her fingers were gone. The blunt, wet head of her cock replaced them, pressing insistently against his entrance.

“Breathe out,” she commanded.

He exhaled in a shuddering rush, and she pushed in.

The world narrowed to a single, searing point of sensation. It was an invasion, a claiming. A full, stretching ache that blossomed into something else as she began to move. Withdrawing slowly, then plunging back in, deeper. A cry was torn from him, not of pain, but of shocked, overwhelming pleasure.

She set a relentless, pounding rhythm, her hips slapping against his ass. Each thrust sent shockwaves through him, hitting a spot inside that made his vision whiten at the edges. His own cock, trapped between his stomach and the bed, was leaking, rubbing against the comforter with every jarring impact. The humiliation, the taboo of it, fed the fire. He was being used, fucked like a woman, and it was the most incredible thing he’d ever felt.

“You like that, don’t you?” Melanie grunted, her grip on his hips bruising. “Taking my cock. God, you’re tight.”

He couldn’t speak. He could only gasp and moan, his body hurtling toward an abyss. The friction, the fullness, the sheer degrading rightness of it built into an unbearable pressure. With a ragged shout, Gary came, his orgasm ripping through him violently. His body clenched around her invading length as stripes of hot release spilled onto the bed beneath him, the spasms milking her deeper.

The sensation tipped her over the edge. With a final, deep thrust, she buried herself to the hilt and held there. He felt her throbbing inside him, a hot, liquid pulse flooding his core as she came with a sharp, satisfied cry.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, connected, breathing in ragged unison. Then she pulled out, leaving him feeling hollowed and dripping.

A bundle of fabric hit him in the back. His clothes.

“Get dressed,” Melanie said, her voice already composed. She walked toward her bathroom, gloriously nude, not giving him a second glance. “Same time tomorrow. Don’t be late.”

Gary slowly pulled on his boxers, his shorts, his shirt. His legs felt like jelly. His mind was a chaotic whirlwind. I just got fucked in the ass by a shemale. I came harder than I ever have.

He let himself out, the door clicking shut behind him. The late afternoon sun seemed too bright, too normal. He leaned against the railing outside her apartment, his heart still racing.

Disbelief warred with the lingering, phantom fullness between his legs. A deep, secret shame curled in his stomach. But beneath it, stronger than everything else, was a dark, addictive craving.

He wanted to do it again.

2 - A WRONG TURN INTO PARADISE

MF / Transgender F / Sex Work / Interracial / Kissing / Handjob / Blowjob / Sixty-nine / Anal

The engine’s low hum was the only sound in the unfamiliar, darkened street. Brett’s knuckles were white on the steering wheel, the map on his phone a useless blue dot in a grid of unlit roads. Just take a wrong turn, one damn wrong turn. He was about to reverse when a silhouette detached itself from the shadow of a boarded-up bodega.

She approached with a slow, rolling confidence that made his breath catch. The streetlight finally caught her as she leaned down to his open window. Dark skin gleamed. A tight, crimson top strained over a voluptuous chest, and low-slung jeans hugged generous hips. Intricate black braids cascaded over one shoulder. Her smile was an all knowing curve.

“You look a little lost, handsome,” she purred, her voice like smoked honey. “Need some company to find your way?”

Brett’s mouth went dry. This was a bad idea. A terrible idea. “I… I just need directions to the interstate.”

She laughed, a rich, warm sound. “Directions are free. The rest…” She trailed off, letting her eyes roam over him. “I’m Naomi.”

He should drive away. He knew he should. But his gaze was stuck on the deep cut of her top, the enticing swell of her cleavage. Heat, sudden and urgent, pooled low in his gut. The fear of being lost was rapidly being replaced by a different, more primal tension.

“How much?” The words were out before he could stop them.

Her smile widened. “For you? Two hundred. An hour.”

Brett swallowed, his mind already racing ahead, already picturing that body in his sterile apartment. He nodded, a jerky, frantic motion. “Get in.”

The drive was a blur of nervous silence and stolen glances. She filled the passenger seat with a vibrant, perfumed presence. In his apartment, the transaction felt clumsy. He fumbled cash into her manicured hand. She tucked it away without counting, her eyes already on the hallway leading to his bedroom.

“Lead the way, Brett.”

In the muted light of his bedroom, reality sharpened. His heart hammered against his ribs. Naomi turned to face him, her expression softening from professional seduction to something more genuine.

“You sure you’re okay?” she asked, stepping closer.

“Yeah. Just… nervous.” He reached for her, fingers trembling as they found the hem of her top. He pulled it up and over her head. She was breathtaking. Full, heavy breasts spilled from a lace bra. He fumbled with the clasp, and they sprang free, dusky nipples already pebbled. He bent his head, taking one into his mouth, groaning at the soft weight and taste of her.

His hands went to the button of her jeans, popping it open, sliding the zipper down. The denim and a tiny scrap of silk were pushed over her hips, down her thighs. And then he saw it.

A bulge.

Not large, but distinct, outlined clearly against the sheer black fabric of her panties. Brett froze, his brain short-circuiting. He stared, then his eyes snapped up to hers.

Naomi’s playful smile faded. A flicker of concern. “Brett?”

“You’re…” He couldn’t say it.

Understanding dawned on her face. Her posture shifted, a slight defensive hunch. “Oh, baby. You didn’t know?” Her voice was softer now, wary. “I thought… the way you looked at me, I thought you knew I was trans.”

He hadn’t. Not a clue. Shock, cold and pure, washed over him. But underneath it, beneath the surprise, the heat in his gut didn’t cool. It throbbed. His eyes dragged back down. The shape under her panties was a revelation, a secret that should have repelled him. Instead, a dizzying, forbidden curiosity surged. What would it feel like? What would she feel like?

He saw the worry in her eyes, the preparation for rejection. It sparked something else in him—a desire to erase that look, to dive headlong into this unknown.

“I didn’t know,” he breathed, his voice rough. “But… I’m not stopping.”

Relief melted the tension from her shoulders. Her smile returned, warmer, real. “Good.”

He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties and drew them down. Her cock, semi-hard and beautiful, sprung free. He wrapped his hand around it, feeling the velvety skin over a firm core. A gasp escaped her lips, her hips pushing gently into his fist. He began to stroke, slow, exploratory, watching her face as her eyes fluttered closed.

“Yes… just like that,” she moaned.

She leaned in, capturing his mouth in a deep, hungry kiss. Her tongue slid against his, her hands roaming his back. Then one of her hands drifted down, palming the hard ridge in his pants before deftly undoing his zipper. She freed his aching cock, her grip sure and firm.

“My turn,” she whispered against his lips.

She sank to her knees on his carpet, taking him into her mouth in one smooth, wet glide. Brett’s head fell back, a strangled groan torn from his throat. Holy shit. Her mouth was hot, skilled, her tongue swirling around the head before she took him deep. He kept his hand moving on her, matching the rhythm of her bobbing head.

The dual sensations were overwhelming. He was hard in her mouth, and she was growing harder in his hand. The power dynamic shifted, blurred. He tugged gently on her shoulder. “Up. I want… I want to taste you, too.”

Her eyes glittered with excitement. They rearranged themselves on the bed, a messy, urgent tangle of limbs until they were in a sixty-nine position. Her scent, musky and sweet, filled his senses. He took her into his mouth, the salt and silk of her, and she cried out, the vibration traveling through his own body. She returned to sucking him, and they lost themselves in the mutual, frantic rhythm. The wet sounds, the muffled moans, the tightening in his balls—it was a feedback loop of pure, mounting pleasure.

He felt her body begin to tense, her thighs trembling around his head. “Brett, I’m gonna… I’m gonna come!”

He sucked harder, and with a sharp, beautiful cry, she climaxed in his mouth, her release bitter and electric. She shuddered through it, then collapsed to the side, panting.

But she wasn’t done. She turned onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. Her back was arched, her ass in the air. She looked over her shoulder, her braids tumbling down her back. “Now,” she said, her voice husky with spent passion and new desire. “I want you to fuck me. Please.”

The raw need in her voice obliterated his last hesitation. He scrambled for his wallet, tore open a condom, and sheathed himself. He positioned himself at her entrance, his cockhead pressing against the tight, furl of her asshole. He pushed, slowly. The resistance was intense, a hot, gripping tightness that made him see stars.

“Oh, fuck,” he choked out.

“Yes… all of it,” she begged, pushing back against him.

He slid home, buried to the hilt in her incredible, clenching heat. For a moment, neither moved, just connected, breathing ragged. Then he began to move. Withdrawing, plunging back in. Each stroke was a revelation of friction and pressure. She met him thrust for thrust, her moans rising in pitch.

“Right there… god, right there!” she screamed.

Her body clamped down on him, a rhythmic, milking pulse. She was coming again, her cock jerking against her stomach, untouched. The sensation of her climaxing around him was too much. His own orgasm roared up from his toes, a blinding, white-hot surge that had him pounding into her as he emptied himself, a guttural, animal sound ripping from his chest.

He collapsed beside her, spent, the condom a messy afterthought. They lay in silence, the only sound their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal.

Too soon, Naomi stirred. She moved with a practiced, efficient grace, gathering her clothes, slipping back into them. At the door, she paused, plucking a pen from his console and taking his hand. She wrote a number on his palm in neat, looping digits.

“If you want a repeat performance,” she said, her professional smirk back, though her eyes were soft. “You know how to find me.”

The door clicked shut behind her. Brett stared at the number on his palm, the scent of her and sex still heavy in the air. His mind reeled. What did I just do? But his body, humming with satisfaction, knew the answer. He’d enjoyed it. More than enjoyed it. He looked at the number again, his thumb tracing the digits.

He already knew he was going to call.

3 - SURRENDERING TO FORBIDDEN PLEASURE

MF / Transgender F / BDSM / Kissing / Blowjob / Bondage / Vibrator

“Does this make me gay?” Jason asked, suddenly unsure of everything he’d previously believed about himself.

The question hung in the dim light of Elaine’s apartment, a challenge wrapped in silk.

—

An hour earlier, the question would have been unthinkable. He’d been just a guy with a bourbon buzz at his friend’s wedding, captivated by the woman in the emerald-green dress. Elaine. She’d moved through the reception like a secret everyone wanted to know, laughter trailing behind her. Jacob, emboldened by liquid courage, had sidled up, laying on what he thought was his most charming, outrageous flirtation.

She’d listened with an amused smirk, then leaned in. “Your game is adorable, and terribly transparent,” she’d whispered, her scent like jasmine and danger. “But if you’re truly feeling bold, follow me. I promise an experience you won’t find in your little playbook.”

The challenge was irresistible. A cab ride later, they were in her sleek, modern apartment. Another drink. More charged conversation. Then, standing by her floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city lights, she’d simply… told him.

“Before this goes any further, you should know. I’m trans. I was born male.”

The world had tilted. A thousand societal scripts, locker-room taunts, and unexamined assumptions collided in his skull. His buzz evaporated, replaced by a cold, sharp clarity. He stared at her—the elegant arch of her neck, the curve of her hip in that devastating dress, the full, painted lips. Does this make me gay?

But his body was already answering, a hot, insistent pull low in his gut. The woman before him was a breathtaking fact. He saw no lie in her eyes, only a daring openness.

“I… I don’t know what it makes me,” he finally breathed out, his voice rough. “But I know I want you.”

That was all she needed. Her smile was victory and warmth combined. She closed the distance, and their first kiss was not a tentative exploration, but a claiming. Her mouth was hungry, skilled, her tongue sliding against his with a confidence that made his knees weak. His hands fumbled at her back, finding the zipper of her dress. She shrugged it off, letting the green fabric pool at her feet.

She was a vision. Smooth, feminine curves, graceful shoulders, and the soft swell of breasts. And between her slender thighs, she was both exactly what he expected and nothing he could have imagined—fully, beautifully female, and yet, crowned by an erect, generous cock. It was thick, veined, and utterly captivating. The sight sent a jolt of pure, undiluted arousal straight through him, burning away the last fragments of hesitation.

She saw his stare, his parted lips. “See something you like?” she teased, her hand stroking slowly along her length.

He could only nod, mesmerized.

“Good.” Her tone shifted, taking on a subtle note of command. She stepped forward, her hands deftly working his buttons, peeling his clothes away until he stood as naked as she was. Then her fingers curled in his hair, not harshly, but with undeniable purpose. She guided him down.

“On your knees, Jacob.”

The order sparked through him. He sank to the plush carpet, the city’s glow painting her body in silver and shadow. The musky, clean scent of her filled his senses. She guided herself to his mouth.

“Open.”

He did. The first touch of her head against his lips was silken, hot. He tasted salt and skin. He licked tentatively, then, driven by a need he didn’t bother to name, took her deeper. She let out a soft, approving sigh. He hollowed his cheeks, experimenting with pressure and rhythm, his hands coming to rest on her hips. Her skin was fever-warm. Her fingers tightened in his hair, setting the pace, a gentle, insistent push that had him taking more and more until she was sliding against the back of his throat. The feeling of fullness, of submission, of giving her this pleasure, was wildly intoxicating. He looked up, meeting her heavy-lidded gaze.

Her breath hitched. “Oh, yes… just like that. You’re a natural.”

Her praise lit a fire in his chest. He redoubled his efforts, focusing on the smooth glide, the pulse he could feel beneath her skin. Her sighs became urgent gasps. Her hips stuttered. With a low, guttural cry that was purely, beautifully feminine, she came. Hot, bitter spurts flooded his mouth. He swallowed instinctively, drinking her down, the act feeling more intimate than anything he’d ever done.

She gently pulled herself free, her body trembling. Then she was down with him, her mouth capturing his in a deep, searching kiss. She shared her own taste with him, her tongue swirling, claiming. It was filthy and profound.

“Now,” she whispered, breaking the kiss, her eyes dark with promise. “The bed.”

He followed her into the bedroom, and his eyes widened. The headboard was sturdy, with discrete rings anchored to it. A shelf held neatly coiled ropes, a small silver vibrator, and other intriguing implements.

Elaine pushed him onto the dark sheets. “Hands up.”

He obeyed, raising his arms above his head. With swift, practiced motions, she secured each wrist to the bedposts with soft, sturdy rope. The bindings were firm, unyielding, but not cruel. The vulnerability was immediate and electrifying. He was completely, utterly hers to play with.

She retrieved the small vibrator. It hummed to life with a faint, sinister buzz. She traced it over his chest, circling one nipple, then the other. The sensation was intense, sharp, a direct line of pleasure-pain that made him arch off the bed. She alternated between the two, watching his reactions with a predator’s focus, before finally lowering her mouth to his straining cock.

Her blowjob was an act of concentrated artistry. She used her lips, her tongue, the perfect pressure of her throat, all while the vibrator continued its maddening dance across his sensitized skin. He was groaning, pulling against his restraints, lost in a whirlpool of sensation.

Then she moved lower. The cool tip of the vibrator pressed against his entrance. He tensed for a second.

“Relax,” she murmured, her breath hot on the head of his cock. “Just feel.”

She pushed the vibrating toy inside him slowly, a slick, insistent invasion that made him cry out. The feeling was alien, overwhelming—a deep, internal buzz that seemed to resonate in his very core. And then she took him fully into her mouth again, sucking hard in time with the vibrations inside him.

It was too much. The dual assault, the helplessness, the sheer erotic absurdity and glory of it all shattered his control. Pleasure detonated at the base of his spine, rocketing through him. He came with a ragged shout, his body convulsing against the ropes as she milked him through every last pulse.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, with a few efficient tugs, the ropes fell away. She released him, setting the still-buzzing toy aside. Blood rushed back into his freed wrists, a pleasant tingle.

He lay there, spent, his mind blissfully silent. The question—does this make me gay?—seemed absurd now, irrelevant. It wasn’t about categories. It was about her. The commanding grace, the fearless ownership of her own desire, the way she had orchestrated his pleasure like a symphony.

He turned his head on the pillow to look at her. She was propped on an elbow, watching him, a satisfied smile on her swollen lips.

“I don’t care,” he said, the words simple and true.

Her smile widened. “Good.”

“I want to see you again.”

She traced a finger down his chest. “I’d like that. Next time,” she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, “I think we’ll try the cuffs. And maybe the paddle.”

A fresh thrill, entirely different from the first, shot through him. He was already imagining it.

4 - HIS BEST FRIEND’S TRANSITION

MF / Transgender F / College / Romantic / Kissing / Blowjob / Fingering / Anal

The glow from the screen painted their faces blue, the frantic sounds of the game a distant hum in Jared’s ears. All he could focus on was the heat radiating from Natalie’s thigh, pressed against his on the small couch. It had been months since Nate had become Natalie, months of hormones softening his best friend’s features, rounding her hips, changing the very air around her. The guy he’d known since freshman year was gone, replaced by this beautiful, confounding woman who now made his heart pound for entirely new reasons.

She leaned forward to grab her soda, and a cascade of her dark hair brushed against his arm. A jolt, sharp and electric, shot through him. God, she smells incredible. Like vanilla and something uniquely her.

“You’re distracted,” she said, her voice softer, lighter than it used to be. A smile played on her lips as she effortlessly defeated his character on screen. “I’m kicking your ass tonight.”

“Yeah,” he breathed, the word catching in his throat. He wasn’t looking at the television anymore. He was looking at the delicate curve of her neck, the way her lower lip glistened. The controller felt heavy and useless in his hands.

She noticed his stare. The playful glint in her eyes softened into something more curious, more intense. “Jared? Everything okay?”

The words tumbled out before he could stop them, a dam breaking under the pressure of weeks of silent longing. “I can’t stop thinking about you, Nat. Not as my buddy. Not like before.” He swallowed hard, his mouth dry. “It’s different now. You’re different. And I… I have feelings for you.”

The silence that followed was deafening. The game’s victory music chimed, a stark contrast to the tension thickening the air between them. Natalie’s eyes widened, a flicker of shock, then vulnerability, moving through them. She slowly placed her controller on the coffee table.

“Jared…” she started, her voice barely a whisper. “Are you sure? This is… a lot.”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything,” he said, his voice gaining strength. He reached out, his fingers hesitating just before touching her cheek. “You’re incredible.”

A slow, breathtaking smile spread across her face, a blush coloring her cheeks. “I’ve been hoping you’d say that,” she admitted, her own hand coming up to cover his, pressing his palm against her warm skin. “I… I find you really attractive, too.”

That was all the permission he needed. He closed the small distance between them, his lips meeting hers. It wasn’t a tentative first kiss; it was a confirmation, hungry and deep. Her mouth opened to his, and she tasted of soda and sweetness. Her hands came up, tangling in his hair, pulling him closer until there was no space left between them.

He groaned into her mouth, his hands sliding down her back, feeling the delicious contrast of the soft fabric of her top and the firm muscle beneath. She shifted, her leg hooking over his hip, grinding herself against the growing hardness in his jeans. The friction was maddening.

With eager, slightly trembling fingers, she undid his belt buckle, then the button of his jeans. The sound of his zipper coming down was obscenely loud. She broke the kiss, her dark eyes locked on his as she reached into his boxers and wrapped her hand around his cock. He gasped, his head falling back against the couch cushion at the feel of her cool, smooth fingers on his heated skin.

“So hard for me,” she murmured, her breath hot against his neck before she lowered her head into his lap.

Her mouth was a revelation. Warm, wet, and impossibly skilled. Her tongue swirled around the head of his cock, tasting him, before she took him deeper, her lips forming a tight seal. One of her hands cupped his balls, massaging them gently while the other worked his shaft in rhythm with her mouth. Jesus. His hips bucked involuntarily, a low groan tearing from his throat. He looked down, watching her, the sight of Natalie’s head in his lap sending a fresh wave of lust crashing through him.

After a few minutes, she pulled off with a soft pop and stood up. Her eyes never left his as she pulled her soft cotton top over her head, then hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her leggings and panties, pushing them down in one smooth motion.

She stood before him, completely naked. The hormones had sculpted a new body. Full, pert breasts crowned with dusky pink nipples. A narrow waist that flared into softly curved hips. And between her legs, standing proudly erect from a neat thatch of dark hair, was her cock. It was feminine and thick, and to Jared, it was the most erotic thing he had ever seen.

“You’re perfect,” he breathed, pulling her down onto the couch beside him. He descended on her breasts, sucking a nipple into his mouth, laving it with his tongue until she was arching her back, mewling softly. He moved lower, kissing a trail down her stomach, his hands skimming her sides.

He nuzzled the base of her cock, inhaling her musky, aroused scent. Then he took her into his mouth. She cried out, her hands flying to his hair. He explored her length with his tongue, tracing the veins, sucking gently on the head. She was salty and smooth and she throbbed against his tongue. As he sucked her deeper, he let his hand drift lower, past her balls, to the tight pucker of her ass.

He pressed a single finger against her entrance, and she moaned, a high, desperate sound. “Please…”

He pushed inside, slowly, feeling her clench around him. He curled his finger, searching, and when he found that spot inside her, she nearly came off the couch. “Right there! Oh god, Jared, right there!” Her hips began to piston faster into his mouth, her breath coming in ragged gasps. He doubled his efforts, sucking her hard while his finger worked her ass, and he felt her entire body tense. A guttural cry was torn from her throat as she came, her release flooding his mouth, hot and bitter and endless. He drank her down, savoring every pulse, every shudder that wracked her frame.

Before he could even catch his breath, she was on him, pushing him back, yanking his jeans and boxers the rest of the way off. Her mouth was on his cock again, not to finish him, but to taste herself on him, to make him slick and wet. After a minute of her furious, sloppy sucking, she pulled away, her eyes dark with need.

She turned around, bending over the back of the couch, presenting herself to him. Her ass was pale and perfect, and his slick finger had already prepared her entrance. He didn’t hesitate. He positioned himself behind her, the head of his cock pressing against her. He pushed.

She was so tight. Incredibly, blissfully tight. He slid into her inch by agonizing inch, both of them groaning with the intensity of it. When he was fully sheathed inside her, he stilled, letting her adjust, dropping kisses along her spine.

“Fuck me,” she begged, pushing back against him. “Please.”

He gripped her hips and began to move, setting a deep, steady rhythm. Each thrust rocked her body forward. The sound of their skin slapping together filled the room, a lewd counterpoint to their ragged breathing and moans. He could feel every clench of her around him, every time she pushed back to meet his thrusts. It was overwhelming. He felt his orgasm building, a coil tightening low in his belly.

“I’m gonna come,” he grunted, his pace becoming frantic, losing all rhythm.

“Yes,” she hissed, “Inside me. Fill me up.”

Her words tipped him over the edge. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and came, his release pumping into her in hot, pulsing waves. He collapsed over her back, spent, his heart hammering against her spine.

They stayed like that for a long moment, connected, breathing each other in. Slowly, he slipped out of her and they rearranged themselves on the couch, a tangle of limbs and contentment. He pulled a soft blanket over them, holding her close, her head on his chest.

He traced idle patterns on her shoulder. “Natalie?” he whispered.

“Hmm?”

“Will you be my girlfriend?”

She tilted her head up, her smile brighter than the television screen. “Yes.”

5 - AN UNEXPECTED DESIRE

MF / Transgender F / Kissing / Handjob / Blowjob / Anal

“And what if I want you to?”

Her voice was a low, smoky challenge that cut through the murmured noise of the bar. Martin felt the words vibrate right through his chest, a direct hit to his nervous system. He’d just asked, his own voice trembling slightly, if he could kiss her.

He didn’t wait for a second invitation. Leaning across the small, sticky table, he met her lips with his. They were softer than he’d imagined, tasting of cherry gloss and the expensive gin he’d bought her. Her hand came up, her fingers cool as they slid into the hair at the nape of his neck, sending a shiver straight down his spine. The bar, the music, the other patrons—it all dissolved into a meaningless blur. There was only the taste of her, the scent of her perfume—something like night-blooming jasmine—and the thrilling, possessive pressure of her fingers.

It started an hour ago. Martin, nursing a beer and his own loneliness, had spotted her the moment she walked in. She was a vision in emerald green silk that clung to every devastating curve. Her laugh, when he finally summoned the courage to approach and offer a drink, was like music. Her name was Amelia. She flirted with a razor-sharp wit that kept him on his toes, her dark eyes sparkling with mischief and something deeper, something intensely knowing.

Now, kissing her, he felt a heat building that was more than just alcohol. It was a primal pull. His hand found her waist, the silk smooth and warm under his palm. He could feel the firm muscle of her torso, a surprising strength beneath the feminine softness.

When they finally broke apart, both breathing a little heavily, she didn’t pull away. She stayed close, her forehead resting against his. “My place is just around the corner,” she whispered, her breath a warm caress against his lips. It wasn’t a question. It was a statement of fact, an inevitability.

He could only nod, his throat too tight for words.

Her apartment was as elegant as she was—tasteful art, low lighting, plush carpets. The door had barely clicked shut before she was in his arms again. This kiss was different. It wasn't the tentative exploration of the bar; it was a conflagration. Her mouth was hungry on his, her tongue sweeping past his lips with a confident urgency that made his knees weak. His hands roamed her back, pulling her flush against him.

And that’s when he felt it.

A firm, unmistakable ridge of flesh pressing against his own growing hardness through the layers of their clothes.

He froze. His mind, fogged with lust, scrambled for a foothold. What…? His body went rigid with confusion, a cold shock dousing the fire in his veins. He pulled back just an inch, his eyes searching hers, wide with disbelief.

Amelia didn’t flinch. She held his gaze, her expression softening with a mixture of understanding and apprehension. She saw the realization dawn on his face.

“Martin,” she said, her voice steady but quiet. “I’m transgender.”

The words hung in the air between them. His heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic drumbeat of shock. But then, a second, more powerful sensation began to eclipse the surprise. The memory of her laugh. The feel of her lips. The devastating intelligence in her eyes. The way her body, all of her body, had felt pressed against his. The rigid heat he’d felt… a new, terrifying, and electric curiosity began to uncoil deep within him. The initial horror wasn’t replaced; it was joined by a stark, undeniable arousal. The two emotions twisted together, and the arousal was winning.

He saw the vulnerability in her eyes then, a silent question. He answered it by closing the distance between them and kissing her again, deeper this time, a kiss of acceptance, of hunger. A low groan escaped him as he felt that proof of her arousal again, now not a shock but an invitation.

His hand, which had been resting on her hip, slid down, over the curve of her ass, and tentatively cupped the firm bulge straining against her trousers. She gasped into his mouth, a sharp, shuddering inhalation, and bucked her hips slightly into his touch. Permission. Encouragement.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “I don’t care,” he murmured, the words tasting true as he said them. He looked into her eyes. “I really, really don’t care.”

A brilliant, relieved smile broke across her face. Keeping his eyes locked on hers, he slowly undid the button of her trousers, then the zipper. He slipped his hand inside, past the soft waistband of her underwear. His fingers found her. Hot. Velvet over steel. She was already leaking, her slickness coating his fingers as he wrapped his hand around her length. A choked, gasping moan fell from her lips as he began to stroke her, his thumb swiping over the slick head on each upstroke.

“Yes… just like that,” she breathed, her head falling back, exposing the elegant line of her throat.

That was all the encouragement he needed. He led her to the bedroom, his fingers still working her, her moans growing louder, more urgent. In the soft light of her bedroom, he peeled the silk blouse from her shoulders, revealing a lacy black bra that barely contained her full, beautiful breasts. He knelt, helping her step out of her trousers and underwear, finally revealing all of her.

She was a masterpiece of contradictions—utterly feminine, soft and curved, and yet proudly, stunningly male. Her cock stood thick and hard against her stomach, and the sight of it, in this context, sent a jolt of pure lust straight through him. He’d never seen anything so erotic.

She lay back on the bed, propped on her elbows, watching him with a hungry gaze. “Come here,” she commanded softly.

He didn’t need to be told twice. He crawled onto the bed, lowering his head between her legs. He took a moment, just breathing her in, the musky, sweet scent of her arousal. Then he licked a long, slow stripe from base to tip. She cried out, her back arching off the bed. Her taste exploded on his tongue—salty, musky, uniquely her. He took her fully into his mouth, relishing the way she filled him, the way her hips twitched uncontrollably.

“Oh god, Martin… your mouth…” she whimpered, her hands tangling in his hair, not guiding, just holding on.

He worked her with his mouth and hand, finding a rhythm that made her thighs tremble. But then she gently pulled him up. “My turn,” she rasped, her eyes dark with need. She made quick work of his clothes, her hands eager and sure. When he was naked, she pushed him onto his back and swallowed his aching length in one smooth, expert motion.

The heat and wetness of her mouth was bliss. She deep-throated him with an ease that drove him wild, her tongue swirling around the head every time she pulled back. He tangled his hands in her dark hair, thrusting gently up into that incredible heat, watching her. The sight of her beautiful face, her lips stretched around his cock, was nearly enough to push him over the edge.

She sensed it, pulling off with a wet pop. “Not yet,” she purred, reaching into the nightstand drawer and handing him a small bottle of lubricant. She turned over, presenting herself to him on her knees, her gorgeous ass in the air. She looked back over her shoulder, her expression one of pure, unadulterated want. “Please. I need to feel you.”

He coated his length with the cool gel, then positioned himself at her entrance. He pushed, slowly, the head of his cock parting her. She was incredibly tight, so hot. He groaned, a raw, animal sound, as he sank inch by inch into her clenching heat until he was fully sheathed.

“God… you feel… amazing,” he gritted out, his hands gripping her hips.

“Fuck me,” she begged. “Please, fuck me.”

He set a slow, deep rhythm, each thrust earning a gasp from her. He leaned over her, covering her body with his, one hand reaching around to stroke her as he drove into her. Her moans became higher, more desperate. He could feel her body beginning to tighten, to clench around him in rhythmic pulses.

“I’m gonna… Martin, I’m coming!” she cried out.

Her orgasm was explosive. Her whole body seized, and her ass muscles milked his cock with incredible force, pulling his own climax from him in a powerful, blinding rush. He drove into her one last time, burying himself to the hilt as he emptied himself inside her with a guttural shout.

They collapsed together onto the sweaty sheets, a tangled mess of limbs. He held her close, both of them breathing heavily, hearts hammering against each other’s chests. The air smelled of sex and her jasmine perfume.

After a long moment, he nuzzled her hair. “I’ve never been more turned on in my life,” he whispered, the truth of it resonating in his bones. “I want to see you again. I really want to see you again.”

She turned in his arms, her smile lazy and sated. “Good,” she said, tracing a finger down his chest. “Because I wasn’t done with you yet.”

6 - FROM ONLINE HATE TO REAL LIFE SUBMISSION

MF / Transgender F / BDSM / Blackmail / Blowjob / Cock Worship / Spanking / Anal

The whiskey burned a pleasant path down Arnold’s throat, but the real heat was coming from the woman curled beside him on the couch. Kristin was breathtakingly beautiful. And she was interested in him.

They’d met online. She’d replied to one of his opinionated posts. For once, someone actually agreed with his conservative point of view. He was tired of being called “hate-filled,” and “a bigot” just because he knew there were only two genders. Finally, someone understood. They made plans to meet in person, and now, here she was in his living room.

“I’m just saying,” he slurred, his courage inflated by bourbon and her attentive gaze, “the natural order gets inverted. Men are supposed to lead. Women… they have their place. And all this… this other stuff? It’s a sickness. A choice.”

Kristin’s lips, painted a deep, cruel red, curved into a smile. She took a slow sip of her drink, her eyes never leaving his. “Mmm. You’re a man of conviction, I see. I like that.”

Emboldened, he went on, the vile words that lived in the dark corners of his browser history now tumbling into his dimly lit living room. He talked about weakness, about biology, about the erosion of everything decent. Kristin nodded along, her hand resting lightly on his thigh, her touch a shocking counterpoint to his hate.

When she leaned in and kissed him, it felt like a victory. Her mouth was soft, insistent. She tasted of expensive wine and mint. His hands, clumsy with shock and desire, found her waist, pulling her closer. The kiss deepened, her tongue sliding against his, and a fierce, urgent heat pooled in his groin.

Then he felt it.

A firm, unmistakable pressure against his own growing erection through the fabric of their clothes.

He froze. His mind, fogged with lust and liquor, screeched to a halt. The reality of that solid ridge, pressing insistently against him, dismantled his entire world in a heartbeat. He broke the kiss, scrambling back on the couch cushions as if burned.

“What… what the fuck is that?” he breathed, his face pale.

Kristin didn’t recoil. She just leaned back, that same serene smile on her face. She crossed her legs, the motion elegant and entirely feminine. “That,” she said, her voice a low purr, “is the consequence of your choices, Arnold.”

His heart hammered against his ribs. Shame, hot and nauseating, washed over him. He’d been hard. He’d been kissing back. “You’re a… a man?”

“I’m Kristin,” she said simply, as if explaining the weather. “And you, Arnold James Henderson, are a very hypocritical little man.” She plucked her phone from the coffee table, her thumbs dancing across the screen. “You work at Halpern & Sons Financial, yes? Senior loan officer. Your boss, Michael Halpern, is quite active on LinkedIn. I wonder what he’d think of ‘TrueAlphaMan92’s’ posts. The ones about the ‘cunt colleagues’ in HR? The ones speculating about the ‘freak’ in accounting?”

The floor dropped out from under him. Cold dread replaced the shame. “You can’t.”

“I can. I will. With a single tap.” She held the phone up, the screen glowing like an accusation. “Unless.”

“Unless what?” The words were a desperate rasp.

She uncrossed her legs and stood, a vision of predatory grace. “You submit. Right here, right now. You do exactly as I say. And maybe your secret stays between us.”

His career, his reputation—it was everything. The alternative was ruin. He gave a stiff, terrified nod. “Okay. Okay, I submit.”

“Good boy.” The endearment was a lash. “On your knees.”

He slid from the couch onto the rough carpet, the position feeling both absurd and terrifyingly correct. Kristin unzipped her sleek black trousers and pushed them down, along with her lace panties. Her cock sprang free, fully erect, thick and elegant against the smooth, shaven skin of her pelvis. It was a shocking contrast to the gentle curves of her hips, the narrow waist he’d held moments before.

“Worship it,” she commanded.

Arnold’s mind screamed in protest, but his body, traitorously, throbbed with a confused, electric arousal. He leaned forward, the musky, clean scent of her filling his senses. He pressed his lips to the velvety head. A soft, shuddering gasp escaped him. It wasn’t disgust he felt. It was a terrifying, dizzying curiosity.

He opened his mouth, taking just the tip inside. The taste was salty, alien, and profoundly intimate.

“More,” Kristin breathed, her fingers threading into his short-cropped hair.

He took more, his jaw stretching. A low groan vibrated from his own chest, a sound of pure, unraveling shock. He was doing this. He was enjoying it. The psychology of it shattered—the hate, the fear, all consumed by the raw physical reality of her grip in his hair and the weight on his tongue.

She began to move, shallow thrusts that he followed helplessly. Then she took control, her hips snapping forward, fucking his mouth with a steady, punishing rhythm. Tears welled in his eyes from the strain, but a corresponding fire blazed in his gut. He was hard, painfully so, trapped in his own trousers.

When she pulled out, a string of saliva connected his lips to her glistening cock. “Stand up. Get naked. Everything.”

His hands trembled as he fumbled with his belt, his button, his zipper. Clothes puddled at his feet. He stood before her, completely exposed, his own erection standing at attention, a blatant confession.

Kristin shed the rest of her clothes. The sight stole his breath. She was all soft skin and gentle slopes, a feminine ideal, save for the proud, rigid evidence of her maleness. The contradiction was maddening. Beautiful. Powerful.

“Over the couch. Ass in the air.”

He bent, gripping the back cushions, presenting himself. He heard the soft smack of her palm against her own thigh before the first blow landed.

CRACK!

White-hot pain bloomed across his left cheek. He yelped.

“Count,” she said.

“O-one.”

CRACK! The right side this time. The sting was sharp, clean. It somehow… focused him. Chased the chaos from his head.

“T-two.”

She spanked him until he reached ten, each strike layering a burning heat that seeped deep into his muscles, melting his resistance into a puddle of pure, shocking need. His cock hung heavy, aching between his legs.

He felt her fingertip, slick and cool with lube from her purse, trace his tight entrance. He flinched, then pushed back against it, a silent, pleading motion he didn’t understand. One finger pressed inside, a slow, burning stretch. Then a second, scissoring, opening him up. The intrusion was immense, wrong, and yet… his hips bucked.

“Please,” he heard himself beg, his voice broken.

The fingers withdrew. He felt the blunt, broad head of her cock nudge against him. There was a pause, a moment of infinite pressure.

Then she pushed.

Arnold cried out, a ragged sound torn from his chest as she filled him, a relentless, stretching invasion that rewired his nervous system. It was pain, so much pain, a bright, searing line of it. But beneath it, beneath it, was a fullness, a completion that made his eyes roll back. She seated herself fully, hips flush against his burning flesh, and let him feel every inch.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered, and began to move.

The pain transmuted. It became a deep, grinding friction that sparked something primitive in his core. With every withdrawal, he felt empty, desperate. With every thrust, she stamped her ownership into his very bones. She gripped his hips, her nails biting into his skin, setting a pace that was merciless and perfect. The wet slap of skin on skin, his choked gasps, her controlled breaths—it was the only symphony in the world.

His hand snaked down, fisting his own cock. He was leaking, desperate. The coil in his abdomen tightened with every drive of her hips. The humiliation, the powerlessness, the sheer wrongness of it all fused into the most intense pleasure he had ever known. He was going to—

“I’m… I’m gonna cum!” he sobbed.

“Do it,” she growled, pounding into him. “Cum for me, you pathetic thing.”

His orgasm ripped through him, violent and mind-shattering. Thick stripes of white shot from him, splattering the couch cushions and the floor beneath as his body clamped down around her invading length in helpless, rhythmic pulses. The intensity of it was a white-out, a total surrender.

Feeling him convulse, Kristin’s rhythm faltered. She drove into him one last, deep time and held there. A hot, liquid flood filled him, a final, claiming intimacy that made him whimper. She stayed lodged inside him for a long moment, both of them panting, dripping, utterly spent.

She pulled out, the sensation making him shudder. He heard the rustle of her clothes. A moment later, his own were tossed onto his back.

“Get dressed.”

He moved like a marionette, his body sore, his mind blissfully blank. He turned to face her. She was fully dressed again, that beautiful, composed woman, no trace of what had just occurred except for a knowing glint in her eye.

“Your secret is safe,” she said, heading for the door.

A panic, different from before, seized him. It wasn’t about his job anymore. It was about the void her leaving would create. “Wait.”

She paused, hand on the doorknob.

Arnold’s voice was a hoarse whisper. “Can I… can I see you again?”

Kristin laughed, a rich, genuine sound. She looked him over, from his tousled hair to his trembling knees. “You have a lot to learn, Arnold. But,” she said, her smile turning wicked, “I am willing to teach you.”

7 - A FIRST TIME TRANS EXPERIENCE

MF / Transgender F / Kissing / Blowjob / Sixty-nine / Anal

The cold beer can hissed as Kyle popped the tab, the sound loud in the quiet tension of his apartment. His thumb swiped across his phone screen one last time, rereading the final messages.

Abigail: Omw. Be there in 10.

Kyle: Can’t wait.

The ten minutes felt like an hour. Each tick of the clock on the wall was a hammer strike against his nerves. What was he doing? The curiosity that had simmered for months, fueled by late-night browsing in the private tab of his browser, was about to become a real, breathing person in his living room.

He’d been looking at transgender porn. ChicksWithDicks.com, ShemaleSurprise.com, LadyBoyPleasures.net. It had become an obsession. He couldn’t get enough. He often wondered what it would be like… in real life.

Finally, he’d made an account on a dating website. He clicked on the “transgender” section. When he saw Abigail’s photo, he knew she was the one. He’d messaged her, his heart racing. She’d replied, and now she was on her way. Not just a fetish. Not just an image on a porn site. A real person.

A soft knock at the door jolted him from his thoughts.

He opened it, and the air left his lungs.

She was… stunning. Breathtaking. Soft chestnut hair fell in waves around her shoulders, framing a face with high cheekbones, a delicate nose, and full lips glossed a subtle pink. She wore a simple black dress that hugged a slender, feminine frame, ending just above her knees. The only thing that betrayed his expectations was the subtle, confident set of her jaw and the playful glint in her hazel eyes.

“Kyle?” Her voice was a melodic alto, exactly as it had been on the short video call they’d shared.

“Abigail. Hi. Come in.” He stepped aside, his heart hammering against his ribs.

She glided in, her heels clicking softly on the hardwood floor before she toed them off. She smelled of jasmine and something subtly sweet. She looked around the tidy apartment, a small smile playing on her lips. “Nice place.”

“Thanks. Beer?” He held up his own can, a feeble attempt to look casual.

“I’d love one.”

They sat on the couch, a respectable distance apart, the small talk feeling both forced and necessary. They talked about their days, about the unseasonably warm weather, about a show they’d both seen. All the while, Kyle’s mind was screaming. She’s here. She’s really here. His eyes kept drifting to the smooth column of her throat, the elegant way her fingers curled around the beer can, the hint of lace at the neckline of her dress.

He couldn’t stand it anymore. He set his beer down on the coffee table with a definitive thud. The talking stopped. He turned to her, and the look in his eyes must have said everything words could not. He saw her breath catch, her pupils dilating just slightly. He leaned in slowly, giving her every chance to pull away.

She didn’t.

He met her lips. They were as soft as they looked, her gloss tasting faintly of berries. The kiss started tender, an exploration. Then her hand came up, her fingers threading into the hair at the nape of his neck, pulling him closer. The kiss deepened, becoming hungrier, a silent confirmation of why they were both there. Her tongue met his, and a jolt of pure, undiluted desire shot straight to his groin.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “Bedroom?” was all he could manage.

She just nodded, her own chest rising and falling quickly.

He led her by the hand, his palm sweaty against her cooler skin. In the dim light of his bedroom, the pretense fell away completely. He turned to face her, his hands moving to the thin straps of her dress. He pushed them down her shoulders, his thumbs brushing her soft skin. The dress pooled at her feet, revealing a black lace bra and matching panties. She was willowy and elegant, her stomach flat, her hips gently curved.

His eyes traveled downward, and there it was. The soft outline of her cock, confined by the delicate lace, already beginning to swell. The sight of it, so contrasting yet so intrinsically a part of her, made his mouth water.

He dropped to his knees before her, his hands gripping her hips. He nuzzled the soft skin of her lower stomach, kissing a trail down to the lace. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband and slowly, slowly, drew her panties down.

Her cock sprung free, erect and beautiful. It was smoother, more elegant than he’d imagined, the skin like velvet over steel. He looked up, meeting her heated gaze. Her lips were parted, her eyes heavy with want.

He didn’t hesitate. He leaned forward and took the head into his mouth.

A sharp, gasping sigh escaped her. “Oh, god, Kyle…”

The taste was clean, musky, uniquely her. He swirled his tongue around the tip, savoring the first drop of salty pre-cum that beaded there. Then, driven by a hunger he’d never known, he took her deeper. He relaxed his throat, his hands gripping her ass, pulling her forward until he felt the head nudge the back of his throat. He held it, his eyes watering slightly, and then he swallowed, taking her even deeper.

Her moan was a guttural, shocked thing. Her fingers tangled in his hair, not forcing, but holding on for dear life as he began to move. He established a rhythm, bobbing his head, sucking hard on the downstroke, using his tongue to press firmly along the sensitive vein on the underside. He was lost in the sensation, in the weight of her on his tongue, the sounds she was making, the way her thighs began to tremble.

Suddenly, she was pulling him up. “My turn,” she breathed, her voice husky.

He scrambled out of his own clothes, his own erection aching, slapping against his stomach. She pushed him back onto the bed and in a fluid, graceful motion, straddled his face while taking his cock into her own mouth.

The world exploded into sensation. The hot, wet suction of her mouth on him was incredible, her technique flawless. But the view below him was what truly undid him. Her ass was inches from his face, her hard, leaking cock bobbing near his mouth. He leaned up and took her back in, and they fell into a simultaneous, desperate sixty-nine.

The room was filled with the wet, slick sounds of mutual pleasure. Kyle was in heaven, lost in the give and take. He could feel the tension coiling in his own balls, a familiar pressure building, but he didn’t want it to end. He wanted more.

As if reading his mind, Abigail pulled her mouth off him with a wet pop. She moved, turning around to kneel between his legs. Her fingers, slick now with his own saliva from her mouth, found his entrance. One finger pressed against him, circling, teasing.

“Yes?” she asked, her voice a whisper.

“God, yes,” he begged, pushing back against her finger.

She worked one finger inside him, then a second, stretching him gently, scissoring them. The intrusion was strange, then incredible, hitting a spot deep inside him that made his toes curl. He was panting, writhing on the sheets.

When she removed her fingers, he felt empty. But only for a second. He heard the tear of a foil packet – she’d come prepared. Then he felt the blunt, firm head of her cock, now sheathed, pressing against him.

She leaned over him, her breasts brushing his back, her lips near his ear. “Relax for me, Kyle.”

He took a shuddering breath and forced his muscles to unclench. She pushed forward slowly, inexorably, and he felt a breathtaking stretch, a fullness he had never, ever known. It was overwhelming. Unreal. And then she was fully inside him, buried to the hilt, her body pressed flush against his back.

She began to move. A slow, deep rhythm that shook him to his core. Each thrust sent shocks of pleasure through him, her cock stroking that incredible spot inside him with every movement. His own neglected cock was trapped beneath him, leaking onto the sheets. He was a mess of sensation, completely at her mercy, and he loved it.

“Fuck me,” he moaned into the mattress, the words muffled. “Please, Abigail, fuck me.”

Her pace quickened, her thrusts becoming harder, more demanding. Her breathing was ragged in his ear, her grip on his hips tight. He felt the familiar coil in his gut tighten to a breaking point. He was going to cum, just from this. Just from being taken.

With a cry that was half-sob, half-roar, he climaxed, his body seizing up as he spilled onto the sheets beneath him, untouched. The convulsions of his orgasm clenched around her, and that was all it took.

She cried out, a sharp, beautiful sound, and drove into him one last, deep time. He could feel the pulsing of her cock through the condom as she came inside him, each throb a wave of her pleasure echoing in the depths of his body.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, joined, both breathing in ragged, shuddering gasps. The scent of sex and sweat filled the air. Slowly, gently, she pulled out and collapsed beside him.

Kyle’s mind was blissfully, utterly blank. He could feel the wet spot beneath him, the lingering, full feeling inside him. He turned his head on the pillow to look at her. She was watching him, a soft, sated smile on her swollen lips.

He couldn’t believe what just happened. It was everything he’d fantasized about and so much more. The thought of it never happening again was suddenly a terrifying void.

He reached out, his fingers brushing her arm. “Abigail?”

“Hmm?”

“I… I need to see you again.”

8 - A SURPRISING BLIND DATE

MF / Transgender F / Romantic / Kissing / Handjob / Blowjob / Anal

The wine was a crisp, chilled sauvignon blanc, but it did nothing to cool the sudden heat that flushed Clifton’s skin. Carrie sat across from him, her smile nervous yet defiant, her eyes not leaving his as she finished her quiet confession.

“So,” she said, her voice a soft, steady murmur that contrasted with the genteel clatter of the restaurant around them. “I’m transgender. I hope… that’s not a problem?”

The question hung in the air, a delicate bubble of tension. Clifton’s mind, for a single, stark moment, went entirely blank. Then it was a riot of noise. Trans. His friend Mark had set him up. What would the guys say? His conservative father? A kaleidoscope of hypothetical, judgmental faces flashed behind his eyes. He took a sip of wine, the glass feeling unsteady in his hand.

“No,” he said, the word coming out a beat too late, a shade too high. “No, of course not.” It was the polite, liberal response he was supposed to give. The one that didn’t match the confused whirlpool in his gut.

But then she smiled, a real one this time that reached her warm brown eyes and lit up her whole face, and the noise in his head quieted. She’s beautiful, a traitorous thought whispered. And what does that make you?

The rest of the dinner passed in a strange, captivating haze. He learned she was a graphic designer, that she loved terrible horror movies and good indie rock, and that her laugh was a low, melodic sound he found himself wanting to hear again and again. With every joke they shared, every lingering glance, the initial shock melted away, replaced by a potent, undeniable attraction that unnerved him even as it pulled him in. The question—what does this make me?—was slowly being drowned out by a much more primal one: What would her skin feel like under my hands?

Back at her apartment, the door clicked shut, sealing them in the soft, dim light of her living room. The air was scented with jasmine and something uniquely, subtly her. The polite pretense of the date evaporated.

She turned to him, her confidence from the restaurant returning tenfold here, on her own turf. “I wasn’t sure you’d actually come up,” she said, stepping closer.

“Neither was I,” he admitted, his voice husky.

She reached up, her fingers brushing a strand of hair from his forehead. The touch was electric. This is it. There was no more thinking. He closed the distance between them, his hand cupping her jaw, and brought his mouth down on hers.

Her kiss was not hesitant. It was hungry and skilled, her lips parting for him instantly, her tongue meeting his with a boldness that made his knees weak. He groaned into her mouth, his hands sliding down her back, pulling her tight against him. The firmness of her body, the curve of her waist under his palms, the soft press of her breasts against his chest—it was all right. It was all wildly arousing.

She took his hand and led him wordlessly to her bedroom. The lights were low. She turned to face him, her eyes dark with desire. “I want you to see me,” she said, her voice a low thrum.

With a grace that mesmerized him, she began to undress. The sweater, the jeans, until she stood before him in delicate lace. Then that, too, was gone. Clifton’s breath caught. Her body was elegantly feminine: the gentle swell of her hips, the narrow waist, the perfect arcs of her breasts. And then, indeed, the proud, full erection that rose from a neatly trimmed thatch of dark hair. It was a stunning, beautiful contradiction that should have confused him but instead sent a jolt of pure, undiluted lust straight to his own throbbing cock.

He fumbled with his own clothes, his fingers clumsy with need, until he was just as naked, his own hard length standing rigid between them. Carrie’s eyes raked over him, a hungry smile playing on her lips. “You’re even more handsome like this,” she murmured.

She closed the space between them, her hand wrapping around his shaft. He gasped at the contact, her grip firm and knowing. Oh god. She stroked him slowly, her thumb smearing the bead of moisture at his tip as she kissed him again, deep and consuming. The dual sensations were overwhelming—the slick, warm friction of her hand and the pliant softness of her mouth.

She guided them to the bed, pushing him back onto the sheets. “My turn,” she whispered, her breath hot against his stomach before she moved lower. She didn’t tease. She took the entire length of him into the wet, incredible heat of her mouth in one smooth, practiced motion.

Clifton cried out, his back arching off the bed. His hands fisted in the sheets. Too much. Not enough. Her head bobbed, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head before plunging down again, taking him impossibly deep. He could only watch, mesmerized by the sight of her between his legs, her lips stretched around him. The coil of pleasure in his gut tightened, a frantic, building pressure. “Carrie… I’m gonna…”

She pulled off with a soft, wet pop. “Not yet,” she breathed.

She moved up his body, her own hard cock dragging against his stomach, leaving a slick trail. The feel of it, so foreign and so intensely erotic, made him shudder. The question was gone, burned away in the furnace of his desire. He wanted to taste her.

He gently rolled them over, reversing their positions. He kissed his way down her body—her neck, the valley between her breasts, her taut stomach. He nuzzled the base of her shaft, inhaling her musky, arousal-heavy scent. He looked up, meeting her heated gaze, and saw a flicker of nervous anticipation there. He closed his mouth over the head of her cock.

She gasped, a sharp, broken sound. Her taste flooded his senses, salty and uniquely male. He explored her with his tongue, tracing the prominent vein underneath, learning her shape and texture. Her hips gave a slight, involuntary jerk. Encouraged, he took more of her, relaxing his throat, mimicking the skilled motions she had used on him. Her moans were a continuous, breathy melody now, her hands tangling in his hair, not guiding, just holding on.

“Clifton… yes… just like that…”

Her pleasure was his fuel. He sucked her deeper, wanting to unravel her completely. When her thighs began to tremble and her cries grew more urgent, she gently pushed him away. “I want you inside me,” she panted, her chest heaving. She reached into the nightstand and handed him a bottle of lube. “Please.”

He slicked his fingers first, rubbing the cool gel over his aching cock, then pouring more into his palm. He found her entrance, pressing one slick finger against the tight ring of muscle. She gasped, pushing back against him. “More,” she demanded.

He added a second finger, stretching her carefully, watching her face for any sign of discomfort. There was only rapture. When he was sure she was ready, he positioned himself at her entrance. She was on her hands and knees, her back arched beautifully. He gripped her hip with one hand and guided himself to her with the other.

The initial push was an exquisite, blinding tightness. He groaned, a raw, animal sound, as he sank into the incredible, clenching heat of her. God, so good. He buried himself to the hilt, pausing for a moment to let them both adjust, his forehead resting on her shoulder blade.

Then she moved, rocking back against him, and he was lost. He set a rhythm, slow and deep at first, each thrust earning a muffled cry from her. The room filled with the sounds of their bodies joining—skin slapping against skin, his grunts, her keening moans. He watched himself disappear into her, over and over, the sight pushing him closer to the edge.

“Faster,” she begged, her voice strained. “Harder.”

He obeyed, his thrusts becoming frantic, pounding into her with a desperation he’d never known. One of his hands snaked around to stroke her cock in time with his thrusts. She screamed his name, her body seizing around him in a powerful, pulsing climax. The violent, rhythmic clenching of her around his length was the final trigger. His own orgasm ripped through him, a white-hot surge that had him emptying himself into her with a guttural shout, his vision whiting out.

He collapsed over her back, spent, both of them slick with sweat and gasping for air. After a moment, he gently pulled out and rolled beside her, pulling her into his arms. They lay there in a tangled, breathless heap, the only sound their gradually slowing heartbeats.

He brushed the damp hair from her forehead and kissed her gently. The last vestiges of doubt were gone, evaporated in the aftermath of the most intense connection he’d ever felt.

“I don’t care,” he whispered, his voice rough with emotion. “I don’t care about you being trans. I just care about you.” He took a breath, the words feeling unexpectedly right. “Be my girlfriend.”

9 - A NEW TYPE OF SUBMISSION

MF / Transgender F / BDSM / Sex Work / Blowjob / Cock Worship / Spanking / Vibrator / Anal

The crisp envelope of cash made a soft thwap as Charles placed it on the polished mahogany console. His heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic drumbeat of anticipation and nerves. The woman who took it, Athena, was a vision carved from shadow and confidence. Her black leather catsuit gleamed under the low light, hugging every formidable curve, the zipper a silver slash from her throat to just below her navel.

“Good,” she said, her voice a low, smooth contralto that vibrated in the quiet, expensive air of her foyer. “Follow me.”

He did, his steps muted on the plush runner, his eyes fixed on the sway of her hips. She led him not to a dungeon, but to a spacious, tastefully appointed bedroom. The tools of her trade were there, yes—a St. Andrew’s cross in one corner, velvet-lined cuffs on a rack, a chest with drawers slightly ajar—but they felt like art objects. The dominant scent was her perfume, something dark and floral.

Athena turned to face him, her gaze appraising. “You’ve submitted before,” she stated, not asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” Charles breathed, the title feeling both foreign and perfect on his tongue.

A ghost of a smile touched her lips. “But not like this.” Her hands went to the zipper of her catsuit. With a slow, deliberate pull, the teeth parted, revealing not the swell of breasts he’d expected, but the taut plane of a chest, and lower, the startling, proud length of an erect cock.

Charles’s breath hitched. His mind stuttered, a record scratch of pure shock. It was thick, flushed a deep pink, curving slightly upward from a neatly trimmed thatch of dark hair. Beautiful and utterly, terrifyingly real.

“I…” he stammered, taking an involuntary step back.

Athena didn’t move. She simply watched him, her expression calm, almost bored. “You hesitate,” she observed. “That’s allowed. This is your boundary. But I assure you, Charles, if you cross it, you will enjoy what lies on the other side. The submission you crave… it will be deeper. The surrender, more complete. Do you trust me?”

His eyes darted from her face to her cock and back. The submissive yearning in his gut, a constant hum he’d spent years trying to quiet, roared into a demand. He wanted to please. He wanted to obey. He gave a shaky nod. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good boy. Now, kneel.”

His knees found the soft rug without thought. She stepped closer, the heat of her body, the subtle scent of her skin and leather, enveloping him. The head of her cock brushed his lips, a silken, salty touch. “Open.”

He did, and she fed the tip into his mouth. It was warm, solid, alive. A low groan escaped her, and the sound shot straight to his own groin, his cock straining against his trousers. “Use your tongue,” she commanded, her hand coming to rest on the back of his head, not pushing, just present.

He licked along the underside, exploring the prominent vein. He took more of her, his jaw stretching. Her fingers twined in his hair. “Deeper, Charles. Take it all. Show me you can.”

The challenge ignited him. He relaxed his throat, tilted his head, and let her guide him forward. The thick crown pressed past his gag reflex, a burning, full sensation that made his eyes water. He held there, breathing hard through his nose, the weight of her on his tongue, the proof of his submission lodged in his throat. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary thrust.

“Excellent,” she purred, her voice thick. After a moment, she withdrew, slick and shining from his mouth. “Stand. Get naked. Everything off.”

His fingers fumbled with his buttons, his belt, his zipper. Soon, his clothes were a puddle at his feet and he stood before her, exposed, shivering, his own erection bobbing painfully.

Athena sat on the edge of the wide bed, patting her leather-clad thigh. “Over my lap. Now.”

The position was childish, humiliating, and it made his blood sing. He draped himself across her strong legs, his ass presented to the cool air. Her hand, warm and firm, came down in a sharp crack that echoed in the room. A sting blossomed, hot and bright. Another followed on the other cheek. Then a volley, alternating, building a rhythm of pain that quickly melted into a radiating, pleasurable heat. With each spank, his hips jerked, his cock rubbing against the hard leather of her leg. He was moaning, low and constant, his mind blanketed by the sheer, overwhelming sensation.

When she stopped, his entire backside throbbed with a delicious warmth. “You’re ready,” she said, her hand stroking the heated skin now. “On your hands and knees on the bed.”

He scrambled into position, presenting himself fully. He heard the buzz of a vibrator, and then the cool, hard plastic nuzzled against his tight entrance. He jumped at the touch. “Relax,” she soothed, circling the tip, spreading what he realized was slick lube. The vibration was a strange, insistent tease, not quite inside, just there, making his hole clench and flutter helplessly. Just as the sensation became a maddening need, it vanished.

Then he felt her. Not plastic, but warm, living flesh. The broad head of her cock pressed against him, right where the vibrator had been. His body went rigid.

“Breathe out,” Athena commanded, her voice steady against his back. He exhaled in a shudder, and she pushed.

The initial breach was a stunning, burning stretch. Charles cried out, his knuckles white on the duvet. She held there, letting his body adjust to the incredible invasion. “That’s it,” she whispered. “Take it. It’s yours now.”

With a slow, relentless roll of her hips, she sank deeper. The burning subsided, replaced by a feeling of being filled to an impossible degree. She began to move, short, shallow thrusts that rubbed her length against a spot inside him that made lightning fork behind his eyelids. Each push made his own neglected cock jerk, leaking onto the bedding.

Her pace increased. The room filled with the sound of skin meeting leather-clad skin, their ragged breaths, his broken whimpers. She fucked him with a powerful, piston-like rhythm that eradicated all thought. The pleasure built, a coil tightening at the base of his spine, fed by the deep, claiming thrusts and the sheer psychological surrender of being taken like this.

“You’re going to come,” she grunted, her control fraying. “Come on my cock, boy. Now.”

It was an order he couldn’t disobey. The coil snapped. His orgasm ripped through him, a silent, convulsing wave that emptied him in pulsing stripes onto the sheets beneath him. His ass clenched around her wildly, milking her, and that sent her over the edge.

With a sharp, guttural cry, she slammed home and held, buried to the hilt. He felt the hot, liquid pulse of her release deep inside him, a shocking intimacy that marked his internal surrender. She stayed there for long moments, both of them panting, connected.

Finally, she slipped out. A warm trickle followed. Charles collapsed onto his side, boneless, spent.

Athena stood, re-zipping her catsuit over her now-soft cock. She picked up his discarded clothes and tossed them onto the bed beside him. “We’re done,” she said, her voice back to its cool, professional tone, though a satisfied gleam remained in her eye.

Charles managed a weak, utterly sincere smile. “Thank you, Mistress.”

10 - A DATING APP ROMANCE

NM / Nonbinary AMAB / Kissing / Blowjob / Strap-on

Bart stared at his phone, the glow of the screen illuminating his face in the dim light of his apartment. After breaking up with his boyfriend, he needed a distraction. He’d been swiping through profiles on the LGBT dating app for what felt like hours, but nothing had caught his eye. That is, until he saw Hal’s profile.

The photo was striking—Hal had short, tousled hair dyed a soft lavender, sharp cheekbones, and piercing green eyes that seemed to look straight through the camera. Their bio was simple but intriguing: Nonbinary. Transmasculine. Looking for connection, no labels.

Bart hesitated, his thumb hovering over the message button. He’d never dated anyone who identified as nonbinary before. Hell, he wasn’t even entirely sure what it meant. But curiosity got the better of him, and before he could second-guess himself, he sent a message.

”Hey, your profile caught my eye. Love the hair.”

To his surprise, Hal responded almost immediately.

”Thanks. Your profile caught my eye too. You’re ridiculously handsome.”

Bart felt a warmth spread through his chest. They chatted for a while, exchanging playful banter and getting to know each other. Hal was witty, confident, and surprisingly open about their life. By the end of the night, Hal had asked Bart out for coffee.

He almost said no.

The idea of meeting someone who existed outside the binary made him nervous. What if he said the wrong thing? What if he offended them? But something about Hal’s energy—their confidence, their charm—pulled him in. So, against his better judgment, Bart agreed.

—

The coffee shop was cozy, with soft lighting and the rich aroma of freshly brewed coffee filling the air. Bart spotted Hal immediately. They were even more striking in person—androgynous in a way that was impossible to ignore. Their lavender hair was styled perfectly, and they wore a black leather jacket adorned with pins and patches that screamed individuality.

“Hey,” Bart said as he approached the table, his voice tinged with nervousness.

Hal looked up and smiled, their green eyes sparkling. “Hey yourself. You’re even hotter in person.”

Bart blushed, taking a seat across from them. “Thanks. You’re… incredible.”

The conversation flowed easily. Hal was open about their identity, explaining that they were born female but had never felt comfortable in that box. They’d started taking hormones to align their body with how they felt inside, but they didn’t identify as a man or a woman. “I’m just me,” they said with a shrug.

Bart found himself captivated. Hal’s confidence was magnetic, and their honesty was refreshing. He’d never met anyone like them before, and the more they talked, the more he realized how much he wanted to know them better.

When Hal suggested going back to their apartment, Bart hesitated for only a moment before agreeing.

—

Hal’s apartment was exactly what Bart expected—stylish, eclectic, and full of personality. The walls were adorned with artwork ranging from abstract paintings to vintage band posters. A record player sat in the corner, and the warm sound of a vinyl record filled the room.

“Make yourself at home,” Hal said, offering Bart a drink.

They sat on the couch, their conversation seamlessly picking up where it left off. But there was an undercurrent of tension now, a palpable energy that neither of them could ignore. When Hal leaned in, their lips brushing against Bart’s, it felt inevitable.

The kiss was soft at first, exploratory, but it quickly deepened. Hal’s hands moved to Bart’s waist, pulling him closer. Bart could feel the heat of their body through their clothes, and it sent a shiver down his spine.

Hal broke the kiss, their breath coming in short gasps. “Come to the bedroom with me,” they whispered.

Bart nodded, his heart pounding in his chest.

The bedroom was just as stylish as the rest of the apartment, with soft lighting and a bed adorned with dark, luxurious sheets. Hal pulled Bart close, their lips meeting again in a kiss that was hungry, urgent.

Hal’s hands moved to Bart’s belt, deftly undoing it and unzipping his pants. When they freed his cock, Bart let out a soft moan, his hips instinctively bucking forward.

Hal grinned, their eyes dark with desire. “You’re beautiful,” they murmured before dropping to their knees.

Bart’s breath caught in his throat as Hal took him into their mouth. Their tongue swirled around the head of his cock, sending waves of pleasure through his body. Hal’s hands gripped his hips, holding him steady as they worked him with expert precision.

When Hal pulled away, Bart almost protested. But then Hal stood, their fingers moving to the buttons of their own shirt. They undressed slowly, revealing a body that was androgynous and stunning. Their chest was flat, their skin smooth, and there was a confidence in the way they carried themselves that left Bart breathless.

“Get naked,” Hal said, their voice low and teasing.

Bart quickly undressed, his cock already hard and throbbing. Hal stepped closer, their hands roaming over his body, their lips trailing kisses along his neck and chest. The feel of their skin against his was electric, and Bart couldn’t help but let out a low groan.

Hal pulled away briefly, reaching for a strap-on dildo that had been resting on the nightstand. They fastened it around their waist, the sight of it sending a thrill through Bart.

“Turn around,” Hal instructed, their voice firm but gentle.

Bart complied, getting on his hands and knees on the bed. Hal knelt behind him, one hand gently guiding the dildo to his entrance.

“Relax,” they murmured, pressing inside slowly.

Bart bit his lip, the sensation both strange and exhilarating. As Hal began to move, picking up speed, Bart’s moans grew louder. The pleasure was intense, overwhelming, and he could feel himself getting closer and closer to the edge.

When he finally came, it was with a cry of Hal’s name, his body trembling with the force of it. Hal didn’t stop, driving him through the waves of pleasure until he collapsed onto the bed, spent and breathless.

Hal pulled away, removing the strap-on and lying down beside him. They wrapped their arms around Bart, pulling him close.

“That was…” Bart trailed off, unable to find the words.

“Yeah,” Hal agreed, smiling against his shoulder.

They lay there in comfortable silence, their bodies entwined. Bart felt a sense of contentment he hadn’t felt in a long time. At first, he’d been unsure about meeting Hal, but now he couldn’t imagine not having them in his life.

As they got dressed and Hal walked him to the door, Bart found himself already looking forward to their next encounter.

“I’ll see you soon?” Hal asked, their eyes hopeful.

“Definitely,” Bart replied, leaning in for one last kiss.

As he stepped out into the night air, a smile playing on his lips, Bart couldn’t wait. He pulled out his phone and texted Hal as he walked down the street. “I had a great time. Let’s do it again soon.”

Hal’s reply came almost instantly. “I’m free tomorrow night. My place again?”

Bart’s heart raced as he typed his response. “I’ll be there.”

11 - LUST IN THE LAUNDRY ROOM

MF / Transgender F / BDSM / Flogging / Bondage / Handcuffs / Blowjob / Anal

The laundry room was a battlefield of humming machines and stale detergent air. For weeks, Jordan had orchestrated his loads to coincide with hers, a silent admirer of the stunning new resident with the sharp bob and sharper smile. Tonight, clutching his basket of mismatched socks, he finally spoke. “Is this your T-shirt? I found it in the dryer.” A clumsy start, but it worked.

Her name was Katie. She laughed, a bright, clear sound. “Yeah. Thanks. I almost forgot it.”

They talked. It was easy. Too easy. They both loved the dense world-building of vintage sci-fi, the practical effects, the philosophical questions buried under rubber monster suits. When she mentioned a rare film she’d just torrented, Jordan saw his opening.

“No way. I’ve been looking for that everywhere.”

Katie’s smile turned speculative. “Movie night? My place. Tomorrow.”

Tomorrow was a lifetime. Jordan arrived, heart hammering against his ribs. Her apartment was neat, smelling of sandalwood. They watched the movie, shoulders almost touching on the couch. The credits rolled. The air thickened.

“I have Invaders from Mars on DVD,” Katie said, her voice a low purr. “It’s in my room.”

He followed her, a moth to a dangerous, beautiful flame. Her bedroom was different. Soft light, a large bed… and on a sleek chair, a collection of items that made his breath catch. Leather cuffs. A long, multi-tailed flogger. A steel collar.

Katie didn’t miss his gaze. She leaned against her dresser, crossing her arms. “Curious, Jordan?”

“I… what is all that?” he managed.

“Tools,” she said simply. “For pleasure. For power.” She studied him, her eyes dark and knowing. “I should be upfront. I’m a dominatrix. And I’m transgender.” She let the words hang. “I look like a woman. I live as a woman. And I have a cock.”

The world tilted. Jordan’s mind scrambled, a jumble of shock, confusion, and a sudden, undeniable heat that pooled in his gut. He stared at her—the elegant line of her neck, the curve of her hips in her jeans, the confident set of her mouth. The attraction he’d felt for weeks didn’t vanish. It mutated, deepening into something darker, more urgent.

“I can see the wheels turning,” Katie murmured, stepping closer. The scent of her surrounded him. “You’re shocked. But you’re not leaving.” Her finger traced a line down his chest. “There’s a hunger in you. A submissive little spark. I felt it the first time you stumbled over your words in the laundry room.”

He couldn’t deny it. His mouth was dry. “I don’t… I’ve never…”

“I know,” she said, her voice softening just a fraction. “But you want to. Don’t you? To let go. To feel.” It wasn’t a question. It was a revelation. She saw the consent in his wide eyes, the slight nod he couldn’t stop. “Good. Strip. Now.”

His fingers fumbled with his buttons, his zipper. The clothing fell to the plush carpet, a puddle of his old life. He stood before her, exposed, his cock already half-hard with a mix of fear and desperate anticipation.

“Turn around. Bend over the foot of the bed. Hands flat.”

The cool duvet met his chest. He heard the whisper of leather as she picked up the flogger. The first impact was a surprise—a soft, spreading thud across his shoulders. The next was sharper. Then another. A rhythm began. Thud. Swish. Crack. Pain bloomed, but it was a bright, clean pain that melted almost instantly into a deep, radiating warmth. With each strike, a layer of his anxiety stripped away. A low groan escaped him.

“You like that,” Katie stated, her voice laced with approval. “You need it.” The flogger fell away. He heard the soft clink of metal. Leather cuffs, lined with something velvety, encircled his wrists. She pulled his arms up, buckling the restraints to sturdy posts on her headboard. He was stretched, vulnerable, completely at her mercy. The feeling was terrifying. It was electrifying.

Her touch returned, but now it was her fingers, tracing the heated skin of his back, his ass. They ghosted over the cleft between his cheeks, making him jerk. Then her hand slid beneath him, wrapping around his aching cock. He cried out.

“Such a pretty reaction,” she cooed, stroking him with a firm, knowing grip. “You’re so hard for me. Are you begging yet?”

“Please,” he gasped, the word torn from him.

“Please, what?”

“I don’t know… just… please.”

She laughed, a rich, wicked sound, and released him. He heard the rustle of clothing behind him. A zipper. The slide of fabric. Then, a moment of silence.

“Look at me, Jordan.”

He twisted his head. She stood naked beside the bed. Her body was a sublime curve of feminine beauty—small, perfect breasts, a narrow waist, smooth skin. And between her legs, full and heavy, was her cock. It was erect, impressively large, a stark and thrilling contrast to her otherwise soft form. His breath hitched. The attraction roared back, undeniable, focused now on that very part of her.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” she said, her hand stroking her length slowly. “It’s going to make you feel things you’ve never felt.”

She came to the side of the bed, her cock level with his face. The musky, masculine scent of her filled his senses. “Open.”

He did. The broad, smooth head pressed against his lips. He tentatively flicked his tongue, tasting her salt and skin. A shudder ran through her. “Good boy,” she breathed.

Then she pushed forward, just an inch, filling his mouth. She set a slow, deep rhythm, fucking his face with controlled thrusts. His jaw strained. He gagged, tears springing to his eyes, but the sounds she made—those soft, greedy moans—drove him on. He sucked, using his tongue, surrendering to the act. One of her hands tangled in his hair, guiding him. The other reached up and unbuckled first one wrist restraint, then the other. Blood rushed back into his arms.

“On your hands and knees. Now.”

He scrambled into position, his body alight with sensation. He heard the click of a cap, the slick sound of lube. Cool drops landed on his entrance. Her slick finger circled him, then pressed insistently inside. He tensed.

“Relax,” she commanded, her voice leaving no room for disobedience. “This is what you wanted. To be filled. To be taken.”

Her finger worked him open, then a second. The stretch burned, then faded into a strange, full feeling. They were gone. Then, the blunt, overwhelming pressure of her cockhead replaced them. She pushed. He cried out, burying his face in the duvet as his body resisted, then yielded. She slid inside him, an inexorable, breathtaking invasion.

“Oh, fuck,” he sobbed, the fullness unbelievable.

She began to move. Long, slow pulls that dragged against his most sensitive inner walls, followed by hard, driving thrusts that shoved him up the bed. The pain was still there, a bright edge, but it was utterly consumed by a pleasure so profound it felt like disintegration. Each thrust sparked lightning up his spine. His own cock, neglected and trapped beneath him, leaked helplessly onto the sheets. The sound of skin meeting skin, her ragged breaths, his own choked moans—it was a symphony of surrender.

“You feel incredible,” she growled, her pace becoming punishing, possessive. “So tight for me. Taking all of me.”

He was unraveling. The coil in his gut wound tighter and tighter, fed by the relentless friction inside him, by the sheer psychology of it—her dominance, his submission, this forbidden, perfect union. “Katie… I’m gonna… I can’t…”

“Cum,” she ordered, pounding into him. “Cum untouched like the good little sub you are.”

It broke him. Pleasure detonated, white-hot and shattering. His body clenched around her invading length as his own release splashed beneath him, wave after wave of helpless ecstasy tearing through him. His cries were muffled, animal.

Feeling him convulse around her was her undoing. With a sharp, guttural cry, she slammed home and held, her body going rigid against his back. He felt the hot, deep pulse of her release flooding him, a claiming that was both physical and profoundly psychological. She stayed there, buried inside him, for a long moment, both of them panting, trembling in the aftermath.

Slowly, she withdrew. The loss was acute. He collapsed onto his side, boneless, spent.

Katie moved away, returning a moment later. Something cool and firm encircled his neck. He lifted a heavy hand to feel it—a black leather collar, snug but not tight. She fastened the buckle with a definitive click.

She leaned down, her lips brushing his ear. Her voice was a promise, a threat, a delicious future. “Same time tomorrow?”

12 - A STEPDAD’S TRANSITION

MF / Transgender F / Taboo / Age Gap / Kissing / Nipple Play / Handjob / Blowjob / Fingering / Anal

“It’s wrong, Darren. You know it’s wrong.”

Her whisper was hot against his lips, a desperate protest that made his heart hammer against his ribs. He didn’t pull away. He just looked into her eyes, the same hazel eyes he’d known for a decade, now framed with softly arched brows and a vulnerability he’d never seen before.

“Nothing about you is wrong, Miley,” he murmured, and closed the last inch between them.

—

How the hell did they get here?

It started with a shock three days ago, the moment Darren’s Uber pulled up to the suburban house he still called home for spring break. The door opened, and instead of Miles—his burly, beer-loving stepdad of twelve years—there stood a woman. A beautiful one.

She had the same strong jaw, but softened. The same broad shoulders, now elegant in a cashmere sweater. Her chest had a gentle, real curve beneath the fabric, and her skin glowed. Her hair, longer, fell in light brown waves. It was Miley now. The hormones had worked a quiet magic over the last year, a transformation Darren’s mom, Carol, referred to only in tense, clipped sentences over the phone.

“She doesn’t see me,” Miley had confessed earlier that evening, curled in the corner of the living room sofa. Carol was out for her weekly “girls’ night,” which Darren suspected was just an excuse to not be home. “She looks right through me. Like I killed her husband.”

Darren, twenty and feeling older than he was, sat in the armchair. He’d been sneaking glances all week. The sway of her hips in jeans. The new, graceful way she moved her hands. A confusing, heated attraction had been coiling in his gut since his arrival, a guilty secret he’d tried to smother.

“I think you’re beautiful,” he’d said. The words just fell out, stark and heavy in the dim room.

Miley’s eyes flew to his, wide with surprise, then a flicker of something else—hope, need. That look was the spark. It carried them across the room. It brought him to his knees in front of her on the sofa. It led to that first, tentative kiss.

—

And now, her protest hanging in the air, he kissed her again, deeper. He cupped her face, his thumbs stroking her high cheekbones. Her lips parted for him with a soft, surrendering sigh. God, she tastes like mint and wine.

Her hesitation melted. Her hands came up, tangling in his hair, pulling him closer. The kiss turned hungry, messy with pent-up want. Darren’s hands slid down, over the soft wool of her sweater, tracing the new, thrilling shape of her. He palmed the full curve of her breast through the fabric, and she gasped into his mouth, arching into his touch.

He broke the kiss, breathing ragged. “Tell me to stop.”

She didn’t. She looked down, her gaze fixed on where his hand covered her. Slowly, he pushed the sweater up. He unhooked the front clasp of her simple lace bra. Her breasts spilled into his hands, fuller than he’d imagined, her nipples a dusky pink and already hard. He lowered his head and took one into his mouth.

Miley cried out, a sharp, feminine sound that went straight to his cock. Her back arched off the cushions. “Darren… oh, fuck.”

He lavished her with his tongue, sucking and teasing while his other hand slid down the flat plane of her stomach. He popped the button on her trousers, eased the zipper down. He pushed the fabric aside and found her. She wasn’t wearing panties.

She was already hard, too. Her cock lay against her stomach, slender and elegant, leaking at the tip. Darren wrapped his fingers around her, and her whole body shuddered. He began to stroke, a slow, firm rhythm, his mouth still busy on her breast.

“Yes… just like that,” she moaned, her hips pumping up into his fist. Her head tossed back against the arm of the sofa. The sight of her—this beautiful, transformed woman lost in pleasure because of him—was the most potent aphrodisiac he’d ever known.

He needed more. He kissed his way down her trembling stomach, through the fine trail of hair below her navel. He nuzzled the base of her shaft, inhaling her clean, musky scent. Then, without another second of thought, he took her into his mouth.

Miley’s hands flew to his head. “Ohmygod.” Her voice was a shattered whisper.

Darren focused on sensation. The velvety skin. The salty pre-come on his tongue. The way she grew even harder as he sucked. He bobbed his head, using his hand at the base, reveling in every choked-off gasp and whimper she made. Her thighs tightened around his shoulders.

“Too close… stop, or I’ll…” she begged.

He released her with a wet pop, crawling back up her body to kiss her deeply, letting her taste herself on his lips. His own need was a painful throb. He fumbled with his jeans, shoving them and his boxers down to his thighs. His cock sprung free, thick and eager.

Miley’s eyes darkened. “My turn.”

She pushed him onto his back on the wide couch cushions. She knelt between his legs, her gaze predatory now. She leaned down and licked a long stripe from his balls to his tip, and Darren saw stars. Then she swallowed him down, and his world narrowed to wet heat and exquisite pressure. Her mouth was a miracle.

Just as he was teetering on the edge, she pulled off. Before he could protest, he felt her fingers, slick with her own saliva, tracing his perineum. Then one fingertip pressed against his asshole.

He tensed for a second. “Miley…”

“Shhh,” she soothed, and took him back into her mouth. At the same time, she pushed her finger inside him, just past the first tight ring of muscle.

A white-hot bolt of pleasure-pain shot up his spine. He cried out, his hips bucking. She worked her finger slowly, in and out, in time with her sucking. The dual sensation was overwhelming, incredible. He was completely hers, writhing under her ministrations, begging with broken sounds he didn’t recognize.

She released him again, her finger slipping out. She was panting, her lips swollen, her cock glistening. “I need you. Now.”

She turned, getting on her hands and knees on the couch, presenting herself to him. She looked back over her shoulder, her expression a blend of need and defiance. “Please.”

Darren’s brain short-circuited. He knelt behind her. He spat into his palm, slicking himself, then guided his tip to her entrance. He pushed.

It was tight. So tight. He watched, mesmerized, as he disappeared into her. Miley let out a long, ragged moan, pushing back against him, taking him deeper until he was fully sheathed. They both stilled, shuddering with the sheer, forbidden intimacy of it.

Then he moved.

He set a slow, deep rhythm, each thrust punching a gasp from her lungs. The slap of skin on skin filled the quiet living room. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh, pulling her back onto him with every drive forward.

“Harder,” she pleaded, her voice raw. “Don’t hold back.”

He obeyed. His thrusts became faster, harder, pounding into her with a force that shook the couch. She met him move for move, her cries growing higher, more desperate. One of her hands snaked between her legs, stroking herself furiously.

“I’m gonna… Darren, I’m gonna come!” she wailed.

Her inner muscles clenched around him like a vice, milking his cock. The feeling tipped him over the edge. With a guttural groan, he buried himself as deep as he could and emptied into her, pulse after hot, claiming pulse.

They collapsed together onto the cushions, a tangled, sweaty, spent heap. For a long minute, the only sound was their ragged breathing.

Reality crept back in with the ticking of the hallway clock. Carol would be home soon.

They scrambled up, a silent, frantic dance of pulling up trousers, fastening bras, smoothing hair. They avoided each other’s eyes until they were mostly dressed.

Miley finally looked at him, her expression soft and shattered. She reached out, touched his cheek. “This stays here. Our secret.”

Darren nodded, the guilt already a cold stone in his gut. But beneath it, a fierce, addictive heat still smoldered. He knew, with absolute certainty, that he wanted more.

He caught her hand before she could pull away. “Tomorrow?” he whispered.

13 - THE ESCORT’S SECRET

MF / Transgender F / Sex Work / Handjob / Blowjob / Anal

Bebe stood in front of the mirror in her modest apartment, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, her blue eyes scanning her reflection. She adjusted the hem of her little black dress, the fabric clinging to her curves in all the right places. She looked perfect—feminine, desirable, and confident. But beneath the surface, her heart raced with a mix of excitement and fear. Tonight was the night. Her first job as an escort.

She had debated this for weeks, torn between her pride and her desperation. Money was tight, and her savings had dried up. The job listings she’d found either paid too little or required skills she didn’t have. Then she stumbled across an ad for escorts. The pay was good—more than good—and she told herself she could handle it. She could handle it. After all, she loved sex. She loved the way it made her feel, the way it made her forget her worries, even if only for a little while. But there was one thing about her body that she couldn’t forget.

She hesitated, her hand drifting between her legs, her fingers brushing against the smooth fabric of her panties. Beneath them, she could feel the weight of her secret. Bebe was beautiful, yes, but she wasn’t entirely what people expected her to be. She had been born with a penis. It wasn’t something she talked about, not with anyone.

She hated it, hated the way it made her feel like a fraud, like she didn’t belong in her own skin. But at the same time, she couldn’t deny the pleasure it brought her. She touched herself often, her hand stroking her length until she came, her body trembling with release. It was her escape, her way of coping with the shame that always lingered in the back of her mind.

But now, standing there in her apartment, she felt that shame creeping up on her again. What if her client found out? What if he rejected her? What if…? She shook her head, pushing the thoughts away. She couldn’t afford to think like that. She needed the money, and she was determined to make this work.

She took a deep breath, grabbed her purse, and headed out the door.

—

The hotel was upscale, the kind of place Bebe had always dreamed of staying in. She walked through the lobby, her heels clicking against the polished floor, her heart pounding in her chest. The room number was on a piece of paper in her hand, and she clutched it tightly as she stepped into the elevator.

When she reached the door, she hesitated. Her hand hovered over the handle, her breath shallow. She knocked softly, and a moment later, it opened.

Standing in front of her was Bill. He was everything she had imagined—tall, muscular, with broad shoulders and a chiseled jaw. His eyes were dark and intense, and they swept over her with an appraising look that made her shiver.

“You must be Bebe,” he said, his voice low and smooth.

She nodded, forcing a smile. “That’s me.”

He stepped aside, letting her into the room. It was spacious, with a king-sized bed and a view of the city skyline. She could feel his eyes on her as she walked in, and she tried to ignore the way her body tensed under his gaze.

“You’re even more beautiful in person,” he said, closing the door behind them.

Bebe felt a flicker of pride, but it was quickly overshadowed by the knot of anxiety in her stomach. “Thank you,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

He walked over to her, his movements deliberate, and reached into his pocket. He pulled out a wad of cash and handed it to her. “Payment upfront,” he said, his tone businesslike.

She took it, her fingers trembling slightly. It was more money than she had seen in weeks, and for a moment, she allowed herself to feel a sense of relief. But then he stepped closer, his hand brushing against her arm, and she froze.

“Relax,” he said, his voice soft now, almost tender. “I don’t bite.”

She forced a laugh, but it came out strained. He leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a tentative kiss. She responded instinctively, her lips parting as she let herself melt into it. It felt good—better than she had expected—and for a moment, she forgot about her worries.

But then he pulled back, his eyes searching hers. “Undress for me,” he said, his voice firm but not unkind.

Bebe’s breath caught in her throat. She hesitated, her hands trembling at her sides. She could feel his eyes on her, waiting, and the weight of her secret pressed down on her like a heavy stone.

“Is something wrong?” he asked, his brow furrowing.

“No,” she said quickly, but her voice was shaky.

He took a step back, his expression hardening. “Are you a cop?”

The question caught her off guard, and she shook her head vehemently. “No, I’m not a cop. I swear.”

He studied her for a moment, his eyes narrow. “Then what’s the problem?”

Bebe took a deep breath, her heart pounding so loudly she was sure he could hear it. There was no turning back now. “I… I have something I need to tell you.”

He crossed his arms, his posture defensive. “Go on.”

She swallowed hard, her hands clenching into fists at her sides. “I… I have a penis.”

The words hung in the air between them, heavy and unspoken. For a moment, there was silence. Then Bill’s eyes widened, and he took a step back. “What?”

Bebe felt incredibly stupid. Why did she think this was going to work? Of course, her date was going to find out.

“I was born with it,” she said quickly, her voice trembling. “I know it’s not what you expected, and I understand if you want me to leave. I just… I wanted to be honest with you.”

He stared at her, his expression unreadable. Then, to her surprise, he smiled. “Well, that’s not what I was expecting,” he said, his tone light now, almost amused. “But I’ll admit, it’s… intriguing.”

Bebe blinked, unsure how to respond. “You’re not… mad?”

He shook his head. “Not at all. In fact, I’m even more interested now.”

Her relief was palpable, and she felt some of the tension leave her body. She watched as he stepped closer, his hands reaching out to touch her.

“Let’s see,” he said, his voice soft.

Bebe hesitated for only a moment before she reached for the zipper on her dress. She slid it down slowly, letting the fabric fall to the floor. Beneath it, she wore a matching black bra and panties, and she felt exposed as he looked her over.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his hand reaching out to cup her breast.

He leaned in, his lips closing around her nipple through the fabric of her bra. She gasped, her body responding instantly. He reached behind her, unhooking her bra and letting it fall away. His mouth moved to her bare nipple, his tongue flicking over the sensitive skin. She moaned, her hands tangling in his hair as he sucked and teased.

His hand moved lower, sliding down her stomach and beneath the waistband of her panties. She tensed as his fingers brushed against her length, but he didn’t stop. He wrapped his hand around her, stroking her slowly, expertly.

“You’re so hard,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin.

Bebe moaned, her hips bucking against his hand. She had never been touched like this by someone else, and the sensation was overwhelming.

Bill pulled back, his hand leaving her. She watched as he stripped off his clothes, revealing his broad, muscular frame. His chest was smooth, his abs defined, and his cock—already hard—was thick and impressive.

“Your turn,” he said, nodding toward her panties.

She swallowed hard, her hands trembling as she slid them down her legs. She stood there, completely exposed, and she could feel his eyes on her as he took in the sight of her.

“Perfect,” he said, his voice husky.

He stepped closer, his hand wrapping around her cock again. He stroked her slowly, his thumb brushing over the head, and she moaned, her head falling back.

“Get on your knees,” he said, his tone firm.

Bebe obeyed, sinking to her knees in front of him. His cock was right in front of her face, and she could smell the musk of his arousal. She reached out, taking him in her hand, and stroked him slowly. Then she leaned in, her lips closing around the head of his cock.

He groaned, his hand tangling in her hair as she took him deeper into her mouth. She worked him with her tongue, her mouth moving up and down his length. He was big—bigger than she had ever had before—and she could feel him hitting the back of her throat.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his hips bucking slightly as he thrust into her mouth.

Bebe moaned around him, the vibrations sending a shiver through his body. He pulled back, his cock slipping from her lips, and she looked up at him, her eyes hazy with desire.

He reached behind him, grabbing a bottle of lube from the nightstand. He squeezed some onto his fingers, then turned her around, bending her over the bed.

“Are you ready?” he asked, his voice low.

She nodded, her heart racing. She could feel the cold slickness of the lube as he pressed a finger against her entrance, then slid it inside. She moaned, her body tensing as he worked her open.

“Relax,” he murmured, his finger moving in and out of her.

She took a deep breath, trying to calm herself. When he added a second finger, she gasped, her body stretching to accommodate him.

“You’re so tight,” he said, his voice husky.

Bebe moaned, her hands clutching at the sheets as he scissored his fingers inside her. He was stretching her, preparing her, and she could feel the heat building in her body.

He pulled his fingers out, and she heard the sound of him lubing up his cock. She turned her head, watching as he positioned himself behind her.

“Hold on,” he said, his voice low.

She gripped the sheets tightly, her heart pounding as she felt the head of his cock press against her entrance. He pushed in slowly, the stretch intense, and she moaned, her body trembling.

“Oh yes,” he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust into her.

Bebe gasped, her body adjusting to his size. He moved slowly at first, giving her time to get used to him, but soon he was thrusting harder, faster. She moaned, her body rocking with each thrust.

“You feel so good,” he murmured, his hands gripping her hips tightly.

Bebe closed her eyes, lost in the sensation. She could feel the heat building inside her, her orgasm approaching fast. She reached down, her hand wrapping around her cock as she stroked herself in time with his thrusts.

“I’m gonna cum,” she gasped, her body trembling.

“Cum for me,” he groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic.

She moaned, her body tensing as her orgasm hit her hard. Her cock pulsed in her hand, her cum shooting out in thick ropes as she cried out in pleasure.

Bill groaned, his hips slamming into her as he came, his cock pulsing inside her. He thrust a few more times, then stilled, his breath coming in harsh pants.

He pulled out slowly, and Bebe collapsed onto the bed, her body spent. He turned her around, his eyes meeting hers. “That was incredible,” he said, his voice still husky.

She smiled weakly, her body still trembling.

“I’d like to see you again,” he said, his hand brushing over her cheek.

Bebe’s heart skipped a beat. “I’d like that too.”

He smiled, leaning in to kiss her softly. “Good. I’ll call you.”

As he walked away, Bebe lay there, a sense of satisfaction washing over her. Maybe this job wouldn’t be so bad after all.

14 - ROB’S UNEXPECTED HOOK UP

NM / Nonbinary AMAB / Kissing / Blowjob / Anal

Rob leaned against the bar, his fingers tapping rhythmically on the polished wood. The place was bustling, the low hum of conversation mingling with the faint thump of music. He wasn’t usually one for bars, but tonight felt different. He’d been cooped up for weeks, and the itch to get out and meet someone—anyone—had finally gotten the better of him. His eyes scanned the room, lazily taking in the crowd, until they landed on her.

The woman sitting at the corner of the bar was striking, her dark hair cascading in soft waves over her shoulders, her lips painted a deep, sultry red. Her outfit was a perfect balance of edgy and elegant—a leather jacket draped over a silky blouse, tight jeans hugging her legs. Rob felt his pulse quicken. He wasn’t sure why, but he couldn’t look away.

I should go talk to her, he thought, the idea sending a thrill through him. He straightened his posture, ran a hand through his hair, and made his way over.

“Hey,” he said, sliding into the seat beside her, his voice smooth and confident. “Can I buy you a drink?”

She turned to face him, her eyes—a piercing shade of amber—locking onto his. A small, knowing smile played on her lips. “Sure. Something strong, please.”

Rob signaled the bartender, ordering two whiskeys, neat. He turned back to her, his lips curling into a smirk. “I’m Rob, by the way.”

“Mila,” she replied, her voice low and velvety, sending a shiver down Rob’s spine. He blinked, caught off guard for a moment. The voice didn’t match the image he’d constructed in his head. It was deeper, richer—masculine.

He studied her face more closely now, noticing the sharpness of her jawline, the subtle stubble along her neck. His stomach tightened as the realization hit him. This isn’t a woman.

Rob cleared his throat, his confidence wavering. “Uh, nice to meet you, Mila.”

Mila tilted their head, their lips curving into a knowing smile. “Something wrong?”

“No, no,” Rob stammered, his face heating up. “I just… I didn’t realize…”

“That I’m not what you were expecting?” Mila finished for him, their tone teasing but not unkind.

Rob shifted uncomfortably, his mind racing. He wasn’t sure how to respond. He’d never been in a situation like this before. “I’m sorry,” he said quickly, standing up. “I should probably go.”

Mila reached out, their fingers brushing against his wrist. The touch was light but deliberate, stopping him in his tracks. “Why?” they asked, their voice soft but steady. “Because I’m not a woman?”

Rob hesitated, their question hanging in the air. He opened his mouth to respond, but nothing came out.

Mila leaned closer, their amber eyes locking onto his. “You were interested enough to come over here,” they said, their tone playful but with an edge of challenge. “Why let something like that stop you now?”

Rob stared at them, his heart pounding. He wanted to leave, to bolt out the door and pretend this never happened. But something about Mila’s confidence, their unapologetic presence, kept him rooted to the spot.

“I…” he started, then trailed off, unsure of what to say.

Mila’s smile widened, their fingers still resting lightly on his wrist. “Stay,” they said, their voice low and inviting. “Finish your drink. See where the night takes us.”

Rob hesitated for a moment longer, then slowly sat back down. He wasn’t sure why, but he couldn’t bring himself to walk away.

The conversation flowed easily after that. Mila was sharp and witty, their humor dry and cutting. They talked about everything—music, art, travel—their words painting vivid pictures that kept Rob captivated. He found himself laughing more than he had in weeks, the tension in his shoulders melting away.

When Mila disclosed that they were nonbinary and preferred they/them pronouns, R0b found himself even more drawn to them. “I’ve never really felt like a woman or a man,” Mila explained, their voice steady. “I believe in more than two options.”

Rob nodded in understanding. He’d never been with anyone like Mila before, but he knew he wanted to continue.

As the night wore on, the whiskey warmed his veins, and his initial discomfort faded into something else. There was a magnetism to Mila that he couldn’t ignore, a confidence that was intoxicating. He found himself leaning in closer, their knees brushing under the bar, the electricity between them undeniable.

When Mila suggested they leave, Rob hesitated only for a moment before agreeing.

The air outside was crisp, the streetlights casting a soft glow over the sidewalk. Mila led him to their apartment, a sleek, modern building just a few blocks away. The ride up in the elevator was charged with tension, their bodies standing close but not touching, the anticipation thick in the air.

Mila’s apartment was just as striking as they were—minimalist but stylish, with bold artwork and sleek furniture. Rob stood in the doorway, taking it all in, his nerves buzzing.

“Make yourself comfortable,” Mila said, their voice smooth as they shrugged off their jacket and tossed it onto the couch.

Rob followed them into the living room, his heart racing. He wasn’t sure what he was doing here, but he couldn’t deny the pull he felt toward Mila.

Mila turned to face him, their eyes dark and intense. “You’re still nervous,” they said, stepping closer.

Rob swallowed hard, his throat dry. “A little,” he admitted.

Mila reached up, their fingers brushing against his cheek. The touch was soft but deliberate, sending a shiver down his spine. “There’s no need to be,” they murmured, their voice low and smooth.

Rob’s breath hitched as Mila leaned in, their lips brushing against his in a tentative kiss. It was soft, almost teasing, and Rob felt himself melting into it. He hesitated for a moment, then kissed them back, his hands finding their waist as the kiss deepened.

Mila’s fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him closer, their moan vibrating against his lips. Rob’s body pressed against theirs, the heat between them building with every second.

They broke apart, their breaths coming in short gasps. Mila’s eyes locked onto his, their lips curving into a smirk. “Follow me,” they said, taking his hand and leading him toward the bedroom.

The room was dimly lit, the soft glow of a lamp casting shadows on the walls. Mila turned to face him, their fingers working quickly to unbutton their blouse. Rob watched, his heart pounding as the fabric slipped off their shoulders, revealing smooth, toned skin.

Mila’s hands moved to their pants, sliding them down their legs in one fluid motion. Rob’s breath caught in his throat as he took them in—their slender frame, their curves, the way their body defied easy categorization.

Mila stepped closer, their hands reaching for his shirt. “Your turn,” they said, their voice low and sultry.

Rob obeyed, his fingers fumbling with the buttons as Mila watched, their gaze dark and hungry. When the shirt fell to the floor, Mila’s hands slid over his chest, their touch sending waves of heat through him.

They kissed again, their bodies pressed together, the friction between them electric. Rob’s hands roamed over Mila’s body, exploring every inch, his desire growing with every touch.

Mila’s fingers found the waistband of his pants, pulling them down with practiced ease. Rob’s cock sprang free, hard and throbbing, and Mila’s lips curved into a wicked smile.

They dropped to their knees, their hands wrapping around his shaft, their tongue flicking over the tip. Rob groaned, his fingers tangling in Mila’s hair as they took him deeper into their mouth.

“Fuck…” Rob breathed, his hips bucking as Mila’s mouth worked magic on him.

Mila’s hands gripped his thighs, holding him steady as they took him all the way, their throat relaxing around him. Rob’s head fell back, a low moan escaping his lips.

“Stop,” he gasped, pulling Mila to their feet. “I want to be inside you.”

Mila smirked, their eyes sparkling with mischief. “Follow me,” they said, leading him to the bed.

They lay down, their body sprawled out in front of him, their cock hard and inviting. Rob’s gaze flickered between it and their breasts, his mind racing with desire.

Mila reached into the nightstand, pulling out a small bottle of lube. They handed it to Rob, their voice soft but commanding. “Do it.”

Rob’s hands trembled as he coated his cock with lube, the anticipation building inside him. He positioned himself between Mila’s legs, their eyes locked on his.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice low and rough.

“Do it,” Mila replied, their voice a moan of anticipation.

Rob pressed the tip of his cock against their entrance, slowly pushing inside. Mila’s breath hitched, their nails digging into his shoulders as they took him deeper.

“Fuck,” Rob groaned, his hips thrusting forward, his cock sliding into them with a slick, wet sound.

Mila’s moans filled the room, their body arching against his as he fucked them harder, faster. Rob’s rhythm faltered as the pleasure built, his cock throbbing with every thrust.

“Cum with me,” Mila gasped, their voice trembling with need.

Rob’s hips stuttered, his release building as Mila’s tight heat clenched around him. With a guttural groan, he came, his cock pulsing as he filled them.

“That was amazing,” Mila whispered, their eyes locking onto his.

As Rob caught his breath, he couldn’t believe what he’d just done. He’d never expected to meet anyone tonight, but it seemed like he’d found someone special.

Rob put his arm around Mila. “I’d like to see you again,” he whispered, his voice hopeful.

“I’d like that,” Mila agreed.

15 - UNEXPECTED DESIRES AT THE FRAT PARTY

MF / Transgender F / College / Romantic / Kissing / Blowjob / Fingering / Anal

The bass from the party downstairs was a dull, rhythmic throb through the floorboards. In the quiet, book-lined study, the only other sounds were Harry’s quickened breath and the frantic hammering of his own heart. Jenna’s lips were still on his, soft and insistent, and the last shred of his hesitation dissolved in the heat of her mouth.

She pulled back, her eyes searching his in the dim lamplight. “You’re sure?” Her voice was a whisper, laced with a vulnerability that cracked something open in his chest.

“I’ve never been more sure of anything,” Harry breathed, and he meant it. The intellectual confusion, the societal noise—it all faded to a distant hum. He didn’t care that she was trans. Here, now, there was just her: the faint scent of her perfume, the determined set of her jaw, the electric charge where her hands gripped the front of his shirt.

A slow, radiant smile broke across Jenna’s face. It transformed her, making her eyes sparkle. “Good,” she said, and the word was both permission and a promise.

She didn’t wait. Her fingers, nimble and sure, found the button of his jeans, then the zipper. The metal teeth gave way with a loud, definitive hiss that seemed to echo in the quiet room. He gasped as cool air hit his heated skin, followed immediately by the warm pressure of her hand sliding into his boxers, wrapping around his rigid length.

“Fuck, Jenna,” he choked out, his head falling back against a bookshelf.

“Shhh,” she murmured, lowering herself to her knees on the plush rug. “Just feel.”

And then her mouth was on him. Hot, wet, perfect. There was nothing practiced or polished about it; it was hungry, sloppy, and utterly devastating. Her tongue swirled around the head, lapping at the bead of moisture already gathered there before she took him deep, her cheeks hollowing. A low, guttural moan ripped from Harry’s throat. His hands flew to her hair, tangling in the soft, dark waves, not to guide her, but to anchor himself as the world tilted.

He looked down, the sight itself a brutal kind of pleasure. Her lips, glossy and stretched around him. Her eyes, heavy-lidded and watching his reaction. The obscene, wet sounds filled the small space, mingling with his ragged pants. She pulled off with a soft pop, grinning up at him. “You taste good,” she said, her voice husky, before diving back down, taking him to the back of her throat until he saw stars.

It was too much, too fast. He was teetering on an edge he wasn’t ready to fall from. “Jenna… wait, I want… I need to see you,” he managed to gasp.

She released him slowly, a trail of saliva connecting her lips to his tip for a breathtaking second before it broke. She stood, her own breath coming quick. Without a word, she reached for the hem of her silky top and pulled it over her head. The lamplight caressed the smooth, pale planes of her stomach, the gentle swell of her breasts restrained by a simple lace bra. Harry’s mouth went dry.

His hands reached for her, trembling slightly as he unsnapped her jeans, pushing them and her panties down her hips. She stepped out of the pooled fabric, completely exposed. She was… breathtaking. Every inch of her was softly feminine, her skin like cream. And there, between her slender thighs, was her cock, erect and full, a vivid testament to her truth.

“You’re beautiful,” Harry whispered, the words utterly inadequate. He dropped to his own knees before her, mirroring her position from moments before. He heard her sharp intake of breath as he leaned in, nuzzling the soft skin of her inner thigh before placing a tender kiss at the base of her shaft.

He took his time, exploring her with his tongue, learning her shape and taste—salty, clean, uniquely her. When he finally took the head into his mouth, she cried out, her hands clutching at his shoulders. He worked her slowly, building a rhythm, reveling in the way her hips began to make tiny, involuntary thrusts. He let one hand drift lower, his fingers tracing the sensitive patch of skin behind her balls.

He pressed gently.

Jenna’s whole body arched. “Oh, god… right there, Harry, please…”

Encouraged, he kept the pressure steady, circling with his fingertip as he sucked her deeper. Her moans became a continuous, pleading melody. He could feel the tension coiling tightly within her, the tremors in her thighs. Her hands fisted in his hair, not pushing, just holding on.

“I’m gonna… I can’t…” she sobbed, her climax tearing through her. He tasted her release, sharp and bittersweet, and drank it down as she shuddered against him, her cries muffled by her own arm thrown over her mouth.

She sagged against the bookshelf, spent and panting. Harry rose, kissing his way up her quivering stomach, her sternum, the hollow of her throat, until he found her lips again. She tasted of sweat, salt and fulfillment.

“My turn,” she breathed against his mouth, her eyes dark with renewed desire.

She turned, bracing her hands on the heavy oak desk, pushing a leather-bound tome out of the way. The invitation was clear. Her back was a graceful curve, her ass offered up to him.

Harry fumbled for his wallet, his fingers clumsy with need. He sheathed himself and stepped close, the head of his cock nudging against her entrance. He looked at her, at the elegant line of her spine, the way her hair spilled over her shoulders.

“Jenna,” he said, needing the confirmation.

She glanced back over her shoulder, her expression one of pure, wanton need. “Yes. Please, Harry. Now.”

He pushed inside.

Heat. Incredible, tight, welcoming heat. He sank into her slowly, inch by exquisite inch, until he was fully sheathed, his hips pressed against the softness of her ass. A groan was torn from both of them. He stayed there for a heartbeat, drowning in the sensation, then he withdrew almost completely before driving back in.

He set a punishing pace, each thrust a jolt of pure pleasure that traveled straight up his spine. The desk rocked with their rhythm, the legs scraping against the floor in time with their ragged breaths and the slick, wet sounds of their joining. Jenna pushed back against him, meeting every drive, her cries growing louder, more desperate.

“Harder… yes, just like that… don’t stop!”

Her words ignited him. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, and fucked her with everything he had. The coil in his own gut tightened, unbearably so. Pleasure built, a cresting wave that blotted out all thought, all sound except her keening wails and the frantic beat of his own blood.

With a final, deep thrust, he came, his release pouring into her in hot, pulsing waves. His vision whited out. He collapsed over her back, his body shuddering with the aftershocks, his face buried in the sweet scent of her hair.

For long minutes, they stayed like that, joined and breathless, as the party’s muffled roar continued, oblivious, below them.

Eventually, he softened and slipped out. They straightened up, turning to face each other in the messy, intimate space. He disposed of the condom, then pulled her into his arms, just holding her. She nestled against his chest, her fingers tracing idle patterns on his skin.

The words came out before he could second-guess them. “This doesn’t have to be just a party thing,” he murmured into her hair. “I’d really like to take you out. Like, on a date.”

She leaned back, her smile brighter than the lamp on the desk. She kissed him, soft and deep. “I’d like that,” she whispered. “A real date.”
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