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Story One

Emo Futas and their Angst

Maya Escorts a Businesswoman


“I need you to pretend to be my girlfriend, preferably for the past seven months. That’s how long I’ve been at the company and how long I’ve been pretending to be a lesbian. How much is that going to cost me for three hours?” Danielle asked.

Potential clients always had some kind of story that I actually enjoyed hearing. Something pathetic about how they needed someone to pretend to care about them. I knew that what I was doing wasn’t exactly glamorous work, but it was so much better than working fast food, “Two-fifty. One hundred up front. If you want me to kiss you in front of them, we’ll call it even, but I’m definitely going to squeeze your ass.”

“Are all escorts like this?” she asked.

“Like what?” I scoffed. “You’re the one that’s faking a relationship. I’m just making sure I have a good time, office Christmas parties absolutely suck.”

Danielle laughed, “You’ve got a fair point there, Maya. Look, you’ve got a deal but if you start springing random fees on me, I’m going to be pissed.”

“I’m not about that life. I just want to get paid, that means I need to do a good job. Especially if you might need me next year or at the next party,” I said.

“I’ll think about it, depends on how good of a job you do. Please, please, please don’t forget that you’re twenty-three and your mom has been having health issues which is why you couldn’t come around more often,” she said.

I chuckled and spoke softly, “So let me get this straight, you want me to be standoffish with a tragic story? Sounds like you’re just asking me to act normal.”

“I figured the black and pink hair was a good sign,” she said with a giggle. “I’ll send you the hundred and an email that has all you need to know about me for the party. And please, wear a skirt and blouse.”

I groaned, “Oh come on. I can’t wear skinny jeans?”

“Skirt or no deal.”

“Fine,” I mumbled.

She hung up the phone and I smiled as I looked up at the ceiling of my one bedroom apartment. It wasn’t much, but working as an escort for a few nights of the month usually kept the bills paid. When it didn’t, well, I took house calls. That wasn’t nearly as pleasant as just pretending to be someone’s love interest.

The day after, she knocked on my door around six in the afternoon. I opened it and couldn’t deny that she was one of the most beautiful women I’d met.

Her light brown hair was draped over her right shoulder and came down just past her perky breasts. She had on a beautiful dark blue cocktail dress. Each of her wrists had a gold bracelet on it and if unless she was wearing fake earrings, those diamonds in her ears had to cost more than my damn rent. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. If I’d known how beautiful she was, I might have knocked a few bucks off the price.

She smiled warmly at me, “You look nice.”

“Don’t give me that,” I glanced down at my black skater shoes, the black miniskirt, and the black blouse I had on. The only thing that wasn’t black were my white stockings that stopped at my mid-thigh. Well, my lingerie was tan, but that was my little secret. As dark as I presented, I did enjoy a little variety in my underwear. Not like I’d let anyone see them anyway.

“No really, I think you’re a very cute woman,” Danielle said and offered me her hand.

I cocked my head to the side and took her hand, “I don’t know if you’re fucking with me right now or not, but let’s be real. My job is pretty much based around me being attractive. I’m here to make you look even better as a person.”

She sighed and gave my hand a gentle squeeze, “Please don’t be so hard on yourself.”

Danielle was starting to get a little emotional on me, that wasn’t going to fly. “Let’s just get to the party,” I muttered.

Her hand stayed intertwined with mine as she walked with me to her rather exotic sports car. Not what I would have guessed she would drive, but then again, she did say she wasn’t too worried about the cost. Hell, if I’d have known she was rolling in this kind of money, I would have charged her so much more.

Once we were in the car, she reached for my hand again. I pulled away for a moment, “What’s the deal here?”

“Maya, please don’t make me be a bit of a bitch. I’m paying you to be my girlfriend for the night, let me hold your damn hand,” she quipped.

I smiled. Maybe she wasn’t just some rich bimbo. I slid my hand into hers and let my thumb graze over her smooth skin. Typically, I wasn’t fond of touching people or being touched, but I hoped that she would kiss me at this rate. Something about getting to squeeze her ass in return felt even more exciting now.

“So why did you pick me?” I asked.

“Huh?”

I rolled my eyes, now she was going to play dumb? “As an escort. There are plenty of women who could pull off a much more refined look. Why me?”

She smiled and squeezed my hand tightly, “I’ve got a thing for the emo and goth types. If I’m going to pay someone to pretend to be my girlfriend, I might as well get to enjoy looking at them.”

At least she was being honest. Even if she probably didn’t know a damn thing about me aside from my hairstyle. Then again, I guess my presentation went a long way towards giving people a glimpse of who I was. That was kind of the point.

When we arrived at the hotel that the event was being held at, she called out, “Stay put, I’m going to let you out of the car. Remember, we’ve been dating seven months, your mom is sick, and you’re the girl in the relationship.”

I let out a chuckle at the last part. So, she didn’t even have a clue that I was born a guy. Works for me, not like she needed to know what was hiding in my panties anyway. Then again, with this skirt, I don’t know how well I’ll be able to hide any damn thing.

She opened the door for me and helped me out. As we walked away, she locked the car with her key fob and slid her hand around my waist, “Be kind of polite, but I won’t correct you if you’re a little snippy with them. I’ve told them that my partner has a bit of a mean streak, but they wouldn’t stop insisting that you finally come.”

“Whatever you want, baby,” I said sweetly. It wouldn’t be the first time I’d faked a night out with someone. Probably wouldn’t be the last.

Once inside the large room, Danielle started introducing me to so many people. Most of them looked like they were upstanding people, though I could tell a few of them were weasels. Probably slackers around the company that only made their living by preying on other people’s success.

She stopped in front of one man in particular and her fingers dug into my hip to let me know to pay attention.

The man smiled at us and extended a hand my way. I lifted it and gently shook it, not daring to apply an ounce of pressure. “Pleasure to meet you. We’ve heard a little about you, but I never expected Danielle to actually drag you to one of these events. Then again, she knows how to get her way, doesn’t she?”

I giggled and nodded my head, “That she does, sir. Maya, by the way.”

“Timothy, your partner’s boss. So, how did you two meet?” he asked.

I glanced at Danielle who seemed to freeze for a moment. Immediately, I piped up, “Well, I don’t like going into it. I was down on my luck and struggling to make ends meet. She wanted someone to help her around the house and I responded to her ad online. It’s a little silly looking back on it, but it was love at first sight.”

“B-Baby, you could have just said that we met at a bar!” Danielle exclaimed.

“Like I would believe that, Danielle. I know you’re not the drinking type. Speaking of, it’s about time for the band to start playing, excuse me while I head over to the bar to visit with our guests,” he said.

Timothy walked away and Danielle let out a deep sigh, “Holy shit, I didn’t even think of a meetup story. Thanks for saving my ass, Maya.”

“You’re welcome, I wouldn’t want anything to happen to it, after all,” I said and chuckled.

She slid her hand to my skirt and gave my butt a gentle slap before quickly putting her hand back around my waist. “What’s with you and your obsession with my ass? Is that just your cup of tea?”

“Something like that, if you really want to know, I’ll tell you. But you might want to wait until we’re in the car again,” I said.

Just as I finished my sentence, a woman approached Danielle, “Oh my gosh, is this her?”

“The one and only, Crystal,” Danielle said excitedly.

Crystal bowled Danielle over and wrapped her arms around me, “I’m so happy I finally met you. You’re so strong for taking care of your mom, I can’t believe that your dad just walked out on you two when you needed her most. If you ever need anything, don’t you hesitate to reach out to me!”

I weakly wrapped my arms around her again and whispered in a pathetic tone, “C-Can we not talk about him right n-now? D-Danielle wanted me to stay s-strong for her tonight.”

“Oh my gosh, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to overstep, I just wanted to tell you how amazing I thought you were. I’m so happy Danielle has someone like you in her life, heaven knows she needs you,” Crystal said.

Danielle put her hands on top of my shoulders and spoke softly, “I don’t know what I’d do without her. But try not to overwhelm her, she’s not that great around people, Crystal.”

Crystal pulled away from me and nodded, “Well, I’m looking forward to seeing you two dance together. Gosh, I wish I could find a man that made me as happy as she makes you, Danielle!”

The excitable blonde walked away and I turned around to face Danielle, “Really? You’ve built this entire fantasy up in your head?”

“Look, people ask for a lot of dates and I felt it was easier if people just thought I was a lesbian. I didn’t realize how accepting they would be. One little lie turned into an entire story,” she grumbled.

I smiled at her and shook my head, “You’re ridiculous, but I can dig it. When we dance, don’t kill me if I step on your shoes. I don’t really do this kind of escorting all that often.”

“Oh, so you’re…”

“No, no, god no, I don’t sell my body unless I absolutely have to. And don’t take the moral high ground here, I’m a high-school dropout that only really ass shaking as a skill on my resume. I’m just trying to get by,” I said.

She frowned and put her arms around my lower back and pulled me into a hug. “I hate that you’re going through this, Maya.”

I hugged her back, unsure as to why she was getting so damn involved in a complete stranger. Maybe that little delusional girlfriend she had built in her mind was being projected onto me. She seemed like the kind of woman that wanted to protect someone, but I got the feeling that she never let people in. Such was the way of a woman that wanted her career to come first.

“It’s fine, Danielle.”

The band started playing its slow, rhythmic music. Danielle pulled away and spoke quietly, “Would you be willing to dance? We can sit it out if you want.”

“Wouldn’t do much to sell other people that we’re a couple if we didn’t act like one,” I said. That wasn’t the entire truth. But then again, I couldn’t just tell her that I wanted her to hold me. Fuck me, I think I started to actually buy into her fake bullshit.

She smiled at me and put her hand on my waist and used her other hand to take mine. I put my hand on her shoulder and giggled as she started slowly leading me in a slow dance. I spoke softly, “I don’t know if we’re doing this right.”

“It feels pretty right to me,” Danielle said. As we spun in slow circles, her bright blue eyes kept me captivated. Before I could get a grip on myself, felt her pull her hips slightly away from me. “That’s a little different.”

My cheeks warmed as I realized that my cock had hardened to the point of making a slight tent in my skirt. Damn panties, they were never tight enough to keep my package from being a problem!

“Sorry, I probably should have told you about that,” I mumbled.

She smiled at me and used the hand on her waist to pull me back into her. As my bulge pressed against her thigh, she spoke quietly, “It’s fine by me. I’m not quite sure where I stand on my sexuality, but I don’t have a problem with you, Maya. Just try to keep it out of sight for now, okay?”

I hadn’t felt this vulnerable in years. Most of the time, if my secret was discovered, it was because I told someone. When I escorted someone at events like this, I couldn’t even find myself remotely turned on by them. Most of my clients were desperate men that just wanted me to show up at a get together so they could pretend to have a hot girlfriend.

There was something about Danielle that intoxicated me. I couldn’t help but crave her, as stupid as it was. These kinds of feelings were dangerous.

By the time the song finally finished, my cock had softened enough to remain out of sight under my skirt. She smiled at me and gestured to the table we chose when we first arrived. I gladly took a seat with her and before too long, Timothy stepped behind the podium on the stage. The band cleared off the platform for the time being.

Timothy spouted off about how well the company was doing, made some specific thanks to people, and announced that they would be drawing the winner of a raffle. Danielle was among the names he recognized, but when he called her name after pulling a slip out of the hat, she glanced at me with a raised eyebrow.

I didn’t understand what the issue was, but as she walked up to the stage, Timothy called out, “And our lucky Ms. Bates will be taking home a brand new sixty-five inch LED TV!”

Jesus son of a taint. That had to be at least six hundred bucks. For a fucking office raffle? How much were the god damn tickets, fifty?

Danielle clapped with the rest of the crowd before approaching the microphone and calling out sweetly, “I hope I can get some help getting that thing in my car. Let’s just hope it fits!”

“We’ll get you set up and if worst comes to worst, we’ll have it delivered to your house instead,” Timothy said.

She scuttled back to our table and leaned across the table, “That’s fucking insane.”

“Yeah, no one ever wins those things,” I mumbled.

“No, I didn’t buy any tickets. So either someone bought some for me or they’re lying about what name got drawn,” she whispered.

I shrugged my shoulders, “You deserve it.”

She smiled and took my hand again, “You don’t know me.”

I sighed and mumbled under my breath, “I wished I did.”

The party finally came to an end and a few gentlemen helped get the TV in Danielle’s car. She opened the door for me and I got in. I didn’t want tonight to be over, but it had to be.

As we drove back, we neither of us spoke a word. The tension was thick as could be, and all I wanted was for her to say anything to make this feel like it wasn’t real. I didn’t want to have these kinds of feelings for her. She was right earlier, I didn’t know her. That didn’t stop me from wishing I did.

When she finally parked at my house, she got out of the car and opened my door. Then, she opened her trunk and called out quietly, “Help me get this inside?”

“It’s yours?” I said as much as asked.

She smiled and shrugged her shoulders, “Help me get it inside, Maya. I’m not going to ask a third time.”

There was a part of me that wanted to tell her, no, but just having these precious few moments with her was something I wouldn’t give up for anything. Even if it meant that I was taking her handout.

It was heavier than I imagined it would be, but then again, my arms were just weak as fuck. We got it into my barren wasteland of a living room and she leaned it against the wall across from my bean bag.

“You really don’t have much, do you?” she asked quietly.

I smiled and patted the large box the TV was in, “I’ve got a really nice TV with nothing to watch on it.”

She bit her lower lip and then turned towards the door. “I guess I should go.”

My heart plummeted in my chest. Of all the hurtful things I’d experienced in my life, this had to be the worst. If there was a God, why the fuck was he showing me this kind of life just to take it away from me?

She took one slow step away and then a second. My head drooped and I felt the warm tears coming. This wasn’t fair. I shouldn’t have even let myself pretend like there might have been something between us!

I heard her take a few steps but I was too deep in my own mind. A warm hand cupped my chin and before I knew what was happening, her lips pressed against mine. A single tear streaked down my cheek as her hands fell to my waist. I didn’t question why this was happening.

My hands gently grasped her shoulders and I pulled her weakly into me as I opened my mouth to let her tongue push into mine. She didn’t hesitate to deepen our kiss and her hands slid up my waist and then caressed my arms. Danielle tugged my forearms down and I let her continue to guide them until she pulled my hands against her ass.

I moaned into the kiss and she wrapped her arms around my shoulders and held me close as she broke the kiss, “Don’t make me leave, Maya. Please don’t make me leave.”

“I was just about to beg you not to go,” I whispered.

Her lips pressed against mine for a second and I pulled her into me. I’d experienced a lot in my life, but this was a whole new world for me. Sure, I’d kissed someone. I’d fucked someone. I’d been fucked. I’d run the gambit. But I’d never felt this kind of attachment to someone.

She broke the kiss again and then started kissing her way down my neck. When she reached my collarbone, she pulled her hands between us and started unbuttoning my blouse. There was no way in hell I was going to stop her. If she wanted to see all of me, she could.

Once my shirt was open, she reached behind me and unclasped my bra. I took my hands off her tight ass and shrugged my blouse off and let my bra fall away as well. She smiled at me and whispered, “You’re beautiful.”

I was tempted to make a smart comment, but she leaned back in and started kissing her way towards my nipple. Her lips surrounded my bud and she suckled gently on it before giving it a weak nibble. Danielle moved to the other side and mirrored that treatment. Once both of my nipples were firm, she smiled up at me and started kissing her way down my stomach.

She bent her knees and slid her fingers into my skirt and started easing it down, “Are you comfortable with this?”

“A-Anything,” I whispered.

Danielle pulled my skirt and panties down to my ankles and spoke softly, “Lay down.”

I wanted to tell her that I had a bed we could use, but that would mean waiting a few more moments to continue whatever this was.

I sat down and got on my back, not even bothering to remove my shoes or step out of my skirt and panties. Danielle pulled them off for me, then started kissing her way up my legs. She alternated giving a kiss to each one as she worked towards my crotch. When she finally reached my tender inner thighs, I expected her to keep exploring my body with those lips. But instead, she giggled and gave my long, thick cock one lick before standing up.

Danielle slid her hands under her dress and pulled down her black lace thong and tossed it away before stepping out of her heels. Without so much as a warning, she squatted down over my hips and guided the head of my cock to her entrance.

Under any other circumstance, I would have probably felt like a cheap whore for letting someone get this far with me. But this wasn’t any other circumstance. This felt real to me. Like Danielle truly wanted to make love to me. Maybe I was wrong, but I would happily explore this delusion.

As she let her pussy rub up and down my cock for a moment to get it wet with her juices, she asked quietly, “Should I stop?”

“Please don’t,” I whimpered. God, what was this woman doing to me? When did I become such a desperate thing?

Danielle slid down onto my cock a few inches and let out a long, satisfied groan. I wasn’t small by any measure, most of the time when I did have to resort to having sex with a client, they tended to back out. Danielle wasn’t easily intimidated, apparently.

When her hips finally did rest against mine, she called out, “Thank you, Maya.”

“F-For what?”

“Everything,” she said and leaned forward. She put her hands on either side of my head and kissed me once again. Her hips started lifting and falling in slow, controlled motions. As amazing as it felt, I knew she probably stretched herself a little too fast and needed to adjust to my size.

I couldn’t help but feel like she was doing this for me. Then again, she did seem like the kind of woman that was genuinely warm-hearted. Of all things that crossed my mind, one thought stood out the most. She could probably have anyone she wanted if she wanted them. But she chose to do this with me.

This wasn’t like my normal client that was desperate to have my body. Danielle was gorgeous and could probably date a fucking model if she wanted to. Instead, she chose a skinny little emo escort. I wasn’t complaining. I just didn’t feel like I deserved the attention of this angel.

She finally broke the kiss and straightened her arms. Danielle looked down at me with flushed cheeks, “Fuck, you feel so good inside me.”

I let out a whimpering moan as she rode my cock faster. Her cocktail dress pooled around her waist and I could see her toned thighs flexing and relaxing faster and faster. I didn’t want this to be over, but I wasn’t going to be able to last too long. She was impossibly tight and if I was honest with myself, this was the first time I could ever remember wanting to have sex with someone.

“I’m going to cum soon!” I cried out.

Her lips parted and she worked harder to pick up her pace. “I don’t mind, Maya. We’ve got all night,” she moaned.

I put my hands on her knees and let out a feminine cry as I felt my balls tightening, “F-Fuck!”

She didn’t pull away from me, nor did she even stop bouncing that tight, wet pussy up and down my cock. I didn’t know why she chose me, but I couldn’t help but feel like I had the world at my fingertips.

My cock throbbed within her and she finally let her hips drop against mine. Danielle moaned quietly as rope after creamy rope of my thick cum pumped into her. By the time my orgasm passed, I was breathless.

She leaned forward and rested her torso against mine. Her lips kissed their way up my neck and she whispered into my ear, “I don’t want to leave you, Maya.”

“Then don’t,” I whimpered.

“How can I keep you?”

I smiled weakly and kissed her cheek, “You already have me, if you want me.”


Story Two

Emo Futas and their Angst

Stacy and her Housemaid


“Brittany, do me a favor and come here, please,” I said into the intercom that ran through my mansion. Living this kind of life was never something I expected, but after my grandfather passed and left me his fortune, I wasn’t going to turn it down.

I tried to do the practical thing and save as much money as I could and let the interest hold me over. One of the few things I did let myself splurge on was a live-in maid. She was such a sweet woman, just about to turn twenty-eight, super kind, and even had a similar taste in music as I did.

That might have been the single most important thing I’d learned about her in the interview. Hell, if I was honest, there were quite a few other candidates that might have been more qualified as her, but being able to play my music through the sound system installed in my house was amazing. I never once had to go without listening to my heavy metal.

Not long after I called for her, she stepped into my office. Her faded blue jeans and tan long sleeve shirt wasn’t exactly maid material, but it looked nice on her still. “Yes, ma’am?” she asked.

“Could you make another jug of tea? I didn’t want to wake you up for that earlier, but I’m out and I’m really missing your sweet tea. I’ve been trying to figure out how to invest in the stock market but it’s so damn boring. Want to play a game or something?” I asked.

She nodded which caused her bright red ponytail to bounce, “Sure, Ms. Stacy. I’ll let you know when the tea is in the fridge.”

“Awesome, I’ll set up the game,” I said.

Brittany turned around and started walking away and I couldn’t help but enjoy the sight of her round ass swaying as she walked. I wasn’t going to pretend that I wasn’t a bit of a pervert, but then again, she knew that when I hired her. It was specifically in her contract that she wasn’t allowed to ask me to put on more clothes or even tell me to not be naked. It was still my fucking house, even if she was living here.

I paid her salary, she did what I asked. Easy as that.

I stood up from my desk and straightened my tiny dress. It was a curious design, but one that I really liked. The outfit itself was very similar to a one-piece bikini, but it had fabric that extended down to just above the thigh and sleeves so it looked like something of a real outfit. Granted, it was still one of the less skimpy things I wore.

Brittany didn’t seem to mind that my bulge was on display most of the time though. The worst things she’d ever said to me as an employee was probably one of my favorite lines from her. “Ms. Stacy, I feel like a cougar. If you weren’t nine years younger than me, I’d probably have asked you on a date if I saw you at a club. Then again, I doubt we’d need to leave the club to do what I wanted.”

The only reason I even considered that bad was because she said that as if she were old or something. Hell, I’d probably fuck her if she asked, but I didn’t want to make our arrangement too damn awkward. Brittany was my friend now. We started as nothing more than a boss and her employee, but since then, we spent a lot of time together. It wasn’t like I had her working her hands to the bone!

Sure, she was scheduled for two hours every morning, but after that, I kind of gave her run of the house as long as she did what I asked when I asked her to do it. Brittany told me it was the best job she’d ever had.

I went to the game room and set up the first-person shooter that I preferred and she joined me after about ten minutes. “Sorry, I ended up getting distracted by the mess you made in the fridge. You could have warned me about that.”

“Pfft, I don’t have to warn you. You know I’m pretty clumsy when I just wake up.”

“It would have been nice to know the shelves would be sticky and I’d have to throw out the leftovers from last night,” she said.

I smiled at her and laid down on my stomach. The soft carpet beneath us felt amazing to rest on, but as I looked up at her, I caught her eyes a little lower than they should have been. I didn’t really mind her checking me out, but it was something to note.

“Which controller is mine?” she asked as she sat down beside me.

I handed her one, “Just set up a few classes if you want to. You’ve played before, you know the drill.”

“I’m still annoyed about the tea,” she mumbled.

“I still pay your check. If I didn’t give you something to do, you’d go insane living here,” I said jokingly.

She sighed and spoke quietly, “It is pretty lonely, honestly. Then again, it’s not like I do anything when I go out. It’s just boring and the same shit over and over. People want to get in my panties and I want them to leave me the hell alone. I don’t have time for people that just want a quick hookup.”

When Brittany finished with her classes, I zipped through the menus and started the game. “I don’t know what to tell you. I can’t really invite my family to come live with me. After I got the inheritance, everything went to shit. Then again, everyone just wants money to begin with.”

She tensed up.

“Well, you’re working to live here. You don’t even do a bad job, even if I have noticed some of my underwear are going missing,” I said.

A deep breath escaped her, “I accidentally put some of yours in my drawer. I promise, I didn’t wear them, but I wasn’t paying much attention and we’re the same size. Ms. Stacy, I didn’t mean to and I swear, I didn’t do anything to them.”

“Just bring them back. I’m missing my white and green rocket ship panties. They are my favorite,” I said with no shame. You’re never too old for science.

She chuckled, “I have a pair of white and green ones with candy canes. Not my favorite, but I hope you understand the mix-up.”

“Absolutely. But I miss them,” I grumbled.

After about thirty minutes of destroying her and her team of bots, I got bored of the game. “We need to do something. Seriously, anything. Do you want to skydive?”

“Fuck no! I’m terrified of heights.”

“Ice skate?”

“I’d break my ankles.”

“Get in the pool?”

“You’d burn in three seconds,” she said.

I chuckled and shrugged, “I’d finally have a reason to see you in a bikini.”

“I don’t own a bikini.”

“Then why not just slip out of those clothes and pretend your bra and panties are the same thing?” I asked.

She paused the controller and spoke softly, “Is that an order?”

I pushed myself off the floor and sat down so I could look her in the eyes, “God, no. Brittany, I’m not going to pretend you’re not my cup of tea, but you’re still a woman. I’m not forcing myself on you and I’m not going to have you do something because I pay you.”

Brittany smiled weakly and slid her hands to her waist. She pulled her shirt off and tossed it aside. The plain black bra held her breasts nice and high. That cleavage was tempting me, very much so…

She leaned back and lifted her hips. As she moved to unbutton the jeans, she mumbled, “If you tell anyone about this, I’ll quit.”

“You know, just because you work for me doesn’t mean I haven’t come to really care about you. It’s been a year now, Brittany. I’d like to think that we’re friends.”

The button popped loose and she giggled, “I wouldn’t show you my damn candy cane panties if we weren’t.”

“I wasn’t aware that friends got half naked for one another,” I teased.

As she slid her pants down her legs, she sat back down and pulled them the rest of the way off. She tossed them aside and looked away from me. Her blushing cheeks made me smirk and I couldn’t help myself. I slid my hand around her waist and pulled her close to me.

“I could join you if you want. But if I take this dress off, you’re not going to see a bra or panties,” I teased.

“Trust me, I know. As wrong as this might be, I’ve had my eye on you for a while. Including that bit in the front,” she said.

I shrugged my shoulders and started working my way out of my dress. It took me a moment, but once I got out of it, I had Brittany’s full attention. My perky breasts weren’t even comparable to hers, but they still felt nice to play with. That was good enough for me.

She didn’t seem too concerned with my chest though. Brittany’s eyes were glued to my crotch. “Holy shit. It’s bigger than I thought it was.”

“You know, I get that a lot. Usually from myself, because damn. Just look at that thing,” I said playfully.

Brittany weakly punched my shoulder and mumbled, “So full of yourself.”

“I’m not, but you could be full of me,” I teased.

“Now you’re just being cruel,” she groaned.

I smiled at her, “You think I’m not down to mess around? Brittany, you’ve worn your fucking leggings as pants and worked around the house. Do you have any idea how hard it is to try and not stare at your ass when the only thing covering it molds to your body?”

Brittany chuckled and shrugged her shoulders, “Maybe I wanted you to look. I’m not going to pretend it isn’t exciting to have a super rich woman interested in me. Don’t take it the wrong way, but if you fucked me, I doubt you’d want to replace me.”

“Sounds like I’m missing out by not at least giving you a chance,” I said.

She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, “You just might be. But I do want to know if you’re going to start treating me different after this.”

“What do you mean?”

“Are you going to be trying to fuck me all the time? Giving me random shit? Making me feel like I owe you some pussy when you’re feeling down?”

I glared at her and she recoiled as if I were about to slap her. “Brittany, we live alone and have nothing to do that we haven’t already done. If we both enjoy this, we can keep doing so as long as it’s mutual. I’m not going to do anything you don’t agree to. At least, not in this sense.”

Brittany smiled and finished taking her bra off. Her fingers hooked into her panties and she slowly worked them down her legs, “As long as this is mutual…”

Her voice trailed off as she pulled her panties over her feet and tossed them at me. “See, they look pretty close to yours. It was an accident.”

I couldn’t bring myself to care about the panties at the moment. Her smooth pussy was all I could even think about at the moment. It was wrong of me, I knew that. Even after being sex-starved for nearly a year, I shouldn’t have been so focused on her divide.

“They’re pretty similar, but are you sure we should do this? Let’s be real, Brittany. If we do, we can’t take it back,” I said.

She smiled at me and rolled onto her back and spread her legs wide, “I’ve been dying to know how you fuck, Stacy. I just don’t want to lose my job if I can’t meet your standards.”

I rolled my eyes and got on my knees so I could move between her legs. Once there, I could smell her peachy scent and I let out a quiet groan as I leaned over her. As my black hair fell down and blocked the light out, the only feature I could clearly make out was her soft blue eyes.

“You don’t have to worry about meeting my standards, Brittany. I’m not hard to please, but I don’t like having sex with random people. You’ve had every chance in the world to fuck me over if you wanted to. But you haven’t,” I said. “You’ve done everything that I’ve asked and you’ve been my friend. That’s all I could ever ask of you.”

“Then I can do that. Easily. You’re not hard to get along with, Stacy. Even if you are a loaded brat,” she teased.

I smiled and leaned down to press my lips against hers. The sweet taste of strawberries adorned her lips and I let my tongue explore for a moment before pulling away.

My hand slipped between us and I grasped my cock before running it down her folds until I reached her entrance, “Are you sure about this?”

“Promise to kiss me after?” she asked.

“Of course,” I said.

“W-Wait!”

“What’s wrong?”

She broke into a silly grin, “And you’ll tell me when you spill tea in the fridge?”

I let out a deep groan and pushed my cock’s head into her. The tight lips were a welcome relief for my hand. It knew that it wouldn’t be called upon to satisfy my needs, at least, not today.

“F-Fuck that’s big,” she moaned.

Instead of forcing more of my length inside her, I rocked my hips slowly to give her time to adjust while still stimulating her. “I know, but you’re going to get used to it if you keep practicing,” I purred.

“Is that the pickup line you use for all the women?” she asked.

A quiet chuckle escaped my lips. Brittany always knew how to mess with me. “Now you know why I’m single.”

She wrapped her legs around my lower back and let out a quiet groan as she put her hands behind her head, “I think it’s about time you take care of me. I’ve been waiting on you hand and foot, so why don’t we see how well you do?”

“I’m listening,” I said. While I wasn’t quite sure if this was going to be behavior I could expect out of her, letting her have her way once or twice wouldn’t hurt anything.

“I want you to fuck me hard and fast. I’m not looking for you to make love to me, Stacy. I need to feel used,” she said.

My eyebrow arched. Of all things I could imagine her asking for, being fucked brutally wasn’t something I expected to hear.

“If that’s what you want, I want you on your hands and knees. You’ve got such a nice ass, it would be a shame to ignore it, baby.”

She groaned as I pulled out of her. Brittany rolled over and got into position and I immediately got on my knees behind her. I lifted my right leg up and put my foot on the outside of her right leg. She let out a deep breath as I guided my crown to her entrance again. As soon as it slipped inside her, I took her by the hips and spoke softly, “If I hurt you, tell me.”

With that, I pushed my cock inside her until I felt my hips press against her ass. She didn’t say anything, but the long, low moan that came from her told me enough. Someone liked them big!

After giving her a moment to adjust to my size, I started thrusting into her with slow, deep strokes. I let myself slide halfway from her body before pumping back into her, ensuring that she never once felt empty.

I shouldn’t have let her get this far with me. For all I knew, she was just playing the long con so she could get money from me. But if that was the case, she was more dedicated than anyone in my family had been. They didn’t even pretend to care about me. They just wanted me to give them cash so they could fuck off again until they were broke. I wasn’t going to play that game with them.

Brittany’s soft cry as I started thrusting harder into her brought me to reality. I didn’t even realize that I’d been hammering into her. As I slowed my hips again, she growled, “Don’t fucking stop!”

I’d intended to work her into a hard session, but she knew what she wanted and I accidentally gave it to her too soon. That was fine. I could use with a little bit of a hate fuck, even if she wasn’t the reason I was angry. I let my fingers dig into her hips and I slammed into her as brutally as I could without hurting myself.

Even with the slight restraint, my heavy balls crashing into her didn’t feel too pleasant. But it wouldn’t have felt all that great to her either and that, somehow, made me feel like it was worth it. I wasn’t someone’s toy to be used! If someone wanted something from me, they could fucking earn it!

My cock pounded into Brittany and her screams got louder as she backed herself into my every thrust. This was a woman that deserved something from me. It wasn’t my money, but I’d be damned if I wouldn’t share that with her. Brittany had been here for me since the start and never once asked for charity. She worked for what she wanted.

I let a deep growl rip from my throat as I pushed her onto her stomach. My cock slipped free and she let out a desperate gasp before trying to get back onto her knees.

“Stay down!” I barked. She got back onto her stomach and I spread her legs wide. Her hips angled slightly from the position she was in and I got in position on top of her. I guided my cock to her entrance and slammed into her with a single stroke.

Brittany let out a deep groan and then mumbled, “J-Just like that, baby.”

I didn’t bother responding to her. Right now, she was just an outlet for my pent up anger. I hated that no one wanted anything to do with me until I got rich. It didn’t matter how much I did for them before. Now it was all about the money.

My shaft rammed into Brittany’s tight pussy over and over. Even through the anger, I couldn’t deny that I cared about her. I’d been trying to play it off as friendship for so long that I’d even fooled myself. Not everyone needed to be shut out of my emotional life.

Just the fucking leeches that wanted to use me.

Brittany’s cries got louder and she finally went somewhat quiet as her walls started spasming around my cock. Her hips writhed and her legs attempted to close as her a flood of juices sprayed onto my carpet.

The anger that boiled within me had already started to fade as I realized that the one thing I wanted had been here all along. I could feel my balls tightening as I continued to thrust into her drenched folds. But I wasn’t able to fuck her with the same intensity I had before. As great as it felt to make her scream, the anger wasn’t there anymore.

As I rolled my hips into her, I could hear her soft moans return once more and her pussy finally stopped convulsing around my shaft. “I’m close,” I groaned.

“J-Just do it,” she said between moans.

I hoped she meant that she wanted me to finish inside her. If not, this could get real fucking awkward. I slammed into her a few final times and let out soft, whimpering cries as my cock throbbed within her. Strand after thick strand of cum burst from my cock and I let out a pathetic gasp as I finished unloading into her.

There was a moment where I felt like she might murder me for not wearing a condom. I knew I could take care of a child if we had one, I had the money and the time. More than my own parents could ever say they had for me. Besides, I couldn't pretend like I didn't want one more reason to be around Brittany.

After a few awkward moments, she spoke softly, “You sound adorable when you cum.”

I could feel my cheeks warming as I slowly pulled out of her, “S-Shut up.”

“I was being serious, Ms. Stacy,” she said.

“Don’t call me that anymore.”

She slowly rolled onto her back and looked at me, her brow furrowed, “T-That was something you requested. Did I do something wrong?”

I used my hand to wipe my face, as if that would get rid of my blush, “No.”

“So then why?” she asked.

“I liked it when you just called me Stacy,” I mumbled.

She smiled and patted her lap, “Oh, come here, you.”

I shuffled towards her and she pulled my head down into her lap. The peachy scent that existed before got far more intense as I neared her crotch. She didn’t pull me into her pussy, though, she drew her legs closed and put my head on her thighs and started stroking her fingers through my hair.

“W-What’s this about,” I mumbled.

“I still want my kiss, but I think you could use a little love right now, baby.”

I let out a quiet sigh and put my hand on her thigh and gently rubbed it. “I don’t want to lose you.”

“You won’t. Just listen to me when I ask you to do something simple. Like tell me if you spilled some damn tea,” she purred.

Brittany was teasing me, I knew she was. At one point, that might have angered me, but I knew it was coming from a place of love. I could see that now. If only I could have seen it before. Maybe I wouldn’t have been so hard on myself before.


Story Three

Emo Futas and their Angst

Angel is a Cheating Bride


I smiled as I brushed Summer’s blonde hair over her ear, “I’m getting married. It’s not the end of the world. You’ve been my best friend since we were knee-high to a grasshopper!”

“Angel, you’re going to be moving away. That’s not fair and you can’t expect me to appreciate it,” she huffed.

A grin crossed my lips, “Oh come on, I’m literally going to be moving ten minutes away. Ivan’s house is right across from the gas station we used to go to all the time. It’s not like you don’t know how to find me. Besides, I’m sure you’re going to be practically living with us.”

“If he doesn’t throw a fit about it. Angel, he’s going to be your husband now. I get that he’s a sweetheart, but you don’t honestly expect him to treat me the same way you do. Do you?”

I shrugged my shoulders, “Ivan is wrapped around my finger. You know that I can make him squirm with a glance. Besides, if I threaten not to dick him down, you know that he’s going to shrivel up and beg for me to forgive him.”

Her cheeks flushed and I couldn’t help but laugh. “S-Shut up, you said you’d stop mentioning your thing once you got married.”

“I’m not married yet, the ceremony isn’t for another hour,” I said.

“How can you be so calm right now? I think I’d piss myself if I was in your shoes. His dad owns three car dealerships. You’re about to be swimming in cash,” she said.

I sighed. As much as I loved Summer, she did have a mind for what people could do for her. Granted, there was a reason she didn’t come to me with requests for anything aside from friendship. She came from a very poor background and I could understand why money would matter to her. I didn’t grow up loaded, but I never really had to wonder where my next meal would come from either.

“It’s not about the money, Summer. I really do love Ivan. He’s a little brat at times, but he’s my little brat. You know, I think that you’d find someone a lot easier if you didn’t require that they practically have six figures for income. Down here, that’s fucking insane money,” I said.

“But I don’t want to marry someone that I’m going to have to struggle with,” she mumbled.

I put my hands on her shoulders, “Look, you either have to accept that you’re going to be happy with compromise or live the rest of your life single.”

Her green eyes tore away from mine and she stared at a wall, “Then I guess I’ll just be the crazy cat lady.”

“Or you could try to find a better paying job and bring in the kind of income you want to make?”

“That sounds like too much work,” she groaned.

I glared at her and spun her around. She giggled as I pushed her shoulders forward to make her ass stick out. The dress she had on had a little too much fabric for this to be effective, but that wasn’t the point. I roughly swatted her ass a few times and scolded her, “Grow the fuck up! Girl, I’ve been working my ass off to make you happy and try and get you to the point where you’re able to be your own woman. If you want to sit around be huffy, that’s fine. I love you and want the best for you, but I’m not going to listen to you whine about wanting things that you won’t work for!”

As soon as my hand stopped spanking her, she let out a long, quiet moan. “God, I miss bending over for you,” she said softly.

My cheeks burned at the comment. I knew that I messed up, but it was the only way I knew that I could get her to listen to me. The fling we had last year was great, but that was before I met Ivan. Still, I couldn’t deny that the only time Summer seemed to ever get something through her thick head was when I literally pounded that lesson into her.

I heard a knock on the door and a voice called out, “Angel, do you need help with your makeup?”

“That would be great, Mrs. Perkins,” I hollered back.

“Oh, sweetie, you know you can call me mom now,” she said as she opened the door.

Summer sighed and mumbled, “I’ll see you after the ceremony, I guess.”

I wasn’t going to beg her to stay. Especially not after her little comment after I tried to get a genuine point across.

My soon to be mother-in-law stepped inside and we went through the process of getting my makeup and accessories perfect. Today was my big day. As bad as I felt about Summer’s situation, she was the one that put herself in it. I shouldn’t have to be responsible for her, not when we were both twenty-one and had the same chances in life.

As long as I could remember, we’d been great friends. She wasn’t exactly an optimist though, where I saw chances in everything, she only saw the faults with my plans. It was funny how drastically different our lives had been. When things went well for me, I helped her as best I could, but I couldn’t deny that I was starting to want to distance myself from her.

If this was the kind of companionship I could expect in the coming years, I wasn’t quite sure if that would be all that healthy for me. Ivan wanted to adopt a kid at some point and I wasn’t quite sure she was going to be a positive influence.

After my makeup was done, Mrs. Perkins spoke quietly, “You look so beautiful. I’m so glad my son met you, Angel. Not that I would have been disappointed, but I always expected him to end up marrying a man.”

I couldn’t help but giggle, “Well, you know my secret as well as anyone does.”

“Of course, but you’re still a woman. And you’re a very beautiful one. I don’t know what Ivan did to deserve someone so appropriately named, but I’m glad you’re happy with him. Oh, damn, I should have asked if it was okay, but I bought you two a housewarming gift.”

“You really didn’t have to!” I exclaimed.

“Well, it was mine and my husband’s gift to you both. But I don’t know how well you’re going to take this. I know you wanted to work for your family, but we felt like you two deserved every chance in the world to live a good life,” she said as she walked to the dresser and opened her purse.

She pulled out an envelope and handed it to me, “It’s a copy, the official one is put away in a safe deposit box.”

I opened it and let out a quiet yelp. It was a receipt of sale for the house. All two-hundred and fifteen thousand dollars of it. Tears welled up in my eyes and Mrs. Perkins immediately cooed, “No, no, no don’t cry. Sweetie, you’re going to ruin your makeup. I know it’s a lot, but you two deserve it.”

“B-But it’s in my name!”

“I know, I know, but we didn’t want to leave it in Ivan’s. We want you to know that you’re a part of this family now. Even if you and Ivan don’t work out, you’ve been nothing but a blessing for us. It’s the least we can do to thank you,” she said.

I let out a deep breath to try and calm myself and the bells started to chime. Mrs. Perkins smiled, “Well, you’re going to have to save those tears for later. Get on out there and show Ivan how lucky he is to have someone like you!”

There was nothing for me to say that could express my gratitude. I knew that they loved me already, Ivan had done nothing but sing my praises to them when we weren’t actively together. Then, I’d made myself something of a business partner to his father. I did all of their social media presence, and I made sure that I kept that as professional as I could.

From what Mr. Perkins said, I had been accredited with around thirty-seven percent of his customer’s referrals. They saw my posts and figured they would check out the sales. What was impressive to him was that I was bringing in customers from multiple towns, not just ours.

As to what that translated to monetarily, I couldn’t say. I did know that it was nowhere near enough to completely cover the two-story house they’d bought me. While I couldn’t imagine things not working out between myself and Ivan, it felt nice to own something this valuable. At my age, it was one hell of a boost in equity!

Even as I was walked down the aisle by my father, I couldn’t stop thinking about what this might mean looking forward. I knew that Mr. Perkins valued my work and paid me well for it, but was where did the ceiling come into play? Could I really become valuable enough to potentially take over one of his dealerships?

I didn’t let myself get too caught up in that as the ceremony started. Ivan looked pathetically out of place in his tux, but damn he was cute. I couldn’t even call him handsome, no, this was my sweet little sissy lover. His parents didn’t need to know all the details of our relationship…

We said our vows and kissed in front of the crowd, though quite a few people chuckled when I was the one that led the kiss. Anyone who knew us knew who wore the pants, but I guess they expected us to put on some kind of show for the wedding.

Afterward, we stuck around and socialized for quite a while. When Ivan and myself met up with both sets of our parents, Mrs. Perkins nodded at me. “So, I don’t mean to alarm anyone. But someone here was made a homeowner as of about an hour ago.”

My parents looked to Ivan’s parents, “You didn’t.”

“It’s hers, free and clear. No strings attached,” Mr. Perkins said.

My mom’s hand slapped over her mouth. Dad extended his hand to Mr. Perkins and shook it firmly, “You’re a good man, Chris.”

“They’re going to be the ones continuing both of our legacies. We’re responsible for making sure they don’t struggle to do that,” Mr. Perkins said.

I smiled and spoke quietly, “I don’t mean to kill the moment, but I’d really appreciate it if we could wrap up the ceremony before six. Otherwise, Ivan and our are going to end up sleeping on the floor tonight.”

“Oh, of course, I’ll make sure I get word around, sweetie. Enjoy yourselves,” Mrs. Perkins said and slipped away.

Not too long after, Summer approached us and I smiled at her, “Well, it’s official. Today is the best day of my life.”

“I’m so proud of you two!” Summer chirped.

Ivan smiled sheepishly and mumbled, “You can come over tonight, Summer. I didn’t want to say anything in front of my parents, but my stomach has been upset all day. We’re not going to be breaking in any beds.”

I chuckled, “I told you we shouldn’t have gone for Mexican food yesterday.”

“But it was so good,” he whined.

Summer smiled and pulled us both into a hug, “I’d love to. Are you two sure you wouldn’t rather have some privacy? I don’t mind, all you have to do is just tell me that you don’t want me there and I’m gone.”

“Oh, no, it’ll be fine. I was hoping you would help us move some stuff in as well,” I said.

“Babe, you really shouldn’t be so blunt with that kind of thing. Summer, if you want to help us, I could offer you some pizza?” Ivan offered.

“See, Angel, that’s how you get me to help. Ivan knows me better than you do,” she teased.

Not too long after five o’clock rolled around, I managed to slip away with Ivan and Summer. We headed to our new home and I called the movers and let them know we were home.

“I thought you wanted me to help you move?” Summer asked.

“Fuck that, I just got married. Ivan and I just wanted to make sure that if anyone was listening to us, we had a genuine excuse to bring you over. He’s not feeling that great, that much is true, but we wanted to hang out like we always do. Married or not, Summer, nothing has changed,” I explained.

She chuckled and I could practically read her mind. There was one thing that would have to change. As unfair as it was to Ivan, Summer and I still fooled around occasionally. While I didn’t let myself go all the way with her anymore, a little sixty-nine action wasn’t off the table.

After about ten minutes, the truck came and the movers started getting our house set up for us. We talked and laughed and generally had a good time. The pizza got delivered around halfway through the move and we even shared with the movers. Ivan knew one of them from his high school days.

All in all, it was a good time.

Once they finally finished, we took our little party inside and Ivan groaned, “The internet isn’t going to be set up until tomorrow.”

“That’s your fault, babe. I told you to call them earlier,” I said.

He mumbled, “Yeah, but what am I supposed to do until we get it? I can’t game, I can’t watch TV, and I can’t even play my console because it isn’t updated.”

“Babe, it might be good for you to just take a nap,” I offered.

Summer nodded, “Yeah, your tiny ass is probably about to go into a food coma anyway. I don’t know how you even fit six slices of pizza in there, but that should be some kind of record.”

He laughed and shrugged his shoulders, “If it wouldn’t make you mad, baby.”

“Of course not. Get some sleep. I’ll be downstairs with Summer,” I said.

Ivan got off the couch and headed upstairs. I didn’t mind having a little separation. Us getting married was more for our parents than a real desire of either of ours.

Summer sighed, “So it’s really over for us?”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“What do you think I mean, Angel? You’re married now. Before, we could kind of use the excuse that you weren’t sure if it would fall through or not. So I guess this is kind of just the end?”

“Summer, how low of a person do you really think I am? I wasn’t just hanging out with you because we got off together. You’re my best friend, a woman I would do anything for if it would help you,” I said.

She rolled her eyes, “That’s easy to say, Angel. You chose Ivan over me.”

“I didn’t choose him, we got together. Unless you’re forgetting, you turned me down when I asked you out,” I said calmly. I wasn’t going to be made into some kind of an asshole when in reality, the only thing I’d done ‘wrong’ was follow my heart.

“Yeah, but you were supposed to chase me a little bit, weren’t you?” she asked.

I sighed and put my arm around her shoulder, “You’re a hopeless romantic with an emphasis on the hopeless. Sweetie, things don’t work like they do in the movies. I really did want to spend my life with you at one point but when you turned me down, things got difficult. I did everything I could to try and get you to see how much I cared about you, but it just doesn’t feel like you were all that interested in doing the same in return.”

She put her head on my shoulder and stayed quiet for a moment. “I really fucked all of this up, didn’t I?”

“Being honest, a little. But that doesn’t matter now. I still love you, Summer, I can’t just turn that off. I just can’t express it how I would have wanted to once upon a time.”

Summer spoke softly, “So what now?”

“I don’t know,” I mumbled. My thumb rubbed her shoulder for a few moments before I spoke softly, “I need to get out of this dress.”

She pulled away and unzipped the back of my dress for me, “Go ahead.”

Under any other circumstance, I wouldn’t have hesitated to sit in my bra and panties with her. After the conversation we just had, I wasn’t quite sure if she would be able to handle that. In an effort to not things even more uncomfortable, I pulled the dress down and laid it across the coffee table and sat back down. The white lingerie I had on was intended for Ivan to see, but Summer ended up being the one that caught an eyeful of my transparent lace underwear.

“F-Fuck I’m going to miss seeing you like this,” she whispered.

I crossed my legs, “Summer, I don’t know how to keep doing this. I thought that you would find someone by now, you’re a beautiful woman and you’ve got a killer ass. I figured that’d kind of get you someone even if your personality scared them away.”

“You know, I’m not really this prickly. I just know that I can’t have you anymore. That stings and I don’t know if there is anyone out there that could be as perfect for me as you are,” she said.

My heart was tearing in two. I was happy with Ivan, otherwise, I wouldn’t have been with him, obviously. But I couldn’t deny that I still had feelings for Summer. If only she wasn’t so fucking bull-headed, I might have been able to have a different future.

“Damn it, stop making me feel like I made a mistake.”

She shook her head, “You didn’t. I did. I was the one that fucked up. I think I need to leave, Angel.”

I put my hand back over her shoulder and shook my head, “No, that would pretty much be the end of this. I know you wouldn’t come back on a bet if I let you leave now.”

“But it would be much more painless for you that way,” she mumbled.

“Is that what you really think, baby?” I asked.

“D-Don’t call me that,” she whispered.

It came naturally when I was holding her. There was no denying it, I still loved her. Even if I couldn’t have her without losing Ivan, “Don’t leave me right now. I need you in my life, Summer. You’ve been the one friend I could always count on. I know this is hard for you too, but don’t leave me, please.”

“Then you’re going to have to pick a side. Am I just a friend or am I still something else?” she asked.

Summer had never really been this bold with me. I mean, sure, she could occasionally put her foot down, but she rarely delivered ultimatums like this.

After a few moments of hesitation on my part, she reached down and slid her hand between my closed legs. Her fingers grazed my bulge and she spoke softly, “Stop me.”

I sat there, frozen for a moment before I let my legs part slightly, “I-I can’t.”

Summer slid her hand into my panties and grasped my cock, “Stop me, Angel.”

I bit my lip and tried to keep from bursting into tears. I couldn’t bring myself to do it. As bad as this might hurt Ivan if he found out, I couldn’t bring myself to tell my first love to stop what she was doing. There was so much on the line for me if I let her continue. My job with Mr. Perkins, my good reputation, and my new marriage.

But I couldn’t stop her. Even as she slid lower on the couch and pulled my cock from my panties. Her mouth surrounded my crown and her tongue danced around my shaft. My toes curled and dug into the carpet. Everything inside me screamed at me to not cheat on my husband. Everything but my heart. It wanted to rationalize a way for me to have Summer and Ivan both.

Years and years and years of friendship and a bond that I couldn’t have with anyone else or my husband that I’d met just a year ago?

I think that would be a hard decision for anyone. Even harder when I felt my cock sliding down Summer’s throat. This was just like old times. Then again, I couldn’t pretend that it was more than a month ago that we did this very thing. Why did a ring make so much of a difference in my mindset?

Should I really cut her out of my life just because of a ring? I slid my hand down to her back and started rubbing softly, “I’ll talk with Ivan about this in the morning. I can’t lose you, but I won’t hide this from him.”

She pulled away from my cock and spoke softly, “Then fuck me. It’s been over a year, Angel. I want you inside me. I want you to make love to me again.”

“W-What?”

“If this might be the last time we get to do anything, I want it to count. If he says we can’t do this anymore, then I want to remember this night for the rest of my life.”

I sighed and nodded, “It’s not going to make it any less wrong to just stop at a blowjob. We might as well at this point. The guest bedroom, then. If he does wake up, I wouldn’t want him to find us so easily.”

Summer meant the world to me, more than the thoughts of the other people around town. Lessing down Mr. and Mrs. Perkins wasn’t something I wanted to do, but I couldn’t let my best friend think that I didn’t truly love her. If only she would have decided that I meant the world to her before I got with Ivan. Everything would have been different.

But this was the hand I was dealt, and even though I was playing with jokers in the deck since Ivan might not be okay with this, I had to do what felt right to me.

I walked with her into the guest room and locked the door behind us. The bed didn’t even have a set of sheets on it, but that was fine. I didn’t intend to leave a mess on the bed. Just Summer.

“Are you sure, Angel?” she asked.

I shook my head, “It doesn’t feel wrong, but I know that it’s a risk. If I can’t prove how much you mean to me, Summer, then what can I do?”

“I can still walk away,” she mumbled.

I took a step closer to her and slid my hand around the back of her head and pulled her in for a kiss. It had been years since I kissed her last. All of our play up to this point had been played off as being physical, but this wasn’t something I wanted to deny anymore. If she wanted to know how I really felt about her, she wouldn’t have a shadow of doubt in her mind after tonight.

Her soft moans into the kiss started arousing my cock. She nibbled on my lip for a moment before whispering, “I need you, baby.”

No words would suffice at this point. Only actions. I unzipped her dress and helped her out of it. Taking off my lingerie would have taken a few seconds that I didn’t want to spare. As she wiggled out of her panties, I pulled my cock out of mine and stroked it to ensure it was fully hard. Unless she was lying to me, I was the largest she’d ever seen had and after a year of not fucking her, I could only imagine how tight she would feel around me once again.

When she stepped out of her panties, I pushed her onto the bed. Before she could even get situated, I grabbed her ankles and sat them on my shoulder and guided my cock to her entrance. I didn’t want to whisper sweet nothings to her. I didn’t want to make her promises I couldn’t keep. All I wanted was to show her through actions how much she meant to me.

If she didn’t want to listen to my words, she would have to accept my actions. If she didn’t, then I knew that whatever we had would be forever lost and I didn’t want this spark to snuff out.

I slid into her wet folds and she let out a quiet moan. As badly as I wanted her to scream my name tonight, I knew that she would be quiet as she could be. My husband was upstairs. If we wanted to finalize things, one way or the other, we needed to see this through to completion.

My hands slid down her legs and I held onto her slim thighs as I started pumping into her. Long, hard strokes, just like I knew she loved. Once upon a time, I knew every tiny thing that drove her wild. I could only hope that she still responded to me like she used to. Like she did when I thought I had the love of my life in my arms.

Her eyes met with mine as I leaned further into her. I rutted into her as we had a silent conversation that only we could understand. The way she bit her lip, her eyes halfway shutting, and the all-too-familiar moans that I used to live for. I couldn’t pretend that having sex with her was on par with having Ivan bent over for me.

How was I supposed to pick who I loved? Was it wrong to be greedy and want both of them? Could I not share my love with two people that meant more to me than myself?

I couldn’t let myself focus too much on those thoughts right now. This might very well be the last time Summer and I shared this kind of connection. As friends… Or as lovers… This could be the end of us.

If Ivan didn’t accept my desires, I might just lose both of them.

Her ankles pressed against my shoulders and her hips lifted from the bed as she covered her mouth with her hand before letting out a long, muffled cry. Summer’s pussy spasmed around my cock and I felt her warm juices squirt onto me, soaking my panties and further lubricating my cock. That extra lube made it easy to keep slamming into her tight lips.

Summer’s body gripped my cock as I hammered into her as if trying to milk me. I hissed out a deep groan as I pounded into her. My mind wasn’t where it needed to be. Instead of worrying about the repercussions what I was about to do, I just focused on the optimistic outcome. My balls tightened up and I thrust into my best friend a few final times before holding my hips against hers.

Her eyes widened as she felt my cum pumping into her depths. “A-Angel,” she whined.

“I-I know, baby,” I said.

If she got pregnant, that would be the least of my concerns. This woman meant more to me than life itself did. I just hoped that Ivan would understand.

The following morning, Ivan woke up to me right beside him. Next to me was Summer who was still asleep as he let out his long, feminine yawn.

“Baby… I need to talk to you,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders, “The walls aren’t all that thick, Angel. I heard it all. Well, up to the part where you two went into the guest room. That was a little too far away.”

“I-I’m so sorry,” I said.

“Don’t be? Look, I knew you two were a thing before. Do you really think I was stupid enough to believe that you two wouldn’t keep playing around? I just didn’t know how much she meant to you. Otherwise, I would have just asked for her to be our surrogate. Er, well, your surrogate. I’m practically allergic to pussy.”

I let out a deep breath, but he reached between my thighs and took a tight grip on my balls, “But if you ever do something like this with anyone else, I’m cutting these off and making a necklace from them. Do you understand me?”

The pain was well-deserved, “O-Of course, baby!”

Summer groaned quietly and he mumbled, “And she’s not allowed to watch us fuck, but if you two do anything, I want to see. That’s my condition.”

“D-Done and done! Please let go,” I cried.

He smiled at me and loosened his grip before sliding his hand up to my shaft, “Now, wake her up and tell her that she can’t watch…”


Story Four

Emo Futas and their Angst

Max and a Starstruck Liar


The mosh pit had just begun to circle as the fourth song of the set started being played. As the growling vocalist started his portion of the song, chaos erupted. While no one was looking to genuinely hurt one another, there were still a few people in the pit that hit each other a little too hard.

I couldn’t help but chuckle as I sat at the table that was set up to sell the band’s merchandise. Not the most glamorous thing to do, but I was a true fan of their work. Artistic expression meant the world to me, so when they let me volunteer to run this for them, I couldn’t help but nearly piss myself from excitement.

While I wasn’t even getting a cut of the profits, that didn’t matter to me. They said I’d be able to hang out with them after the show and that was cool enough for me. The crowd continued to get wilder. Guys were starting to pick fights with one another and some of the women were flashing their breasts. I wasn’t exactly going to complain about either of those things.

The adrenaline was half the fun of being at a concert like this. Under the autumn sun, the weather wasn’t even that bad. All in all, today was a pretty nice day to be a fangirl.

I helped the occasional customer and by the time the band decided to wrap up, I was ready to have a break from the swarm of people. Plenty of the people mistook me for someone that actually worked with the band, but that didn’t bother me! Hell, if anyone thought I was even remotely worthy of being associated with the band, I’d happily take that as a compliment.

After the set started getting taken down, the bass player approached me and called out quietly, “Maxine?”

His soft, feminine voice made the hair on the back of my neck stand up. Justin was such a cute guy, but everyone knew he was gay. That wasn’t an issue, but even though I had a cock, he still wouldn’t probably give me the time of day. Being trans made that a little difficult.

“What can I help you with?” I asked.

He smiled and brushed his bright green bangs behind his ear, “Well, I was hoping that you would come with us to grab a bite to eat? After, the guys wanted to explore an abandoned warehouse. Don’t tell them this, but I did go ahead and clear it with the local authorities. They like to pretend their some rebels, but I like to make sure we don’t go to jail. Even I wouldn’t appreciate all the sex I’d get there.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at his comment, “Yeah, I’d love to go. I mean, who wouldn’t?”

“You’d be surprised at how many people just show up for the sake of showing up. It’s nice to have someone that actually appreciates us,” he said.

“I’ve been listening to your band since you started. I got hooked when you covered Down with the Sickness,” I mumbled.

He giggled and reached back to fix his ponytail, “Everyone starts somewhere. Anyway, if you wouldn’t mind, you would be riding with another fan. She’s a little on the starstruck side, but I think you can handle that, can’t you?”

I nodded, “Yeah, just point me to her.”

Justin took that literally. He pointed to a skinny redhead girl who looked so out of place at a concert like this.

“You mean the chick that looks like a librarian?” I asked.

“Yeah, that one. She’s apparently into Bret, I don’t think he’s that into her, but he’s a sweetie. Don’t tell him I told you that!” he chirped.

A smile crossed my lips, “You know, it’s nice to know that the people I’ve been following all this time have good hearts.”

He blushed and nodded, “Well, I’m going to go meet up with the guys. Riley knows where we’re going, talk to you again soon.”

I joined up with Riley and smiled warmly at her, “Isn’t this fucking exciting?”

“I mean, I think it’ll be great to do a piece on the lifestyle of a modern metal band,” she said.

“You mean, like, art?”

Riley shook her head, “I’m a blogger. Yes, that’s a real job and if you try to tell me it isn’t, we’re going to have problems.”

I lifted my hands defensively, “Easy now, I didn’t even say anything bad about it.”

“You look like the kind that would,” she quipped.

Well, she certainly didn’t have much of a party vibe to her. If the band was willing to bring her along, they had to have some kind of reasoning. I’d just have to trust that they didn’t pick the most boring woman out there to join us. Tonight was supposed to be a wild night of partying and possibly fucking.

I loved their vocalist, Mandy. She had some spunk to her, that’s for sure. Then again, from all accounts, she was actually married but kept that under wraps to keep herself more appealing to the crowd. Sex sells. As much as I hated to admit it, her ass was most of the reason I even started following this band.

Still, even if nothing happened, this seemed like the kind of group I could enjoy!

“Let’s just keep from killing one another, alright? I’m trying to enjoy my time here. It’s not every day that you get to meet your heroes,” I said.

“I don’t know if you’re being serious or not. I mean, you probably don’t even know the name of their first album,” she scoffed.

I rolled my eyes, “Thorned Fury, twenty-sixteen. Eleven tracks, twelve if you include the acoustic version of Pain and Pleasure.”

She smiled at me, “Well, at least you know your facts. I just can’t imagine someone that wasn’t able to buy a ticket being a real fan.”

One of the band members must have told her about my situation. I couldn’t afford the tickets, sure, but that didn’t stop me from coming out and supporting them how I could. Money was tight, but they played throughout our state and I’d much rather be able to help when they’d let me. Granted, this was the first time the band had agreed to let me actually help.

But at least they were able to remember my name now.

“So what? Just because I’m not rolling in cash doesn’t mean I’m not a fan,” I snarled.

Riley shrugged her shoulders, “No need to make this a pissing contest I guess. Let’s go before they start wondering if we’re going to bail on them.”

I didn’t bother responding to her. She was just here for the blog post, not like she was really going to be able to keep up with me when it came to being a real fan. Usually, I wouldn’t have been so damn irritated about someone like her. But they invited her to come to hang out with them as well. While it wasn’t all too uncommon for them to be polite, very few people could say that they’ve been able to hang out with them after the shows.

We made it to the restaurant and ordered our food. The band hadn’t arrived yet, but they were probably still having to get everything packed up. As popular as they were, they still only had a niche group of followers. The curious metal mixed with pop style they had was amazing, but not everyone thought so highly of it.

It was a little embarrassing to only be able to order a tiny meal, but Riley didn’t mention it. I guess her one stab at my financial situation was enough for her to get her point across.

Riley tapped her fingers and mumbled, “Think they’re coming?”

“I can’t imagine why they wouldn’t. So, aside from blogging, what do you do?” I asked.

“Honestly, I don’t do a whole lot. I try to find interesting bands that will accept an interview. Mostly upstarts, that’s kind of what I cover. New music equipment and new bands.”

I smiled, “Sounds like a good passion to pursue. If I had any musical capabilities, I’d love to play. I’ve tried to learn the guitar and drums, but that didn’t work out so well for me.”

“People don’t seem to understand how difficult it is to actually be able to play. Especially if you’re playing with any level of skill,” she said.

“That’s so damn true. It’s why I think people dissing Justin for being the bassist is so fucking stupid. He’s still good, he still adds to the band, and hell, it’s nice to hear him interact with fans. He’s got a heart of gold,” I said.

“And a sick sense of style,” she added.

A chuckle escaped me and she added, “What?”

I waved a hand at her, “It’s funny. Like, twenty minutes ago I was thinking about punching you. I’m kind of warming up to you now, but don’t push it.”

“Same goes for you, blondie,” she said jokingly.

Justin’s vibrant hair caught my eye and he smiled and hurried over to us, “The others are on their way. Sorry about the hold-up, they uh, wanted to celebrate a little.”

Riley piped up, “Drugs?”

“God, no! We’re clean on that front. It’s their business, not mine, so I’m not spilling those beans,” he said.

I smiled and had a pretty good idea of what he was talking about. It wasn’t exactly a secret that Titus, the lead guitarist, and Victoria, the drummer, were pretty intimate. Just goes to show what Riley knew about the band outside of what she could find online.

The other three joined us and the waitress hurried back over to take their order. Once she was gone, Mandy let out a long groan, “You guys have no idea how desperate I am for a burger right about now.”

Justin shrugged, “I went for the salad, I don’t trust burgers I don’t make.”

“Man, the only beef you take is up the ass, you don’t have to be ashamed about being a vegetarian, dude,” Titus said.

As Justin’s cheeks lit up, Victoria gave Titus a weak punch on the shoulder, “Could you at least try to be a little mindful? That’s my little brother you’re fucking with.”

“Adopted,” Titus quipped.

Mandy laughed, “You guys are all family to me. Blood only goes so far.”

Justin looked at me and pouted his lower lip out, “They’re teaming up on the little guy.”

“That they are,” Riley said.

I glanced at her and then looked back to Justin, “I’d like to think that it’s a good thing. If your friends didn’t tease you a little, how close can you really be?”

Titus laughed and nodded, “Like Max here, the bitch has a bigger dick than I do. I’m not going to pretend why I don’t understand why Justin is so scared of your tits when he’d love that cock.”

“Whoa, man, a little chill,” I mumbled.

Mandy glared at Titus, “Enough sexual shit, man, we’re here to enjoy dinner and have a good time. Besides, no clue what Riley’s going to throw on the internet about us.”

“Nothing bad, I promise. The things we went over in the formal interview will go up. After that, I’m just going to rate my experience with you guys. That’s kind of a perk for me because it shows my fans that I really do enjoy this scene,” she said.

The fact that she had to even mention that last part made me question just how into their music she really was. This seemed more like a job for her than anything else.

“Glad to hear it. Oh, shit, look out, here comes the food!” Mandy said excitedly as the waitress started putting plates on the table.

“I’ll be back in a second with the rest,” the waitress said.

Once we all got our meals, the chatter died down for the most part. Justin tapped me with his foot under the table and smiled at me, then nodded at Riley. I shrugged my shoulders. He rolled his eyes and glanced around before sliding one finger into a hole he made with the other hand. I chuckled and when people looked at me, I mumbled, “Sorry, I got reminded of something funny.”

“Oh, speaking of funny, I saw this cat picture you would have loved earlier,” Victoria said to Justin. She grabbed her phone and started searching for a photo.

The rest of the dinner passed uneventfully, but I couldn’t help but wonder what exactly Justin was getting at a minute ago. I mean, of course, he was insinuating that I fuck Riley or something along those lines, but why did he even feel the need to bring that up?

Once everyone finished eating, Mandy called for the waitress and covered the entire bill. Before I could even protest, she sent the waitress on her way, “No way in hell I’d let you pay for your dinner. You helped out at the booth, from what I heard, you made a huge difference. Wait times were never more than two minutes, that’s not bad at all.”

I shrugged my shoulders apathetically. Riley patted my knee, “No, really, that’s pretty good. I’ve been to plenty of concerts and hate when the lines take long. It really makes the band look bad. Of course, it’s not like they are running the booth personally, but sometimes fans don’t seem to understand the difference.”

Titus slammed his hand onto the table, “Okay, enough bullshitting. I want to check out that warehouse. I’ve heard that they’ve got a killer setup in there. Graffiti is supposed to look sick as hell in there and I’m hyped to see that shit.”

He got up from the table and we followed suit. I didn’t know what was supposed to be so impressive about the warehouse, but I wasn’t going to stay behind if they were actually okay with me coming along. Maybe it was out of pity, but I didn’t want to think about that being a real option.

I rode with Riley again and Justin joined us this time. She called out, “We’re turning right here?”

“Yeah, right up there. The place that looks like it’s straight out of a horror movie,” Justin said.

He was a sweetheart, truly, and while he was physically my type, I couldn’t even imagine him being under me. Riley on the other hand, I couldn’t deny that she looked pretty damn good. I just didn’t like how inferior she tried to make me feel. Maybe it was just her way of coping with new people? Who knew?

Once she pulled up to the place, she turned off the car and let out a quiet sigh, “Let’s just hope this place isn’t a shit hole.”

I got out of the car and waited for them before we walked to the entrance. Titus was already opening a side door, “Nice of you guys to show up.”

“You drive like a maniac,” Riley said.

“You drive like a granny,” Titus retorted.

Justin giggled and stood beside me, “I’m just glad no one got in a wreck.”

“You worry too much,” Victoria said as she strode past us to get inside the door Titus opened.

We followed her inside and it wasn’t much more than to be expected. There were a few barrels on the inside that looked like they were used to hold firewood or something similar. While it wasn’t elegant, it did look like a sizable crowd could gather here and throw a party.

Titus sighed, “This place is pretty lame.”

Mandy called out, “You were the one that wanted to check it out. Go get the sound bar and we’ll throw on some music and have a little fun.”

Justin chirped, “I’ll get it.”

Once he hurried out of the warehouse, Riley walked to my side and whispered, “Not exactly what I’d consider a rocker’s wet dream.”

“I’m sure you know all about wet dreams,” I teased.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” she asked.

I shrugged, “I really didn’t mean anything about it. I just felt like making a sex joke. Do they ever really need to be explained?”

She chuckled, “No, I guess they don’t.”

Justin came back in and handed Mandy the soundbar. Before long, she was playing a playlist of music that I’d heard, but it wasn’t their stuff. Made sense, even if they were damn good, it would probably be strange to listen to your own music.

Victoria called out, “Anyone want to drink with me?”

Titus and Mandy headed over to her, but I wasn’t quite sure I wanted to get drunk. Riley definitely couldn’t, she still had to drive me back to where the concert was held to drop me off at my car. Justin just didn’t seem to be the type to enjoy booze.

“Fine, party poopers,” Victoria grumbled.

“Hey, hey, I’m all about a party, but I’ve got to drive later,” I said.

Riley nodded, “Yeah, as much as I’d love to get wasted with you, I don’t think it would be taken well by my copilot here.”

Before long, the ones drinking were pretty toasted and Justin had to constantly run around and make sure they were okay. It was sweet to see him so concerned. I hated to admit that I looked up to him. Not because of anything he was doing that I didn’t agree with, but I just didn’t have anyone in my life that I could honestly feel like I could nurture.

Music was all I had to keep me company these days.

Riley nudged my side and spoke softly, “Would you be willing to do an interview with me?”

“Maybe? Why?” I asked.

“Because they’re plastered and I’m not going to really get much out of them. Not to be that girl, but they’re kind of a disappointment on the party front,” she said.

I chuckled, “I wouldn’t know, I don’t really go out all that much.”

“So what about this band makes you feel so devoted to them?” she asked.

It took me a second to think of a decent answer that wasn’t bullshit, “Honestly, it’s how genuine they seem to be as people. A lot of bands put on a front and you can never know what’s going on behind the scenes because it’s probably horrible. Mandy is a strong leader, Titus is a bit of a bad boy, but he’s got a good heart. Victoria cares about Justin, but not enough to smother him. And Justin is just kind of along for the ride, doing everything he can to be supportive and getting very little credit. But that’s okay for him, I guess. He seems happy.”

She smiled and nodded, “That makes perfect sense to me. So, does seeing them like this change anything for you?”

“Not at all, they’re still doing the same things I would expect them to. Honestly, that makes me feel better about what my gut told me about them. I feel like they’re the kind of people I could see myself getting along with.”

“And if that meant you had to deal with someone like me?” she asked.

The question didn’t seem related to them at all, but I figured I’d humor her. “Well, I’m sure we’d eventually butter up to people. If nothing else, I’m sure I could eventually get you to call me sexy,” I teased.

“Oh, that’s something I could do now, sexy. I just don’t know how appropriate it is for a stranger to do something along those lines,” she said.

I chuckled at her willingness to let loose a little. Maybe she wasn’t such a stickler after all. “We’re not complete strangers. We share a mutual interest in music, even if I’m not sure that you’re a real fan of this band. You still push for bands in general to be recognized.”

“That I do. But I’m not sure if that justifies being able to tell you that I think you’ve got the most beautiful eyes I’ve ever seen,” she purred.

That caught me a little off guard. The sexy comment I could imagine being a joke, but that felt like it was much less forced. “Uh, well, I mean. Thanks? I don’t know what I should say to you?”

She glanced over at the others. Titus had passed out, Victoria was snuggling up to him as if preparing to join him. Mandy was propped up against a wall talking to Justin. It sounded emotional and I could see that she was crying, but with how calm Justin seemed, I could guess it was about her missing her boyfriend.

I turned back to face her. Riley had taken a step closer to me. Before I could even register what happened, she pressed her lips to mine. My immediate reaction was to run, but I held firm. If this was some kind of test, I wasn’t going to let this random chick made me look like a bitch in front of my favorite band.

Her tongue pressed against my lips and her hands slid down to my waist. After a moment to recover, I put my hands on her ass and pulled her into me. Instead of letting her explore my mouth, I pushed into her mouth and ground my hips into hers. There was no way in hell I was going to let this little poser try and make me her bitch.

She let out a soft moan and pressed herself against me as tightly as she could. A few seconds turned into almost a minute of making out with Riley. I didn’t know what got into her, but my cock was hard in my panties because of it. I didn’t want to question a good thing.

Riley broke the kiss and whispered quietly, “I want you.”

“Right here?” I asked.

“Not in front of them, we can go to my car,” she said.

I chuckled and slid my hand into the back of her jeans and cupped her ass, “Sounds like you’re not afraid of being seen taking my cock.”

She bit her lip and let out a quiet moan before pulling away from me. Riley started towards the exit and called out quietly to Justin, “We’ll be back soon.”

He waved at us and I hurried to follow her. There was nothing I could imagine making this night much better. Even if the band didn’t know how to party, Riley was surely going to make up for that. My opinion of the band members hadn’t changed and I wouldn’t have done anything else differently tonight if I could have.

Riley unlocked her car and opened the back door of her car and started tossing things from the seat into the floorboard. While she was bent over, I put my hands on her hips and ground my thick bulge against her ass, “God damn, I can’t believe we’re actually doing this.”

“You better not disappoint me, Maxine,” she said.

I froze, “How do you know my full name? No one knows my full name.”

Now that the seat was clear, she looked back at me and spoke firmly, “Either you fuck me and I’ll tell you or you fuck off so I can just get myself off.”

“That’s fine. Just don’t think I’m going to forget,” I mumbled. She chuckled and shrugged her shoulders as if my concerns were of no importance. There was something off about her and up to this point, I wasn’t sure what it was. Now, she’d given me a clue, but I couldn’t pretend that I wasn’t interested in being inside her. If I would get my answers after we fucked, that was all I could really ask for.

She dove into the car and got on her back on the seat. Riley worked her pants down her legs and then spoke softly, “Doggy or on my back?”

“On your back. I want to be able to see your face,” I said.

She chuckled and pulled her panties aside, “Then hurry up. I’m not known for being patient.”

I rolled my eyes and unzipped my pants so I could work my cock out of the front. It was a tight fit, these damn skinnies weren’t meant for a cock as thick as a can. As soon as she saw my girth she let out a low moan, “Fuck, that’s going to feel good.”

“You sure you can even take it?” I teased as I pulled her hips towards me. I leaned over her and pressed my cock against her entrance.

“Why are you so sure you won’t bust as soon as you feel how tight my pussy is?” she retorted.

I kept my gaze firmly fixed on her soft green eyes as I slid my cock into her folds. She wasn’t lying, she was tighter than most people I fucked. Then again, that wasn’t going to stop me from trying to make her swallow those words.

Even as half of my cock was swallowed by that warm set of lips, she didn’t even flinch. I couldn’t help but feel I might finally be in over my head when it came to my sexual prowess. Riley talked a big game, but damn, she was backing it up and I was loving every second of it.

As I got closer to my base, she finally let out a muffled groan and spoke softly, “It’s too big!”

“I’m sure you can handle it, you’re a big girl,” I taunted.

She glared at me and her hands fell onto my shoulders. Her nails dug into me and she growled, “Then fuck me hard. I’m not going to stroke your ego, Maxine. I’m sure you’d love it, but I’m only beneath you when I want your cock. Got it?”

I let out a quiet gasp as her nails dug deeper into my skin. For a second, I thought she would end up cutting me, but then they pulled away and she put her hands against the car door. Her hips rolled against mine and she forced my cock fully inside her, “I told you to fuck me!”

If that was the game she wanted to play, she’d get what she wanted. I put my right hand beside her head and held her waist with my left. Without even so much as a word, I started thrusting into her tight wetness. There was nothing nicer than having a woman that knew what she wanted from life.

Most of the chicks I’d been with, hell, even the dudes, were usually unsure as to if they even wanted me to touch them. They wanted to know if the rumors were true about my size, but that’s about it. My cock was a blessing and a curse, but Riley didn’t seem to suffer from that curse right now.

As I slammed into her harder, she screamed wildly and bucked her hips into mine. Each time my base was swallowed by her folds, I let out a quiet growl and before long, I couldn’t keep myself from finally devolving into the one thing I hated. A moaning whore.

Riley felt too good, the way she forced more of my cock into her with each motion, it was too perfect. I’d been with quite a few partners, but never one that was as experienced and sure of herself as Riley was.

Her fingernails dug into my back and she let out a low groan before muttering, “I’m going to cum!”

“F-Fucking hell, me too,” I whimpered.

“Don’t you fucking dare cum inside me!”

Her walls contracted around my cock and I felt a rush of her juices spray onto my pants. It took everything I had not to cum right then. Feeling her pussy squeezing and massaging my cock was the best thing I’d ever experienced.

Riley pulled her hips away from me and pushed me back out of the car. As I caught my balance, I was caught off guard by her mouth wrapping around the head of my cock. Her hand stroked my shaft quickly and she opened her jaw as far as she could and bobbed along the first few inches of my cock.

After having been brought so close already, it only took a few seconds before my knees went weak. I put my hand against the roof of her car as I let out a feminine moan. My cock throbbed with her mouth, but she didn’t even bother stopping. Her wet tongue dancing around the head of my cock almost made me pull away. The sensory overload was nothing but bliss, but a person could only handle so much.

When my cock stopped spurting its hot seed into her mouth, she stood up and pressed her lips to mine. She pushed my thick cum into my mouth and broke the kiss, “Now swallow it.”

The command didn’t even seem like I had a choice in the slightest. Not that I minded, she had me wrapped around her finger at this point. As strange as it was for me, I wasn’t going to pretend that I wasn’t loving having a woman dominate me, especially when she did that while taking my cock.

My cum was sweeter than salty, but that didn’t make it feel any less strange as I swallowed it. As soon as I did, her lips pressed against mine again and she ground her pussy against my cock. Those soaked panties that covered her mound felt great, but I didn’t think I could get hard again if my life depended on it. Riley was on a level so far beyond me in the bedroom. Whatever she did for a living, I couldn’t imagine it resulting in her being a ‘good girl’.

When she broke the kiss, she whispered, “How does nine an hour sound?”

“I-I’m not paying you to fuck me,” I mumbled.

“Good, because that’s not what I was offering. You’d be great at handling the customers at the concerts. If you want the job, all you have to do is say yes and make sure that cock only gets pulled out for me,” she said.

“I thought you were a blogger?” I asked.

She chuckled, “I write the occasional post on my website, but no, I’m a manager. Specifically, theirs.” Riley nodded towards the warehouse.

“Y-You mean I just…”

“Yeah, you fucked your boss. Well, soon to be boss. I can’t imagine you’d want to lose out on a piece of ass like mine,” she said and winked at me.

Even after she put her pants on and I straightened myself out, I couldn’t think more than three seconds in the future. I still didn’t know what the fuck to think, but a lot of things felt like they’d been hinted to me by the band before this. Then again, why should I worry about the things I didn’t notice before? Unless Riley was fucking with me, I’d just gotten myself a job and a girlfriend.

Music has a way of bringing like-minded people together… I just couldn’t believe my luck today.


Story Five

Emo Futas and their Angst

Nadia Cucks her Professor’s Husband


I wasn’t sure what my professor even said in today’s lesson. She kept talking about the impact of the social ramifications of electing a new party into the presidential office. I didn’t know or care about what she was talking about. It was hard to pay attention to anything she said when she had such a nice body.

As silly as it was, I guess me failing this class only made sense. The only lesson she could teach me that I’d pay attention to would be in the bedroom. Her curvy figure was all I could think about in her class. Political science had never been something I was genuinely interested in. But women? That was a different story entirely.

While I usually tried to stay with women around my age, there was something about that damn MILF that I couldn’t ignore. Then again, any woman that could make blue jeans look like leggings tended to make my cock hard.

“Did you get any of that, Nadia?” she called out.

Of course, out of the thirty-something students, she’d pick on me, “Yeah, yeah. Something about the popular vote not meaning shit.”

“See me after class, Nadia,” she said before going back to the lesson.

Quite a few of the other students looked at me and chuckled before going back to their note-taking. Fucking drones, if they wanted to side with the teacher, they could. It’s not like I was going to find like-minded people around here. Most of the students were only here because of their parent’s money. Some were hard-working, sure, but I doubt any of them knew how hard it was for me to even be here.

I worked my ass off in and out of school, but fuck me, the one time I struggled with a class, everyone got to know about it. Then again, I did make myself a little hard to miss. My hair was primarily black with blonde streaks running through it. The clothes I tended to wear weren’t much less eye-catching. Bright colors clashing with dark colors, usually tight-fitting. I didn’t have much of a figure, but what I did have I was proud of.

My tight ass was something that most anyone would admit to loving, even if they tended to tease me about my tiny tits. I didn’t care about their opinions. This was just how I expressed myself and if they had a problem with that, they could eat a fucking dick. Preferably mine while they worked the shaft a little…

After the class ended, Mrs. Allen called out, “Dismissed. Nadia, stay seated.”

Once again, students snickered at me as they left. Once they were gone, she shut the door and turned to look at me, “What’s the issue here?”

“What issue?” I asked dismissively.

“Don’t play that game with me, Nadia. I’ve talked to your other professors, you’ve got a three point seven GPA. That’s impressive, even when you’re shitting the bed in my class. I don’t know what the hold-up is. Do you just not want to pass this class? Is it something at home?” she probed.

I rolled my eyes and mumbled, “Ever thought that this class just might be hard for me to understand? I don’t like the subject matter. It’s dry and I can’t find a way to make it fun. Besides, you’re a little distracting.”

She chuckled and crossed her arms under her chest, “You trying to say that I should dress like a nun?”

“I’d stop looking at your ass if you did,” I said. Some people might have been afraid of the repercussions of talking like this, but what was she going to do? Get me kicked out of school? At this point that might be a welcome relief. Fuck, even if I had to sell my body on the streets, I’d probably have a better time than working in a cubicle somewhere.

“Nadia—”

“Raven,” I quipped.

She glared at me, “You’re to address me by my last name, Nadia. Do you really need to be told that you should respect others? Especially when they’re trying to help you.”

“If you want me to respect you, maybe you should avoid calling me out in the middle of class. It’s not like there is some kind of secret underworld going on here. I just suck at political science. It’s boring as fuck and I’d rather keep my head out of the depressing fucking world of politics.”

“This isn’t what you’re interested in. This is about getting you to pass this damn class, Nadia. You can’t afford to have your GPA stained by this damn course. I just need to know what I can do to help you. Seriously, if it’s wearing different clothes, I will,” she said.

I shrugged my shoulders, “What’s the point in wearing that in the first place?”

“Why do you wear the clothes you wear?”

“Because I look good in them,” I said.

She grinned and pressed her large breasts together for a moment, “You think I don’t like having people look at me? My husband gets off on the thought that people in their twenties still think about bending me over.”

“Too much info, Raven!”

“Nadia, if I have to tell you again to call me by my last name, I’m going to have to take action,” she said.

“Oh really, Raven? What are you going to do, spank me? Make me write lines until my fingers are numb? You think that kind of shit would change anything?” I asked.

She chuckled, “Oh, you innocent little thing. Why do you think you’re the only one that has different thoughts than everyone else around you? You know, I used to be a lot like you, Nadia. But that’s going to change when you get a husband that needs you to help him protect his reputation.”

I shrugged my shoulders again, “The fuck makes you think I want a husband? I’ve got enough cock for one relationship.”

Mrs. Allen’s jaw went slack for a moment before her eyes darted down to my groin. I hadn’t been actively tucking, but my black skinny jeans did make things a little hard to see unless someone was looking directly at my bulge.

“Oh… Oh my, that’s a little different than what I was expecting to see down there, honey.”

“Careful with pet names, Raven. You wouldn’t want me to make your husbands fantasy come to life, would you? Bend you over your desk and pound your sweet cunt until you scream my name?” I taunted.

I expected her to slap me or do something that would make me regret my words. Hell, anything would have been better than her answer. “My husband will just have to watch us. How about this, Nadia, you get to pass my class as long as you at least pretend to pay attention. In return, my husband finally gets to have his little cuckold fantasy brought to life.”

“Chick, you’re like thirty-six!”

“And you’re what, twenty? I didn’t pay much attention to your record.”

“Twenty-one,” I mumbled.

“Even better. I won’t feel nearly as bad about drinking a glass of wine after you’ve unloaded your cum in me,” she said.

I shivered, “Raven, I’m not trying to be disrespectful or anything, but isn’t this illegal?”

She shrugged, “You seem like the kind of girl that’s willing to be a little bad to feel pretty good. So what’s it going to be? You going to fuck your way to a passing grade or am I going to have to start making your life a living hell while you’re here?”

Nothing about this felt right. Sure, I’d thought about fucking Mrs. Allen more than a few times, but the thought of her husband being around made things feel disgusting to me. Still, she was pretty damn gorgeous. Just because she was married shouldn’t mean that I should feel too bad about things. Mrs. Allen knew what she was getting into. Besides, if it would get me out of having to bust my ass to pass this course, I guess I could destroy her pussy a time or two.

“Fine. But one condition,” I said.

“Name it.”

“No cameras, no pictures, no recording, no anything that could link back to us at some point. I’m not going to be blackmailed. You want my cock, you keep up your end of the deal.”

She smiled and reached her hand between my legs and cupped as much of my bulge as she could fit in her hand, “Deal. But I want this tonight. Meet me at the supermarket at seven so we can fake this being a chance encounter if anyone did see us.”

“Fine.”

The rest of my school day was uncomfortable, to say the least. This was something that I couldn’t deny being interested in. Mrs. Allen had a body that I craved and I wasn’t going to pretend that fucking her in front of her husband wouldn’t do wonders for my ego. While I didn’t consider myself a cocky woman, I did enjoy feeling like I was more in charge than I really was.

Having a grown ass man sitting in a corner while I pounded his wife just felt like that would scratch a certain kind of itch for me.

Around six-thirty, I left my dorm and got in my piece of shit car and headed to the supermarket. It didn’t take long for Mrs. Allen to find me in the parking lot. She honked at me and I nodded before turning my car back on. I followed her back to her house and parked my car in her driveway. If someone saw us here, we could use the excuse of tutoring. This wasn’t as private as I would have liked, but I didn’t see how I had much of an option.

The lazy way out of my school problem was fucking this woman. That wasn’t such a bad price to pay.

As she led me into her house, Mr. Allen smiled warmly at me and extend his hand to me, “Hey, it’s nice to finally meet you, Nadia.”

I didn’t quite expect him to be so… Respectable? I shook his hand, “Nice to meet you as well, Mr. Allen.”

“Please, call me Steven,” he said as he released my hand. “My wife told me about your struggle in class and I’m glad to know that we can help you out. I just hope that you’re okay with what you’re doing tonight.”

Raven chuckled, “She’s going to have to be. You’ve been looking for someone to do this for a while, babe. I don’t expect that my student would throw much of a fit about getting to fuck me. She’s been staring at me since she started my class. She just better do a better job than you do when it comes to getting me off.”

Steven cringed at the comment, “Sorry.”

“Couldn’t I just give you husband some tips?” I asked.

She shook her head, “Fuck no. I want him to know that he’s not remotely close to being able to satisfy me. I want this to be embarrassing for him. I want it to be downright humiliating.”

I shrugged my shoulders and looked from Steven to Raven, “Sorry, but I’m not going to be insulting your husband.”

“You don’t have to, that isn’t what our deal was. All you have to do is fuck me like your life depends on it, baby,” she purred.

Well, I could fully understand why Steven was so desperate to have someone else take up that burden. His wife seemed like she was just a peach outside of the classroom.

Steven’s cheeks warmed from embarrassment but I could see a slight bulge in his pants forming. “Why don’t we let her eat first, baby? Did you already eat dinner, Nadia?”

“Ah, no, I didn’t. I really didn’t want to eat another microwave pizza,” I mumbled.

“Great,” Raven chirped. “We have dinner set out on the table, we weren’t sure if you’d eat or not. Figured if you didn’t want to eat, you could fuck me and leave, then we’d eat.”

“Damn, you two really don’t want anything from me but my dick, huh?” I asked.

Steven turned to me with wide eyes, “Wait, you have a…”

“Yeah, I’m trans. Didn’t all the talk about fucking your wife give that away?” I asked.

I heard her laugh before she called out, “Surprise, baby. You’ll just have to deal with it. I know you wanted a guy to fuck me, but I can’t help myself when I think about her tight little ass plowing me. Besides, from what I felt earlier, you won’t have to worry about finding a man after this. Nadia is the best of both worlds.”

“On that note, can we just eat before I throw up?” I asked.

We headed into the kitchen and ate the meal that Raven prepared for us. I didn’t want to make things more uncomfortable for Steven, but at the same time, I wasn’t going to pretend I wasn’t a little excited. Sure, she withheld important information from him. That didn’t mean I couldn’t enjoy fucking his wife like he couldn’t.

It’s not like I was a whore and got around to everyone on campus, but I did have a few girlfriends that I learned quite a lot of lessons from. Which strokes made them scream the loudest. How to rub their pussies to get their panties the creamiest.

Once we finished with the food, Raven called out, “Clean the dishes, baby. I want to get started on our guest.”

He let out a pathetic groan and collected the dishes and started washing them. Raven led me into their bedroom and spoke quietly, “Strip down and get under the covers. I want to see what I’m working with, but I want it to be a surprise for him.”

I shrugged my shoulders and quickly took off my shoes, skinny jeans, and shirt. The black bra and panties I had on weren’t exactly lingerie, but they still looked damn good on me. Raven’s eyes never left my bulge, even when I slid under the covers and finished taking off my underwear. I dropped them over the side of the bed and she let out a quiet whimper, “C-Can I see?”

“Nope. Not until he does,” I teased.

“Fuck,” she grumbled as she started stripping. Her curvy figure was more than I’d expected, but I tried to maintain composure. Even as her plump breasts were unleashed from her bra and my cock hardened, I did my best to pretend that it didn’t faze me. Once her panties slid down her thighs and her wet lips came into view, I crossed my right leg over my left to pin my cock against my thigh.

She got on the bed and straddled my hips over the covers. “Mm, I’m looking forward to this, baby.”

“I know you are, but I’m looking forward to my grade. So when I do make you scream my name, you’re going to start making it look like I’m improving, aren’t you?” I asked in a sweet tone.

She nodded her head, “Of course. I’m sure our private lessons will start paying off for both of us.”

Raven leaned down and whispered, “And no matter what I say while he’s in here, I want you to cum inside me. Is that clear?”

I looked into her bright green eyes, “Sure, but if you end up getting preggo, that’s not my problem.”

“I know it isn’t. But I still want to feel your hot cum deep inside me. It’s a little bit of a fetish of mine.”

The sound of Steven’s footsteps coming towards the door made us stop talking. He walked in the open door and smiled at the scene before him, “Well, you two don’t waste any time.”

Raven’s tone took on a much less friendly sound, “Sit down in the chair and don’t move. I don’t want to hear you. I don’t want you to tell us what we’re doing is hot. You’re going to sit there and keep your hands off your cock!”

He nodded and scampered over to the chair at the desk in their bedroom. I could only guess that was the place Raven graded coursework, but then again, why did it even matter?

She smiled down at me, “I want to lay on my side while you fuck me. Can’t have our little guest touching himself when he thinks we aren’t looking, can we?”

“Of course not,” I said quietly. I didn’t know how much I could get away with. While she was making this seem like her husband was a piece of filth, I just wanted to fuck her and pass a damn class.

Raven got off me and laid on her side with one leg lifted towards her chest. The angle her hips were at made it easy to see her pussy, all I had to do now was try not to make eye contact with Steven when I slipped inside her. I knew that it wasn’t quite cheating. But I couldn’t shake the feeling that this was still something I wouldn’t have done if not for my grade being on the line.

Steven seemed like a good man, but as I got out from underneath the covers, I couldn’t deny a rush of excitement. Both sets of eyes were firmly affixed on my cock. I shrugged my shoulders and mumbled, “What?”

“J-Jesus, I felt it earlier, but that thing is just,” she trailed off.

He spoke up, “It’s amazing.”

I chuckled and tried not to let his prying eyes change what was about to happen. There was no denying that I was confident when it came to my sex life. But that didn’t change the fact that I’d never been watched before.

As I got into position behind Raven, I pressed my breasts against her back and kissed her shoulder, “It’s probably going to make your stomach ache a little tomorrow.”

“T-That’s fine,” she said quietly. The bluster she seemed to have before was nowhere to be found. I guess seeing my cock nearly reach my knees was as good of a reason as any for her to second guess herself.

I reached between us and guided my cock to her entrance. She let out a quiet moan as I rubbed my head over her clit a few times before sliding it between her lips to coat my crown with her arousal. I wasn’t going to pretend that I wasn’t horny as hell, but I did feel like I had to put on something of a show. If Steven wanted to feel like he was nothing in comparison to me, I could make that happen. At least, for the sake of my grade, I hoped I could.

My hips pushed forward and Raven let out a loud moan as I stretched her pussy. Inch after inch of my cock disappeared inside her. Just before my hips could finally meet with hers, I felt my crown press against something that seemed to resist me. It wasn’t something I wasn’t familiar with, and I whispered quietly, “All the way in?”

She nodded her head. Some women liked cervical penetration, but I wasn’t sure if she’d ever done it before. I held onto her waist as I pushed into her and she let out a high-pitched whine.

“F-Fuck that hurts so good,” she said after a few moments.

I kissed her shoulder and then worked my way up her neck so that I could whisper in her ear, “Better than your husband?”

“A-Anyone could fuck me better than my h-husband,” she stammered.

That just wouldn’t do. I wanted to hear her say I was the best she’d ever had. My grip tightened on her waist as I started pumping into her with deep strokes. Each time my cock slammed back into her cervix, her scream got a little quieter until she’d finally gotten used to the feeling of my cock stretching the deepest parts of her.

I pushed myself up onto my elbow and looked at her lower abdomen as I thrust into her. Each time my cock disappeared inside her, the outline of it bulged through her stomach. I wasn’t going to pretend that it wasn’t a sight I loved seeing. Knowing I could stretch women like no other person around just made my pride swell.

She might have thought she would end up fulfilling her husband’s fantasy, but I knew that by the end of this, I’d be her new fantasy. Steven was just an excuse at this point.

Raven’s moaning got louder and she slid a hand down to her pussy to start playing with her clit. Under most circumstances, I would have done that for her, but from this position, I had to use my free hand to pull her hips into my strokes. The one downside to having a cock this big was the damn range of motion it took to fully thrust into my partners.

As I started working into a faster rhythm, my eyes inevitably fell over Steven. The bulge in his pants was as hard as it would get, but that didn’t mean it was impressive. I could see why Raven was so desperate to offer me an exchange. If I had to guess, he couldn’t have been more than four inches. If that was what she was working with, hell, I would have fucked her even without getting a better grade.

Who could let a woman as beautiful as Raven suffer from something as bad as an inexperienced, tiny husband?

She deserved each and every moment of this pleasure. I paused for a moment and pulled out of her. Raven let out a desperate whine and I chuckled as I rolled her onto her back. I got on top of her and guided my cock back into her tight pussy. My hands fell to either side of her shoulders and I started slamming into her.

Steven might have wanted to be shamed while I fucked his wife, but I didn’t care. His desires didn’t matter to me anymore. Raven’s tight pussy around my cock was all I could think about. Her half-lidded eyes blankly looked up at me and her jaw was slack from the overwhelming pleasure that coursed through her. I didn’t want to see her any other way after tonight. She might still have to put on a show at our college, but she needed to know that she was mine now.

Raven’s core tightened around my cock and her hips bucked wildly up to meet mine as she cried out in ecstasy. Her pussy convulsed around my shaft and her juices sprayed onto my hips as I continued to hammer away at her depths. I didn’t care that she’d cum, of course, I wanted her to enjoy this. But that didn’t mean I was finished.

Steven let out a whimpering groan and I heard his breathing getting heavier as he watched us. He didn’t matter.

All that mattered right now was making sure that Raven would never find another student like me. She’d never have another lover like me. The pinnacle of her sex life was happening in this moment and I was about to give her something to help her remember it forever.

My balls tightened up and I let out a low growl as I fucked her like a woman possessed. I was close to my orgasm and she still hadn’t recovered from hers. Her constant stream of moans finally came to a slow end as I thrust into her one final time. My cock disappeared into her cervix and she let out a quiet moan as she whispered, “T-Thank you.”

I didn’t care if this was part of what they wanted or not. I leaned down and pressed my lips against hers as my cock throbbed within her body. My tongue parted her lips and she weakly kissed me back as my seed pumped deep into her fertile pussy. I didn’t care about what this might mean for their marriage. For all I cared, if they did get divorced, I was already prepared to fill her husband’s role.

Once my balls finally emptied within her, I slowly pulled out and called out quietly, “I bet you wish you could clean my cock, don’t you, Steven?”

“Y-Yes,” he whined.

“Too fucking bad. You weren’t the one that got me off. Then again, I doubt you’ve ever gotten anyone off. Raven, be a good girl and clean my cock. Steven, you’re going to take the couch tonight. I think Raven would appreciate waking up next to me instead,” I called out.

I almost expected a little backlash, but instead, Steven stood up and started walking towards the door. On his way out, I could see that he’d cum in his pants. What a pathetic man. As Raven’s mouth wrapped around my cock, I let out a low moan and purred, “Tomorrow morning, I think I’ll enjoy that ass of yours, baby.”

She didn’t say anything, but those beautiful eyes met with mine as she swallowed more of my cock down her throat. I could get used to this kind of life.
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