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“You should talk to her, Jamie” Gina whispered as she tapped her empty beer bottle on the table. “Anything would be better than awkwardly staring at her while you pretend you’re talking to me.”

I rolled my eyes at my best friend and shrugged my shoulders, “I don’t think that she’d be into someone like me.”

“And how do you know that?” Gina asked.

Glancing across the room at the stranger, I couldn’t help but want to go over to chat with her, but she was out of my league. Her black hair with pink highlights was slightly damp with sweat from dancing earlier.  The tank top she had on also clung to her petite frame and the shorts that barely covered her thighs did the same. On the dance floor, she seemed like a beacon of energy and enthusiasm, yet, no one approached her to dance with her.

Most of the people at the bar seemed to recognize her, but that only served to make me feel like I’d have even less of a chance.

“You’re staring again,” Gina said and rolled her bottle around. A soft chuckle escaped her and she tapped my hand with the bottle, “We’re only going to be in town for the weekend, the worst that could happen is she turns you down. I get that you’re scared to get with a chick back home, but no one here would even care.”

“We’re supposed to be here on business,” I mumbled.

“And that’s why you agreed to come out with me tonight? Our meeting is at ten in the morning, it’s barely eleven. Go talk to her or I’m going to bring her ass over here,” Gina said.

I knew Gina too well to think that she was joking. I tapped my fingers on the table for a second before I mumbled, “What if she’s been drinking? You know how I feel about that.”

“If she’s been drinking then you can just talk to her. It’s not like you’re asking her to eat you out or anything, it’s just a chat. See where things go, Jamie. Seriously, you’ve been wanting to talk to women for years and now you’ve got the chance to do it. Just go see where it ends up!”

I sighed and got off the stool and brushed my hands over my dress to make sure it hadn’t ridden up too much. Gina wasn’t wrong, we did come up to enjoy ourselves as well as to try to secure a contract with a new company. The thought of having sex did cross my mind, if it didn’t, I wouldn’t be wearing a tiny gray dress that barely covered me. I wanted eyes on me and while I expected men to look, they weren’t nearly as exciting for me as women were.

“Girl, if you don’t get your ass over there,” Gina threatened.

“I’m going, chill the fuck out,” I muttered.

Making my way through the surprisingly dense crowd around the bar and then down the three steps that led to the dance floor where the woman was, I ended up about ten feet from her before I froze. Without the safety of my friend to hide behind, I knew that I’d have to make the first move. I wished that the woman at least noticed me by now. She might have been willing to approach me. That would have been so much more comfortable for me, but the thought of Gina rubbing my nose in my failure spurred me on to close the distance between us.

“H-Hey,” I mumbled. Of all things I could say to try to get her attention…

The woman paused for a moment before glancing in my direction, “You talking to me?”

“Y-Yeah, unless you wanted to be left alone?” I asked.

She smiled warmly and shook her head before extending a hand to me, “Absolutely not, care to dance?”

“I don’t know the song,” I said, somewhat making an excuse.

“Don’t act like you’re special, I don’t know any of these songs. Just bounce around, it works out just fine for me,” she said and flashed her perfect set of teeth at me.

I took her hand and smiled back at her. The flats I had on weren’t happy about my choice of jumping with the woman, but luckily for both of us, the song ended shortly after we started. Part of me wished it hadn’t. A slightly romantic, cheesy song that I’d heard a million times on the radio lately came on and the tempo of the music slowed down significantly.

“Damn, I was hoping they’d play something with a little more bite to it,” she said with a sigh.

I nodded, “Oh, uh, Jamie was my name.”

“Amy, nice to meet you, Jamie. So, what brought you into this particular dive tonight?” she asked.

We slowly shuffled to the music, pretending like we had a reason to still be on the dance floor. I didn’t want to ask her to come sit with me yet, not when I’d only just started talking to her. The eyes that watched us as we danced made my cheeks burn with embarrassment. My sexuality was something I was still working on, but I knew that I wanted to at least experiment with a woman and this was a start.

“My friend insisted that I get out while we’re in town,” I mumbled. “But I was hoping that the food would be good, saves me from eating the same fast food for the billionth time this week.”

Amy smiled and nodded toward the bar, “They do make some really good burgers here. I usually cook my own meals, it’s cheaper and healthier for the most part, but I wouldn’t mind buying you dinner if you were hungry tonight.”

The offer made my cheeks flush even brighter, “I-I don’t mind paying for my own food.”

“Relax, it’s not a big deal. If you’re not going to be here long, it’d feel just horrible to not show you a good time while you’re here. Besides, no one ever wants to dance with me anymore,” she said.

The hint of sadness in her voice made my heart sink in my chest. “Why not? You’re a beautiful woman. T-That’s kind of why I didn’t come over sooner,” I mumbled.

She shrugged her shoulders, “Word got out that I have a cock. Really drives off a lot of the people that would be interested.” I glanced down at her hips and Amy let out a quiet sigh before mumbling, “I’m guessing you’re going to want to pass on dinner and another dance?”

“S-Sorry,” I muttered, “I can’t tell if you’re messing with me or not. It’s not a big deal if you are trans, I really don’t mind. I wouldn’t have guessed and I’m really not sure if it’s rude of me to say that I’m still interested or not.”

Amy smiled and shook her head, “Maybe some people would think that’s rude. I prefer it when people are blunt with me, I hate not knowing where I stand with someone. So let me extend that same courtesy to you, I think you’re a sexy chick and I’d love to buy you dinner and maybe dance at my place tonight if you were up for it.”

My stomach twisted into a knot. She wasn’t joking about being blunt, but holy fuck… how was I supposed to respond to that?

I hesitated for a second longer before mumbling, “Dinner first, we’ll talk about the other part after we eat?”

“Sounds like a done deal to me,” Amy said and snaked her right arm behind my back and nudged me toward the stairs that led to the bar. “Order whatever and please let me pay, I’d hate for you to have to pay for me to have a damn good time.”

“I-I could buy breakfast?” I asked as we started walking to the bar.

She chuckled, “Yeah, I don’t know if you meant to say that you don’t know how hookups work, but I’m glad you don’t. I’d love breakfast if you were down for it after tonight. Let’s not get too ahead of ourselves though, you might not even want to do anything else tonight.”

“I’m pretty sure I do. I’ve never been with a woman and I really, really need to experience that at least once. I can’t keep touching myself to the thought of women when I’m not sure if I even want to have sex with one,” I said.

We sat down at the far end of the bar. Even in a slightly less convenient place to sit, there were still quite a few people around us. Amy didn’t seem to mind at all as she put her hand on my thigh, “If chicks get you off when you’re fingering yourself, what’s the problem? Even if you didn’t enjoy having sex with another woman, you could totally still touch yourself to them. Attraction is a weird thing, trust me, I’d know.”

She flagged down a bartender and ordered food for us. As she did so, her thumb never stopped rubbing along my inner thigh, teasing my dress ever so slightly up with each motion. I thought about stopping her. When her pinky grazed against my panties, I nearly asked her to stop. But I didn’t want her to. I probably shouldn’t have let her have her way with me so quickly, but my panties were already getting damp and I really wanted to see what else she’d be willing to teach me about myself tonight.

“Y-You’re really comfortable with this, aren’t you?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders, “If you want me to stop, just say something. If you don’t, I’ll probably end up playing with you. I’m pretty into teasing and my hands love having something to do.”

I smiled at her and shook my head, “Just don’t go into my panties yet and I think we’ll be okay.”

“I can live with that, but I can’t pretend I wouldn’t let you get in mine if you wanted to,” she said with a wink.

I looked down at her crotch. The thick bulge in her shorts seemed almost unnaturally large in comparison to her petite frame. It was a little ironic that the first woman I approached had a bigger cock than any of the men I’d been with so far…

And yet, I didn’t feel like this was the same as being with a guy. She was sweet, a little blunt, but sweet. Amy might be just as horny as some of the guys I’d been with, but at least she wasn’t pretending that she wasn’t feeling me up when that was exactly what she was doing. Amy’s fingers grazed over my pussy and I had to bite my tongue to keep from moaning.

It felt too damn good to be touched by someone with a soft hand. Being groped and aggressively massaged wasn’t the worst in the world, but a woman’s touch was so much different. As her fingers teased my lower lips, she leaned over to whisper in my ear, “I’d be fine with tonight not going further than this. I need you to know that before we keep going.”

“I-I don’t know if I’d be fine with that,” I huffed. She’d already managed to get me turned on. How the fuck did she expect me to not want to see what else she could do?

Amy’s fingers alone, even without being inside me, had already done what most men couldn’t do even when they went down on me. The attraction wasn’t the same at all. About the only thing I did enjoy about men were the cocks, but even then, Amy had more than they could offer.

Why the fuck did I only have another night in this town?

Her tongue ran across my earlobe before she whispered, “Good. I’d love to get out of here after we eat. I’m pretty sure you’ve got dessert covered for me, don’t you?” Her hand gently cupped my pussy as she asked the question and the insinuation wasn’t lost on me.

“F-Fuck you’re good,” I mumbled.

“I hope I still am, it’s been a few months since I’ve done anything like this,” she said and giggled. Amy slid her hand back down my thigh and looked around the bar for a moment. “You said you came here with a friend, could you let her know that you’re going to be leaving with me? I wouldn’t want her to get worried.”

I nodded and pulled out my phone to send Gina a text. Sure, we were in the same building but I wasn’t going to risk introducing her to Amy and possibly ending up watching them have sex if Amy thought Gina was more attractive. Amy didn’t seem like the kind of woman that would do something like that, but then again, she also didn’t seem like the kind of woman that had a cock. After I sent the text, Gina responded shortly after with a stream of emojis that I could only hope translated into her being proud of me.

“Done,” I said as I slid my phone back into the shallow pocket of my dress.

Two plates of food were put down in front of us shortly after I put my phone up and Amy wasted no time in digging into her food. While she might be comfortable eating around her new date, I was still hesitant and only took tiny bites at a time. Making a mess of myself wasn’t an option around her. It was a little silly of me, but I felt like I needed to make sure that she saw me how I wanted to be seen.

By the time I finished with my burger, Amy had already finished hers and the fries that came with her meal. She smiled at me and stole a fry from my plate, “What do you think?”

“It’s delicious, sorry if I’m eating too slow,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders and ate the fry, “Doesn’t bother me, but I’m not going to lie to you, I can’t wait for you to finish so we can get out of here.”

I pushed my plate toward her, “You can have them if you want them, I don’t know where you’re putting it all, but I’m pretty full.”

“You’re going to be full of something,” she said softly and flagged down the bartender again.

“I really hope that’s an offer,” I purred.

“A promise,” she said as she handed the man her card to pay.

A few moments later, we were outside the bar and walking toward her car. Her hand started on my lower back, but by the time we reached her car, that hand was on my ass and I was a little sad that she pulled it away. She unlocked her car with her key fob, but before I could get in, she gently pushed me against the vehicle and pressed her hips against my ass. The thick cock in her shorts felt so damn good nestled against my ass and she whispered in my ear, “If you want me to wear a condom, now is the time to say something.”

A very large part of me wanted her to wear one. I didn’t want to take a bigger risk than I had when I first talked to her, but the ache in my pussy urged me to let her fuck me bareback. The thought of being filled with her cum was something that nearly made me moan, but I held it back and a choice I might regret another night, but it wouldn’t be tonight…

“We don’t need one,” I whispered.

She ground her cock against me again and let out a quiet sigh of relief. “Get in, I don’t know if I’m going to ruin my panties before we get home or not,” she said.

Amy and I might share that problem. She pulled away from me and hurried around to get in. I beat her inside and buckled up and as soon as she was driving, I reached across the car and started stroking her cock through her shorts. Her massive cock was impressive, but I was enjoying her soft moans much more than her size. If there was one thing worse than a man’s gruff actions, it was how silent they were when they tried to act stoic.

I loved hearing a partner vocalize their pleasure and Amy definitely rewarded my efforts.

By the time we got to her two-bedroom home, she was lifting her hips slightly to grind against my hand and her breathing had turned shallow. As soon as she parked, she released my seatbelt and then her own, “The door is unlocked, the bedroom is the second door on the right.”

I shot out of the car and into her house. There might be time to appreciate her decorations and such another time, but all I cared about right then was getting into her room and getting her cock inside me. By the time Amy joined me in her room, my dress was already draped over the edge of her bed and I was sliding my bra down my arms.

She smiled warmly at me and unbuttoned her shorts, “Now that we don’t have to worry too much about people listening in, want me to eat your pussy before we fuck?”

“That can be breakfast tomorrow,” I said quickly as I pushed my panties down my thighs. Lying back, I spread my legs for her and wasted no time in rubbing my clit, “J-Just fuck me, please!”

Amy shoved her shorts and panties down and without even taking off her shoes, she got between my legs and guided her thick cock to my entrance. Her eyes locked with mine as she pushed into me and sank halfway into my tight pussy before leaning over the bed to kiss me.

No one had ever made me so desperate for them before. I couldn’t say if it was because Amy was a woman or just because she was so damn unique, either way, there was something special about her. Even more special was the sensation of her cock stretching me as her tongue pushed into my mouth.

I moaned into our kiss and let my tongue dance with hers as she slowly thrust into me. Each time her hips pushed back into me, her cock sank a little deeper until I could feel her cock pushing slightly into my stomach. The ache was unlike anything I’d ever felt before, but it wasn’t something I wanted her to stop. If the slight discomfort meant she would be deeper inside me, I’d happily deal with it. I wanted to be a good girl for her, to take her cock to its base and beg her for more.

She broke the kiss and let out a quiet gasp as she put her hands on my hips and held me tight against her, “F-Fuck, you’re too damn small, baby.”

“B-Break me,” I panted. “I-I don’t care if it hurts a little.”

Amy let out a soft, primal growl and locked eyes with me, “I don’t want to hurt you.”

“I want you to fuck me, not make love to me. I-If you want that, you’ll have to drive two hours to visit me,” I said.

She straightened her back before plunging deep into me. A sharp yelp escaped me as her hips pressed against mine. My stomach visibly showed the bulge of her cock inside me, but I didn’t care. It was a different experience, but my pussy was soaked and I couldn’t deny that I loved the contrasting pain and pleasure.

“Two hours? Easy. For a chick like you, I’d drive across country if you could promise me another night like this,” she said.

I tried to spread my legs further, but there wasn’t much I could do to make her cock slide into me any easier. I was about as wet as I could get and her sweet words were making me question if she wanted to be in a relationship at some point. One night stands weren’t exactly my thing, but if this turned into something more wholesome, I wouldn’t mind that either. So long as Amy could fuck me like a piece of meat occasionally after making me feel like a princess, I’d enjoy her visiting. Fuck, I might have to come visit her when I really needed her cock!

“S-Shut up and fuck me,” I said.

She nodded her head and tightened her grip on my hips. Every time she pulled her cock out of me, I felt like a part of myself left with her. I needed to be stuffed with her cock to feel complete right now. When she drove herself back into me, my toes curled and I let out a desperate moan.

My hands moved to my chest and I pinched my nipples and rolled them between my fingers as she kept slamming into me. The pain had become pleasure, the mixture of the very different sensations was something new. The ecstasy coursing through me with each stroke of her cock was too much to take.

A high-pitched cry escaped me but went silent after a split second and my pussy clenched around her cock. It might have been easier on my body if she stopped drilling her cock into me while I came, but I wouldn’t have asked her to stop if my life depended on it. As my juices sprayed onto her tank top and her cock, she let out a cocky chuckle and grumbled, “Can’t wait to drink that tomorrow.”

I wanted to make a smart comment but her cock refused to let me do anything but cum. My breathing was hectic and shallow. Every time I tried to take a deep breath, cock pushed deep into me again and ripped away my focus yet again. I wanted to complain. I wanted to have something to bitch about. I wanted to have just one fucking reason to tell myself that Amy wasn’t perfect for me.

That reason came at the exact time that Amy did.

Her fingernails dug into my tender thighs as she let out a deep moan. Amy surged forward, her cock pushing as far into me as it possibly could as she leaned over me. Her lips crushed against mine and even though I knew what was happening, I didn’t want to deny her anything. The first shot of her hot, thick cum into my fertile depths sent a wave of panic coursing through me, but her tongue pushed into my mouth and I couldn’t help but feel comforted.

If I got pregnant, that’d just be another reason to see Amy. I’d always wanted to start a family at some point, but I never imagined that I’d be taking that step after hooking up with a stranger at a bar. And yet, when she finished pumping her cum into my pussy, I couldn’t imagine wanting to take tonight back. It’d be a memory that I relived again and again, hopefully in the flesh, but even if Amy wanted nothing else to do with me, I’d be satisfied.

Taking a risk on Amy was well worth it.

She pulled out of me and broke the kiss and flopped pathetically on the bed. Amy let out a deep groan into the bed before turning to look at me. Those soft blue eyes met with mine and she mumbled, “Why do you have to feel so damn good? I wanted to keep going until the sun came up.”

I reached over and ran my hand through her sweaty hair, “Shh. We’ve got all night, I don’t have to leave until about nine.”

“Breakfast at eight?” she asked.

“You can eat breakfast whenever you’re ready,” I purred.

Amy rolled onto her back and reached down to slowly stroke her cock, “Maybe after you’ve had time to digest dessert, baby.”

The wordplay made me giggle and I squirmed my way closer to her. Pulling her into my arms, I mumbled, “I’m not leaving without your number, Amy.”

“Fuck, you’re not leaving without my heart, Jamie.”
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