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A Foreword

Thank you all so much for making this hobby of mine something so much more. For all of those new to my writing, I’ve started by writing erotic short stories that helped me realize how much I love the stories that evolved from fragments of sexy thoughts. As of late, I’ve found myself being pulled in two directions, though. One side of me wants to keep writing steamier, sexier erotica. The other side wants to tell the softer stories, the more romantic focused stories that are less about the kinks and more about the love (though, there’s plenty of both in my stories, you people know me by now <3). So I’ve decided that the best way to move forward is by making this bundle as a testament to all of the hard work that got me to where I am now. In this catalog, you’re going to find more romance stories than anything else. Most of my erotica has been bundled here, what can’t be found is unpublished. I’m sorry to anyone that this news might disappoint. But there’s good news. I still love writing erotica, but the erotica I wrote under Alice Layne felt too tame, too romantic at times. While that’s something I love exploring, it’s not as blazing hot as it could be, not as scalding as I’m capable of. So... If you’re still hungry for futa fantasies, then maybe check out the second name that I’ve devoted to hot, kinky futa stories. In the catalog of Lacie Rush you’ll find all sorts of super hot erotica. From succubi to more contemporary futanari stories with a very strong focus on futa fun, you’re bound to find your next erotica fix that you’ve come to expect from me.

Thank you all again so much. I’ll continue to publish under both of these pen names. This isn’t goodbye by any means!


Story One

Fertile for the Futa

Emma and a Cheating Wife


It’s hard to watch someone that you think is a scumbag living the life you wish you could have. I tried my hardest to not let things get to me. It pissed me off to see Jeff with his wife, Kara. Everyone knew he was only with her because of her parent’s influence.

She deserved better than him. The only problem with that, she didn’t seem to be the type of woman that would just drop her marriage. I shouldn’t have let it get under my skin.

As petty as it was, I stood in my kitchen baking a batch of cookies. Not because I wanted them, but so I could have an excuse to visit her while her husband was at work. My jealousy wasn’t something I was proud of.

Kara had always been sweet to me, even though she knew that I was interested in her. A large part of me hoped that she secretly held the same desires I did. I went into the bathroom and touched up my makeup, ensuring that I didn’t look too dolled up. This was supposed to at least look casual.

When I came back to the kitchen, my cookies had finished and I hurried to get them onto a plate. Once ready, I slid on my sandals and walked over to Kara’s house. Jeff’s car was gone. That wasn’t a shock, it was Tuesday and he had work to do.

I knocked on the door and not too long after, Kara opened it and smiled warmly at me. Her thin white t-shirt didn’t do much to hide her black bra. Kara’s ample breasts held my attention for a few moments before my eyes finally drifted lower. Those black booty shorts she had on didn’t do much to hide her long legs either. Damn, she made casual look so sexy…

“What’s up?” she asked.

“Brought some cookies over, I was getting a little lonely at my house. Am I interrupting something?”

“God, Emma, you know that nothing happens over here. I could use the company but you’re not changing the channel,” she said as she waved me inside.

I chuckled, “I wouldn’t dream of it. What are you watching?”

“Science channel, they’re talking about space travel and the likelihood of it happening within our lifespans,” she said as she shut the door.

“Maybe yours, you’re still in your twenties. An old woman like myself though…”

We walked into the living room and she plopped down on the couch. Kara pulled her feet onto the couch and I couldn’t help but steal a glance at her tight ass. Those damn shorts slid up just enough to expose the swell of her cheeks.

“You’re seven years older than me. You trying to say I’m going to be old in seven years?” she teased.

I sat on the other end of the couch and crossed my legs, “I think you’ll age much more gracefully than I have.”

She shrugged a shoulder and turned the TV down, “I’d be happy if I looked as nice as you do in seven years. Maybe Jeff will start buying me some aging cream or something along those lines if I ask.”

“It’s a little too early for you to worry about that, Kara. Besides, if he bitches about how you look, he just doesn’t know how lucky he is to have you.”

She sighed and got quiet for a few moments. The program on TV was talking about cryogenics and the possibility of that as a means to expand the distance humans could travel in space. Bullshit in my opinion, but Kara seemed to be interested in it.

The silence continued for a moment and I wondered if I accidentally pushed a sensitive button. When the commercials came on, she leaned forward and took a cookie from the plate. I caught a flash of black lace panties before she sat back on the couch.

“I’m not sure if he even loves me,” she said and then took a nibble out of the cookie.

Even though I didn’t think Jeff did love her, I hated hearing how sad she sounded about it. The realization couldn’t have been easy on her. “I’m sure he does,” I said half-heartedly.

“No, I’m pretty sure he doesn’t.”

“And what makes you say that?” I asked.

She sighed, “Promise not to tell anyone?”

“I would never.”

“He’s been talking to one of his coworkers. Like, intimately. And what makes me feel worse is that the coworker is a guy,” she mumbled. Her eyes widened and she looked over at me and immediately followed up with, “Not that I have a problem with the LGBT community, I just… He’s supposed to love me.”

I knew there was a reason I didn’t like Jeff. He just gave off the wrong vibe. “No, I get what you mean. You feel lied to and that’s understandable. But if he’s talking to someone else, why don’t you leave him?”

She scooted closer to me and put her head on my shoulder. I enjoyed the proximity, but I couldn’t avoid feeling like I was somehow using her. Kara’s happiness did matter to me and I wanted to be here for her. That didn’t mean I could just ignore all of my senses that begged for me to keep her close and take care of her.

Kara smelled faintly of cherries. Maybe it was her shampoo. Either way, she smelled delicious. I wrapped my arm around her shoulder and started rubbing it softly.

“I can’t leave him. I know my family would be disappointed in me. My parents have been wanting children for a while. Jeff has tried a few times, but I think he’s firing blanks. That or he just doesn’t try enough. It’s just a lot of pressure to put on my shoulders,” she said quietly.

I gave the crown of her head a kiss. “I understand, Kara. Have you thought about getting a donor?” I asked.

“I thought about it, but it’s costly and I’m sure that Jeff wouldn’t approve of it. Those kinds of things get talked about and he’s pretty ashamed as it stands. He wouldn’t want to damage his reputation.”

“What about from someone that was willing to donate to you directly,” I said softly.

She didn’t pull away from me, but she did look at me with confusion in those bright blue eyes. “I’m pretty sure Jeff would kill me if someone else got me pregnant!”

“Mm, so then there are only a couple of options if you’re wanting to make things simpler on you.”

“What do you mean?”

I smiled and started running my hand through her hair, “Well, if you want Jeff to stop playing around with other people, you need a reason to lock him down. If your parents want a child and that’s the important part for you, then you need to get pregnant. That’s pretty simple. But if you’re struggling to get pregnant, then you’ve got a problem.”

She crossed her arms and ducked her head, “I guess I’ll just hope that Jeff eventually does the job."

"That's not going to get you too far. If you two have been trying all this time, you might have to accept that he's just firing blanks. So what's a girl to do?" I asked.

"If I knew, I would have tried it already."

I smiled and let my hand slide to the back of her neck and gently started massaging. "You know, I'm pretty sure that if your husband thought he got you pregnant, he wouldn't throw a fit about it."

She tilted her head further to give me better access to her nape, "What do you mean?"

"When was the last time you two did something together?"

"Two nights ago," she mumbled.

I let my hand drift slowly down her back, "And what if you were to come up pregnant in a few weeks?"

"I guess that would be a good thing. I doubt it would happen though. We've been at this for almost six months now, Emma. I'm pretty sure he's got nothing in the tank," she said. Her breathing had become slightly more rapid as my hand worked down her lower back. Still, Kara made no move to make me stop.

As my hand teased the hem of her shorts, I whispered, "And if you got a donation from another source without him knowing? Without anyone needing to know?"

She finally sat upright, preventing my hand from moving further down. Yet, even after doing that, she didn't try to snatch my hand away from her.

"Are you asking me to cheat on Jeff?" she bluntly asked.

"I'm asking you to let me help you with a problem that needs a solution. I want you to be a happy wife, Kara, but if that can't happen without getting pregnant and Jeff can't provide that for you, it's only natural, isn't it?" I asked.

She hesitated for a few moments before leaning slowly forward again. My hand disappeared into those shorts and her tight ass was mine to explore. Kara mumbled, "But what if I don't get pregnant from this either?"

"Then we try until it finally happens, baby," I purred.

I felt her tense up. "Please, don't use pet names. This is already uncomfortable for me, but I need to have a child. I need to, Emma."

The intensity of her request didn't put me off. I could understand that this was hard on her. Two itches would be scratched today and there were certainly benefits to both. Hopefully, by the time Kara finally did get pregnant, she would have changed her mind about the pet names. And possibly Jeff.

"I'll keep them to myself. Are you sure you want to do this?" I asked.

"I don't want to cheat on him. I'm not that kind of woman... But I know that my husband needs me to get pregnant if he wants my parents to be happy. If my parents aren't happy, that means he's going to get more stressed out and if that happens, my life gets more complicated. I don't want those kinds of complications," her eyes locked onto mine. "I don't want this complication either. We only do this until I get pregnant and that's it. If you need me to pay you, I can find a way."

I reeled back from her speech. Hearing her talk so boldly was out of character for her, but it just went to show how serious she was about this. My hand pulled from her ass and I hugged her close for a moment, "I'm doing this as a friend, Kara. Just a favor and nothing more. If things get out of hand, I'll take the fall for it."

"So how much is it going to cost me?" she asked.

"Nothing," I said. "You're sharing something that's more valuable than any amount of money already. Just don't feel too guilty about what we're going to do."

Kara nodded and stood up. Her hands were shaking as she started pushing down her shorts. My eyes couldn't tear away from her body. Those shapely hips, beautiful thighs, and that deliciously round ass made my cock harden in my panties. As she bent over to take them off, she did give her ass a little shake.

So much for this not being something she wanted to do. Then again, maybe she was just teasing to try and make sure I was aroused.

I wasted no time in taking off my jeans while I sat on the couch. By the time she turned around to face me, I pulled my panties over my ankles. She let out a loud gasp as her eyes absorbed the sight of my womanly cock. "F-Fuck that's a little intimidating."

"Just a little?" I cooed. My size had certainly earned a reputation back in my college days, but those were long past. Finding women willing to take something like what I was packing had become a little more difficult. There was no doubt in my mind that Kara had a bit of an interest in size though.

Her thighs clenched together and her cheeks reddened as she tugged her own panties down her thighs. I didn't mind her leaving the shirt and bra on at all. Nothing wrong with overly casual sex to make a very tense situation a little more bearable.

"H-How did you want to do this?" she asked.

"That's kind of up to you. What would be the most comfortable for you?"

"Doggy," she mumbled and got down on all fours.

I could guess she didn't want to see me, at least if she did that, she could pretend I was Jeff. It stung my pride a little, but I wasn't about to turn back now. The thing I'd been craving for months was finally in front of me. To make everything slightly more poetic, Jeff would probably never know that the baby he would raise wouldn't even be his. That's what he deserved.

I got on my knees behind Kara and let my fingers slowly tease her labia. Soft moans poured from her as I continued to run my fingertips across her wet pussy. "W-Why not just get it over with?"

"Because you're tight," I lied. In truth, I wanted to pleasure her, to show her what she could have if she were my woman. Married or not, that didn't mean I couldn't treat her to the time of her life before we had to eventually give each other up.

I eased my finger into her pussy and let out a blissful sigh. Having those warm, wet folds wrap around my finger was so inviting. If I wasn't trying to make a point, I would have just taken her right then. A little patience would go a long way.

Even as I started fingering her, she couldn't keep her hips still. While she might have been trying to make things feel somewhat formal, she wasn't hiding her desire well at all. She arched her back and pushed against my finger as it slid inside her. My second finger soon parted her depths and she let out a quiet moan.

Her wetness trickled down her thighs. So much for only wanting this to be about getting pregnant, Kara. I pushed a third finger into her and put my free hand on her lower back to keep her in place. Long, low moans poured from her freely and she made no effort to hide the ecstasy that I was imparting to her.

I felt her pussy tighten around my digits and she whined quietly as she made the futile attempt of fighting her building orgasm. I gave her a gentle slap on the ass and called out softly, "It's okay to enjoy yourself, Kara."

Her face reddened as she looked back at me and then let her head hang again. A loud gasp echoed throughout the den as her thighs tightened up. Kara's pussy unleashed a torrent of her hot juices onto the carpet beneath her. All the while, my fingers continued to pound into her. There wouldn't be a single moment that wasn't focused on getting her to enjoy herself today. If she felt any guilt for what we were doing, that was out of my control. However, she would know bliss.

When her breathing finally returned to normal, I pulled my fingers out of her depths and brought them to my lips. One by one, I sucked them into my mouth to fully enjoy her flavor. If she wouldn't question me, I would have drunk straight from the source. I knew she wouldn't want that. She wanted this to be about getting her pregnant, not her pleasure.

I positioned my cock's head at her entrance and spoke softly, "Are you ready?"

She nodded her head.

"I want to hear you say it, Kara."

Her face was a deep shade of crimson as she turned to look at me, "Emma, I want you to cum in me."

"Not more than I do," I purred as I slipped the thick crown into her entrance. That smooth, gripping texture took my breath away for a moment. Even after having stretched her to get her ready for my girth, she still had my cock in a vice.

As I pushed further into her, she let out a few groans as I stretched her inner depths to fit my size. I would have loved to be able to make her my perfect fit, but that wasn't what we needed to worry about right now. She wanted to have a child and I would be the mother of that child.

Her warm thighs heated my hips as I pushed in until my base rubbed against her soaked cunt. There wasn't a single woman in my life that had compared to how blissful Kara felt. Maybe it was knowing that I was doing something her husband could never accomplish. Maybe it was just the fact that her husband was at work, slaving away at a desk to provide for his wife. Little did he know, his wife might end up working very hard to keep another woman happy.

His flirting with another man made it much easier on my conscience. I just hoped that Kara wasn't too worried about Jeff while I was ball's deep in her pussy.

My hands moved to her ass and I started weakly thrusting into her, only giving her a few inches at a time. As badly as I wanted to slam into her until I emptied my hot seed into her, I needed to give her time to adjust. As tight as she was, I knew that her pussy would ache for a few days after this. No need to make it worse on her when I was getting the better end of the deal.

She turned to look at me with an agape mouth and stammered, "F-Fuck it's huge. I l-love it."

"Shame that you only want this to happen until you're pregnant, Kara," I groaned as I worked myself into a faster pace.

I could tell that she was trying to talk, but each time my thick cock pushed into her, she lost focus. That repeating cycle soon had her flustered, but she didn't sound angry in the slightest. It was a few moments before she finally blurted out, "Don't tell Jeff and I won't!"

That was all I needed to hear. My poor, innocent cheating wife had made her choice. The husband wouldn't be out of the picture, surely, but that didn't mean Kara couldn't have her side piece!

I gripped her hips firmly and started hammering into her. After having loosened her enough with my earlier efforts, those tight lips were drenched and made it much easier to thrust into her.

Loud cries ruptured from Kara as I continued to pound into her. Her hand reached back to weakly hold onto mine as I pounded into her and I could feel her pussy clenching my cock. It didn't seem like she even needed additional stimulation to cum multiple times for me.

The soft pattering of her squirt onto the carpet made for beautiful music and I could feel my balls drawing up. I was close and there wouldn't be any stopping it if I kept pounding away in her depths. The only regret I had was that I couldn't last longer.

Her ass had turned a light shade of pink from my repeated slams into it. Her face never lost that adorable shade of red from the mixture of embarrassment and ecstasy. Kara was an angel, even if she was slowly falling to the darkness that I introduced to her life. I didn't mind her being naughty at all. She was only doing this for the child, right?

My child.

I let out a deep grunt as I surged forward a few final times. The hot rush of my cum jolting from my cock was accompanied by a cathartic release. I needed this. I needed her. We wouldn't know if I'd gotten her pregnant until much later, but that was fine with me. A few more times of meeting up while her husband was at worked for safe measure wouldn't hurt anything.

I pulled her tight against my hips as I unloaded rope after thick, creamy rope of cum into her. Her arms quaked and her breathing didn't sound like it could get any heavier.

As I slowly pulled out of her pussy, I whispered, "That was amazing, baby."

She rolled onto her side and took a few moments to catch her breath before mumbling, "I like when you call me pet names... Maybe a little too much."

I laid beside her and shuffled forward. My lips pressed against hers for a moment before I pulled away, "Then you'll have to let me bake you more goodies and come over more often."

"The door is always open for you, Emma."


Story Two

Fertile for the Futa

Terra and a MILF Coworker


Working for a software engineer company shouldn’t have been nearly as tense as it was. I didn’t want to tell anyone, but the assistant they got me was excessively uncomfortable for me. Not because she was doing anything wrong, but having a woman older than myself by almost fifteen years getting my coffee was strange.

I didn't mind having her around, of course, but it didn't mean that I felt I deserved her. Abby was super sweet, but how could she know that her service had inspired other desires of mine. Working alone in an office for an extended period of time could lead to some very, very perverse thoughts.

She wasn't exactly the most aloof of women and she tended to wear clothes that were a little too sexy for work. No one complained and I certainly wasn't going to be the first.

"Terra, is there anything else I can get you while I'm making copies?" she asked.

I checked my coffee cup. Still full. Her cleavage caught my eye and I struggle to make eye contact, "I think I'm good for now.  When you're done with the copies, do you think you could help me make a presentation for the meeting on Friday?"

"Of course I can, I'll be back soon," she said sweetly. As she turned to walk away, she dropped the folder she had in her hand. When she bent over to pick it up, I couldn't help but look up her skirt.

There was no possible way she couldn't have done it intentionally. Abby wasn't wearing any panties and I couldn't pretend that her pussy didn't look absolutely beautiful. Thirty-nine or not, I'd love to have a meeting of our own together at some point. Preferably just the two of us.

My panties tightened uncomfortably as my arousal grew. A flash of doubt ran through my mind. Would Abby even be interested in me if she knew I had a cock? As far as I could tell, I was the only woman in the office she flirted with. Surely, those tanned legs and tight ass would be more than welcomed by anyone in the office.

From what I heard, Harold even tried to get in her panties. She turned him down. Apparently, he was too much like her ex-husband for her to want to do anything with and I couldn't blame her. Any guy that would turn her down had to be a bit unsavory.

Abby was a sweetheart, even if a little flirtatious at times.

As the day progressed, things continued to spiral out of control. The firewall hadn't been updated like it was supposed to be by my coworker so I had more on my plate. Creating exceptions and trying to keep my sanity so the doctors could continue using their workstations was infuriating. By the time I finished, it was nearly six at night.

I grabbed my things and opened my office door and curiously enough, I saw Abby laying face down on a desk. The light snoring that came from her made me smile and I walked to her side and gently shook her shoulder, "Abby, it's time to go home."

She awoke with a red imprint across her face, "Huh, what?"

"Yeah, is everything okay?"

Abby took a second to collect herself and nodded, "Yeah, I was waiting to help you with the presentation. I know I could have gone home, but there really isn't anything to do there."

"It's got to beat napping on a hard desk," I mumbled.

"You know, there's something strangely comforting about sleeping when you know you should be working. I felt a little guilty for not getting what you wanted done, so I figured I could stay late and help," she said.

"If I would have known, I would have sent you home."

"Of course you would have, that's why you didn't know."

I chuckled and nodded towards the door, "Still doesn't change the fact that I'm heading back to my apartment."

She frowned, "What are you going to do there?"

"Probably eat some fast food and watch TV until I'm tired, shower, then go to bed."

A dark cloud fell over her and she shook her head, "Fast food and TV? That sounds like what I used to do when I was a loner. Why don't you come over to my place? I'll cook you something, no strings attached, promise."

"Done. I'll follow you there," I didn't hesitate to answer her. Free food was good food and if I could have a little company while I was there, things would be absolutely wonderful. Even after having seen her goods on display earlier, I couldn't bring myself to think too much about that. I didn't have much time for activities outside of work and I didn't exactly feel comfortable with approaching people in the first place.

Making friends wasn't my strong suit.

We convened in the parking lot and she drove to her house with me following just a little ways behind her. I pulled into the driveway of her one-story house and felt reminded of the place I grew up. It wasn’t anything magnificent, but it was home.

I got out of the car and Abby walked back to join me, “It’s not much, but it’s what I’ve got.”

“It’s lovely,” I said quietly.

“You say that until you get inside, then it’s going to feel really cramped,” she said with a grin.

We walked inside and contrary to what she said, it was rather spacious. Sure, it wasn’t a mansion and didn’t have a large den, but it was a roof over our heads. Abby led me into the small den and gestured to the couch, “I’m going to change and get started on dinner.”

“You want some help?” I asked.

“With changing, sure,” she said.

“Don’t tempt me,” I said while locking eyes with her.

Abby’s hands fell to her waist and she leaned forward to display that lovely cleavage, “Who says I wouldn’t let you?”

The tension in my panties was growing to be unbearable. “You don’t really know all that much about me. Besides, wouldn’t it be unprofessional of us? We work together, Abby.”

“I think I know enough about you, Terra. It’s not like I haven’t noticed you giving me looks in the office. I don’t mind them. Unlike most of the guys we work with, you haven’t been begging me for a date. I think that says plenty about you,” Abby said.

I couldn’t bring myself to tell her no. I wanted to take her up on her offer to help her change, though we both knew what that meant. After having her flash her pussy at me earlier, I wasn't dumb enough to pretend she was just wanting help unclasping her bra.

My eyes met with hers and I let my hand slide down her arm. I grasped her wrist and gently guided her hand towards my groin and she smiled warmly. My hand quivered as she touched the bulge in my pants, "Still think you know me?"

She ran her thumb along the outline of my cock and nodded, "I don't think this changes anything. Maybe things will be a little more fun, I was hoping I wouldn't have to ask you to use a strap-on."

My cheeks reddened. She continued, "So why don't you come help me out of these clothes, Terra? I'll help you out of yours."

That honeyed voice was impossible to argue with. I let her guide me into her room. Her queen-sized bed was the centerpiece of the room, flanked by nightstands. Across from the bed was a dresser that had a TV on it. The various decorations in the room were tasteful, but I couldn't focus too much on them.

She pulled my hands to the bottom of her shirt and I slowly lifted it away. Her belly button was pierced and I couldn't help but chuckle at that. For someone in her late thirties, she surely was a rather progressive woman. She was okay with me being trans, willing to flash me in the office, and even planned on making me dinner after this. At least, I hoped she wouldn't just kick me to the curb after I came!

I reached behind her and unclasped her bra, but she held it to her chest, "Not before you show me yours."

A smile crossed my lips, "Fair enough." I quickly took off my shirt and reached behind my back to unclasp my bra. The black straps fell down my arms and I let her see my perky breasts.

"Mm, not bad at all," she purred. Her hands fell away and she let the bra fall to the floor. Abby's round breasts made mine look tiny, but that didn't matter to me. Size wasn't everything, at least, not when it came to the chest.

I leaned forward and took one of her pink, puffy nipples into my mouth and let my hands rest on her ass. She let out soft moans as I licked and suckled on her breast. Abby unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor.

Now that she was naked, I couldn't help but release her nipple from my lips. I took a step back and smiled at her while I undid my jeans and pushed them down my thighs. Her pussy had the slightest trace of hair and I would lovingly lick and tease her folds until she screamed my name.

The upper half of my cock had escaped my panties and Abby didn't hesitate to drop to her knees. Her right hand tugged my panties further down while her left started stroking my length.

"I didn't think you'd be so big, Terra," she whispered while looking up at me.

I shrugged my shoulders, "I didn't think you'd be interested in knowing."

"Shows just how much you know about me, sweetie," she purred. Abby engulfed the head of my shaft and let her tongue swirl a few times around it.

I couldn't withhold my moans if I wanted to. Her warm mouth coupled with those lithe fingers stroking my cock was absolutely blissful.

Part of me felt bad for her. She'd invited me over to her house as a guest and yet, she was the one going down on me. That just wouldn't do.

"Lay on the bed, Abby."

She looked up to me and gave me one last swirl of her tongue before she pulled away. "Mm, but you taste so good," she whined.

"Don't worry, I'm not going to make you stop for long," I said huskily.

Abby smiled and got on the bed. Her long, tanned legs were beautiful and I wanted nothing more than to part them and bury my cock in her, but that had to wait. Manners were important and it would be rude to jump to the main course without even trying the entree.

I got on the bed and positioned myself above her with my head just above her hips. Under other circumstances, I would have loved to have her on top, but she seemed like the kind of woman that would appreciate a cock being forced down her throat. I lowered my hips and spoke softly, "If you need time to breathe, just scratch my thighs a little, baby."

"Ooh, pet names already? You're spoiling me, Terra," she teased before taking my cock back into her mouth. Her hands slid up my thighs and further up until she cupped my ass. I could feel her fingers teasing along my pucker and I wasn't going to stop her. She might want me to fuck her, but that didn't mean I couldn't enjoy a little anal play.

As her fingertip prodded against my back door, I leaned down and started teasing her clit with my tongue. Short, rapid strokes to get her worked up, then I slowed down and let myself explore her labia.

Abby's muffled moans sent waves of pleasure through my cock and I couldn't stop myself from pushing deeper into her. The head of my cock passed her throat and she let out a quiet gag but made no move to stop me. As I lowered my thighs further, she pushed her finger into my ass.

I moaned quietly and dove back into her pussy. My lips surrounded her clit and I gently thrust my hips into her mouth. I suckled on her clit while my tongue lavished it with affection. Her hips ground against me and I could feel her tongue dancing along my shaft.

Before long, I felt her nails gently teasing the sensitive flesh of my thighs and I slowly lifted my hips away to let her breathe.

Abby pushed a second finger into my ass as she pulled away from my cock, "I'm going to cum if you keep on!"

"Then cum, I don't care. I'm fine with giving you a little snack before you cook dinner and then letting you have dessert after, baby," I said.

"Deal," she said. Her mouth surrounded my shaft again and she bobbed quickly while I went back to work on her delicious folds.

The fingers in my ass pumped in and out of me as quickly as she could. It was nearly impossible to focus on her clit as she continued to work on my prostate. My assistant knew a thing or two about how to make a girl like me scream!

I didn't bother warning her about my orgasm. She would find out soon enough. My attention was focused on her pleasure. I worked her clit as quickly as I could and snaked my hand around her thigh so my fingers could push into her entrance.

Abby's muffled cries of ecstasy sent ripples through my length. I didn't want to stop myself from pushing my cock as far into her throat as I could. Her walls contracted and she bucked against me as I continued to push her to her breaking point.

My balls tightened and I could feel myself losing the grip I had on my endurance. Her teeth gently grazed against my shaft and she lifted her hips as high as she could as her body tensed up. A rush of her sweet juices escaped her and Abby's peachy scent filled the air.

While her body was still convulsing from her orgasm, my own had just begun. Heated waves of pleasure consumed my body, burning me from the inside and gathering in my groin. My hot, thick seed shot into Abby's throat and I finally stopped licking her clit. Her tongue danced along my shaft, coaxing out the rest of my cum.

Once my balls were empty, she gently scratched my thighs again. I pulled out of her and slowly rolled off of her. She moved to lay beside me with her head on my chest. Abby's hand stroked along my smooth stomach and she whispered, "Mm, I usually don't enjoy getting out of my work clothes that much."

I let out a long sigh and put my hand around her shoulders, "It's been a while since I've done anything with anyone. Thanks for this, Abby."

"Why are you thanking me?" she asked.

"Because you didn't have to do this. It's nice to feel wanted, but I can't pretend that you aren't out of my league," I mumbled.

She weakly slapped my stomach, "Don't say that. I want to enjoy this and if you're thinking it's some kind of pity thing, you're wrong."

We laid their quietly for a few more moments before she sat up, "Anyway, I'm going to get started on dinner. After that, would you still be willing to offer me that dessert?"

"Of course, but I do need to know something, baby."

"And what would that be?"

"Is this a one-time thing or are you looking to be a little more serious?" I asked.

She hesitated for a few seconds. "I don't know. I can't imagine that you'd want to actually date me. I'm a bit older than you and that's probably weird," she said.

I sat up and put my arm around her waist, "It doesn't bother me at all. We might need to keep things quiet around the office."

"I wouldn't want to lose my job, especially if it means I get to see you more often."

"Yeah, but it's work. As tempting as it might be, we're going to have to play it safe there. That does mean you couldn't drastically change the way you dress, but I would hope that you wouldn't flash someone else," I said jokingly. Of course, that wasn't a joke, but I didn't want to sound like a bitch.

She shook her head, "You have no clue how hard it was for me to even do that with you. I don't mind people looking at me, but taking chances on someone is a little hard to do. I'm just glad it's working out."

"Me too," I said.

Eventually, we got out of bed and she made dinner for us. It wasn't a surprise to me to find out that she was an amazing cook, but that didn't make the meal any less enjoyable.

Abby told me a little about her ex-husband and the issues they had together. I didn't know that she'd only been divorced for a few months. With that in mind, it made a lot more sense why she was putting herself on display.

She walked to the sink to start cleaning the dishes and I followed her. My hands fell to her shoulders and I started kneading at the tense muscles, "I'd enjoy it if we could go steady, Abby."

"Are you just saying that because I'm putting out?" she asked bluntly.

"I'm not going to pretend that isn't a nice perk, but no. You've seen enough of this life to know that there isn't a lot of joy. I'm enjoying my time with you and that means a lot. If you'd have me, I'd love to be around," I said.

Abby pushed her hips back and ground against my crotch, "You're not moving in until I'm sure you're serious. But I'm not going to pretend that I don't want you to fuck me tonight. And tomorrow. And the day after. I'm a horny person, so you'll just have to get used to that."

"You're doing dishes, Abby. That's not a very sexy thing, is it?"

"Are you saying you don't want to fuck me right now? I'm going to be a few minutes, I don't need this to be super romantic, I just need your cock inside me," she said.

I wasn't going to pretend that her ass grinding against me didn't feel great. As my cock hardened, I slid my hands down her back and held onto her hips, "You weren't joking about the horny thing, were you?"

"Shh, just fuck me," she cooed.

I chuckled and reached between us and positioned my crown at her entrance, "Such a bad girl."

"Shh, youngun. If you call me girl one more time, I'll bend you over my knee and spank you like the brat you are."

My hips pushed forward and I let out a quiet moan at the warm sensation surrounding my cock. Her walls massaged my shaft as I pushed deeper into her and she let her head hang limp for a moment. Right or wrong, this workplace relationship was definitely something I needed in my life.

Abby's hands moved to hold either side of the sink and she leaned further forward, "F-Fuck the dishes."

I took hold of her hips again and thrust into her slowly, "I'd rather just have you, baby."

I could practically hear her eyes rolling. "The more you talk, the sillier I feel about this."

Point taken. She was a woman that knew what she wanted and I wasn't going to pretend that I was something I wasn't. Right now, I was a woman that was turned on and needed release.

I worked into a steadier rhythm while picking up my pace gradually. Each thrust was a little faster than the last until I fell into a comfortable pattern. While I wanted to cum, I wanted this to be pleasurable for her as well. I slid my hand around her waist and let my fingers massage her clit while I hammered into her.

The slightly snippy banter was nowhere to be found. All Abby could do now was moan like an absolute whore and that was music to my ears. Between my cock stretching her pussy and my fingers working her clit, Abby was soon cursing under her breath.

I didn't care how many times I made her cum before I finished. The goal for tonight was to show her that I cared about her pleasure as well. If she was a horny woman, she would need a girlfriend that knew how to take care of that problem.

Abby let out a loud cry as her thighs clamped together. Her pussy tightened around my shaft. I didn't stop pounding her for a second, instead, I chose to force her to even higher levels of bliss.

My balls slapped against her wet thighs and I couldn't hold a train of thought any longer. All that was on my mind was the mind-numbing sensation of her tight lips around my cock. This could be my life with her.

Casual conversation and good sex. That's a combination that anyone would kill for.

Abby's thighs finally relaxed enough to let me work my hips faster. My own moans flowed from me and I couldn't stop myself from whimpering softly on occasion. She felt too good. I didn't want to stop hammering away at her depths, but I knew that I would cum if I didn't.

I moved my free hand to her shoulder and pulled her into my strokes. Each time my base slammed into her, I let out a quiet grunt. She didn't tell me to stop or warn me to pull out, so I had to assume that she was on birth control.

Warmth radiated throughout my body and I moaned uncontrollably. I couldn't hold back any longer if I wanted to. My fingers furiously worked her clit as I gave a few final thrusts into her.

She looked back at me with wide eyes and an open mouth. The shock on her face told me that I might have fucked up, but it was too late. My thick cum was already shooting deep inside her and I didn't have the willpower to pull out if I wanted to. In the heat of the moment, I didn't care if I got her pregnant.

Her pussy gripped my shaft one final time as her third orgasm of the night consumed her. Shocked or not, she seemed to enjoy having my cum inside her. I slowly pulled out of her and she let out a deep, content sigh.

After a few moments, she spoke softly, "I enjoyed that more than I should have."

"You're not the only one," I said quietly.

"I'm not upset."

"I should have asked."

"If I get pregnant, you'll stick around, won't you?" she asked, the worry creeping into her tone."

I turned her around and gave her a deep kiss. She didn't fight my tongue pushing into her mouth. Her hands fell to my ass and she returned the kiss passionately. After a few moments, I broke the kiss and flashed her a smile before saying, "If that's what'll get you to keep me around, I'll keep pumping you full, baby."

Story Three

Fertile for the Futa

Emily and the Boss’s Wife


“When you finish that report, come to my office for a quick talk, Emily,” Victor said with his typical smug tone.

I nodded and feigned a smile, “Of course, sir.” There was nothing worse than dealing with a piece of shit boss. Victor was a petty tyrant if I’d ever met one. He always found a reason to remind people that they were beneath him.

To put it gently, my work environment was absolutely toxic and I hated being here. The money was nice, but even that wasn’t enough to keep me from wanting to quit. If Victor had one more thing to say that was an off-handed compliment about my ass, I was going to walk the fuck out.

After I finished my task, I headed to Victor's office and started preparing my 'fuck you' speech. He smiled warmly at me and had a card in his hand.

I cocked my head to the side and he extended his hand to me, "Hey, so my wife wanted to throw a party for the office on Saturday. You're a part of that and I would really appreciate it if you could show up."

After having gotten myself ready to tell him to go fuck himself, I was a little shocked. I took the card and nodded, "Yeah, I should be able to make it. Is there any kind of attire I should wear?"

"Casual, but try not to show too much skin, I wouldn't want to see the guys staring at you too much. Not in my house, at least," he quipped.

If it wasn't for the somewhat sweet offer of the party, I would have let him have that damn speech I had somewhat prepared!

After the workday came to a close, I headed home and opened the card he gave me. Inside was a handwritten invitation from what I could assume was his wife. I'd met her a time or two and I didn't have a problem in the world saying that Victor didn't deserve her. She was leagues beyond him and I figured she was only with him for the money, but damn. Jennifer could do much better than that weasel.

I threw on a pair of jeans and a nice black blouse to keep things casual but not too much so. I knew that Victor had quite the impressive home which is why I figured it would be best to err on the side of safety. If not for that, I would have loved to wear a pair of short shorts and a tank top. Being comfortable was far more important than being dressed up to me.

Once I was finished getting ready, I headed over and pulled into Victor's driveway. The three-story home was beyond impressive, the fucker didn't deserve this nice of a home. My two-bedroom apartment was about all Victor deserved. He made his living by cutting the throats of his business partners and laughing while their companies failed.

I hated being a part of what we did, but at least my hands were clean. Accounting wasn't the most glamorous of jobs, but it was something that kept food on my table. Even if it meant working for a scumbag like Victor.

I was greeted at the door by Jennifer. My eyes immediately dropped to her cleavage and I blushed when she cleared her throat, "Hey, Emily. Come on in, make yourself at home. The party isn't officially going to start for another fifteen minutes. I like that you're early though."

It was hard to keep from looking back down at her exposed chest. The dark blue cocktail dress she wore had her curves on display. My panties got a little tighter as I walked in the house, "I try to be early to most things I care about. What's the occasion?"

"Girl to girl, Victor finally agreed to start trying to get me pregnant," she said excitedly.

I nearly stumbled at those words. I knew they were married, but I could at least pretend that Victor wasn't actually getting to fuck this woman. She was gorgeous and at best, he was average. I guess money really can win a woman over. Then again, I shouldn't judge, if a handsome guy wanted to sweep me off my feet and pay off my college debt, I'd probably let him.

"I'm excited for you. You deserve nice things, Jennifer," I said quietly.

She brushed her straightened brunette hair over her ear and smiled at me, "I don't think it's that big of a deal. To be honest, he's been trying for a while. He went to a doctor earlier this week and got the confirmation that he's not shooting blanks."

I cocked my head to the side, "So what's been the hold-up?"

Jennifer looked at me and then looked to her feet. My shame knew no bounds, with her eyes averted, I let myself enjoy the sight of her lightly tanned breasts once again. When she looked back up, she spoke quietly, "Could we talk somewhere a little more private for a few minutes?"

I nodded and she led me into a guest bedroom. "You can't tell anyone, but you're a woman and I hope you've got a little insight into this. Victor isn't exactly the largest. By that, I mean, he's barely able to get inside me at all and most of his... You know..."

I shrugged my shoulders.

Her cheeks flushed a deep shade of crimson and she blurted out, "His cum doesn't even stay inside."

I should have been able to sympathize with her. Truly, I wanted to. But I just heard that my prick of a boss had a micropenis and his wife thought I was a genetic female. Those were two very nice things in my book. Being trans isn't a walk in the park, but having a beautiful woman not notice any signs of my birth gender felt amazing.

"Have you thought about getting the sperm put in an egg and have that put in you? In-vitro fertilization or something like that?"

"God, Victor would die if he had to explain why he couldn't get me pregnant to another soul. Speaking of, you won't tell anyone I told you this, right?" she asked, the concern shining through.

I shook my head, "Your secret is safe with me. I don't like your husband and I'm not going to pretend to, but you've never done anything to hurt me. If he can't get you pregnant and isn't willing to take other steps, what do you think you can do to get pregnant?"

"Short of cheating on him, I don't know," she said. Her shoulders slumped and she looked into my eyes for a moment before smiling weakly at me, "But I guess I shouldn't be bothering you about it."

"You're not bothering me. I wouldn't want you to think that I don't care. I want to help you if I can, but this seems like something that I shouldn't get involved in," I mumbled.

She sighed and nodded towards the door, "The party should be getting started soon. I hope I can talk to you later?"

"Yeah, that would be nice," I said quietly. She led the way back into the den and before long, people started showing up.

I couldn't help but feel bad for Jennifer. She was a nice woman that did deserve nice things. Victor managed to coil around her and bring her into his suffocating presence, but she probably had to be there for some reason. I'd have to ask her about that, maybe she would be able to shine some light on why she was with him. Surely, she could have found someone better than him.

Victor found me about half an hour into the party and pulled me off to a corner. "Hey, Emily, I was just telling Steve about how great you've been to have on board. He suggested something that I thought was a damn fine idea. Want to hear it?"

From the slight slur in his voice, I could tell he'd been drinking. "Sure?" I asked.

"I think you should get a raise. Just a bit of a raise. Maybe a dollar and a half? That sound good? Is that fair?"

Jesus, how much had he drank? "I would really appreciate that, but you don't have to, Victor."

"No, you deserve it. You've been good. Good, good girl," he muttered.

"Hey, Victor, you might want to lay off the booze for a little while," I said.

He shrugged his shoulders and drank from his bourbon glass, "I've got a reason to celebrate. My wife wants to have a baby. That means I'm going to eventually have to take more time off. That means you're going to be looked at for a promotion. Don't get cocky about that, Emily."

All this news felt a little too soon. I hate Victor's guts, why the fuck is he offering me these things? Surely someone else in the office could have done a better job. Well, maybe not. I do work my ass off, but there are only so many things that I can do as an accountant.

I sighed and patted Victor on the shoulder, "I'm excited for you. Just take care of yourself, alright?"

He nodded, "You take care of yourself too. Oh, my wife wanted to talk to you. Something about needing help making more snacks. I think she was in the kitchen."

Anything would be better than having my drunk boss eying me up and down while talking about a potential promotion. I didn't like the thoughts that sprung up regarding that. If he expected me to spread my legs for his micropenis, he would be disappointed on two accounts. I doubt he'd want to see mine, not if he was shy about his tiny cock.

I headed into the kitchen and found Jennifer there cutting sandwiches into triangles. "Hey, Emily, just in time. Do you think you could help me get some more of these made? The guys are getting hammered in there and they're going to need something to soak up the alcohol. I didn't expect to have to feed a bunch of drunks. The way Victor was talking, I thought this was going to be something a lot more relaxed."

"Not a problem," I said. I wasn't the serving type, so the sandwiches I made weren't nearly as nice and neat as Jennifer's, but I doubted any of the drunk shits would even notice.

Once we finished, we took them into the den and the guys crowded around the table to devour the food. Jennifer and I scurried away to the safety of the kitchen.

"They're acting like animals," she said.

I chuckled, "Drunk guys will do almost anything. Just give it ten minutes and one of them will be crying and hugging another one. Someone else will be trying to start a fight, then one dude is just going to whip his dick out and start hollering."

Jennifer laughed, "Let's hope it isn't my husband that decides to do the last of those things."

"Oh yeah, mass office firing," I said.

She smiled and nodded, "He's always been really prideful."

I stepped closer to her and crossed my arms over my chest, "So what's the deal with you two?"

"What do you mean?"

"I just don't think he's the kind of guy that a woman like you would be into," I said.

She sighed and looked away from me, "It's not really something you'd want to hear about."

"I wouldn't have asked if I wasn't interested."

"I warned you," she said and turned to look at me again. "My parents forced me to marry him or they would remove me from their wills. They said that they would rather me have nothing if I couldn't give my children a proper future. It didn't make much sense to me at first, but once I got to know him, he's not all bad. Sure, he's a bit rough around the edges, but he's still a good man. Most of the time."

I nodded, "That does sound a little fucked up. Are you happy?"

"Happy I guess I can be. I would have preferred to live my life a little more before I settled down. But now we've been together for eight years and I've kind of just given up on my old rambunctiousness."

Her tone made me want to wrap her in a hug and never let go. "I'm sorry to hear that, but I'm kind of curious. What kind of stuff were you wanting to do before you got married?"

"Oh god, I don't know if it's a good idea to talk about this. Especially not with all these guys around, they might overhear and make things uncomfortable," she said.

The look in her eyes made me believe that she wanted to tell me, but I could also see the measure of trepidation just under the surface. I'm sure Victor would probably hate finding out I was getting his wife to tell me these things about him, but he wasn't around.

"So why don't we go somewhere a little less crowded?" I asked.

Jennifer looked around for a moment before shrugging her shoulders, "I don't see why we can't." As she started leading the way towards the second floor, she called out, "So what's it like being the only girl in the office?"

"It's not so bad. I get a lot of stares, but most of the guys know I'm..."

"You're what?" she asked.

Fuck. I didn't want to tell her, but I kind of already messed up. "I'm a lesbian." That wasn't exactly the truth of the matter, but it wasn't a lie either. She didn't need to know that I was born a male, that was something she had no reason to know.

She looked back at me, "I kind of figured you were interested in women. You were staring at my chest when you first saw me."

"What can I say, you're a beautiful woman. I don't mean to be vulgar, it's just hard to ignore someone as attractive as you," I said.

She turned around, but before she could try and hide it, I saw the redness in her cheeks. "Well, thank you. I don't have an issue with your sexuality at all. Let's hope the guys don't give you too hard of a time about it."

"They usually don't," I said as she opened the door to what I could assume was another guest room.

She sat down on the bed and nodded to the door. I closed it behind me and laid beside her. "So you asked what I wanted to do before I got married. Honestly, I wanted to experiment with a woman. I thought about trying a threeway. I really shouldn't be telling you these things."

"Don't be embarrassed. There is nothing wrong with exploring yourself, you just have to keep yourself safe when you do it. Maybe if you talk to Victor, he might let you try those things." He wasn't the kind of guy that would let his wife sleep around. Even if she wanted to, he would have to be involved and I honestly doubted he would show anyone else his tiny cock.

"I don't think he would be interested in letting me try those things. I've mentioned bringing toys into the bedroom before and that was something he absolutely wouldn't let happen," she said.

Such an insecure man. "So then why not do it without him knowing? If he isn't going to let you explore yourself with his permission, I'm sure you could find someone discrete enough to not let things be known."

She paused for a second and then got on her side and looked into my eyes. There was a moment of hesitation before she leaned in and pressed her lips to mine. In that moment, time seemed to stand still.

I was trying to encourage her to explore herself with another person, but I wasn't going to just turn down the opportunity to explore her. She needed to know about my cock, but that would have to wait a moment, until after I'd let myself fall in love with her strawberry lipstick.

I parted my lips and she slowly pushed her tongue into my mouth. Jennifer rolled on top of me and started grinding against my crotch. My hands shot to her sides in a moment of panic and she broke the kiss for a moment, "It's fine. I could see the bulge in your pants earlier. You're still a woman, Emily. B-But do I need to stop?"

"If you're fine with this, I'm not going to say a damn thing to Victor," I said.

She smiled and kissed me again. Her cocktail dress rode up slowly and I didn't bother holding back. My hands fell to her ass and I squeezed those tight cheeks while grinding my own hips into hers.

Her breathing got faster and I could feel my own heart racing in my chest. If she was half as horny as I was right now, this wasn't going to end well for Victor. Maybe it would. If he didn't find out, his wife might just be able to be happier around the house.

After a few more moments, she rolled off me and panted heavily. "I'm going to ruin my panties if we keep this up, Emily."

"I'm sure Victor will buy you more," I purred and unbuttoned my jeans.

She reached down and unzipped them and pushed her hand into my panties. Her thin fingers wrapped around my thick cock and I let out a quiet moan.

"Shh, you don't want them to hear you, do you?"

"If someone hears us, they're way too drunk to be sure of what they heard," I said.

She smiled and slowly stroked my cock, "Or so you hope, Emily. Just how big is this damn thing?"

"Ten and a half," I said confidently.

"Son of a bitch. You've got seven inches on Victor. This fucking thing is going to rip my pussy in half," she groaned.

I smiled and pushed my pants and panties down to let her see my cock in its full glory. "So you've already decided you want to go all the way?"

"Why wouldn't I? It's not like you can tell anyone. You'd lose your job and you wouldn't get to come over and visit anymore. You wouldn't want to ruin a good thing, would you?"

"I think I should have a little bit of a condition as well."

Jennifer shifted down the bed and licked the head of my cock before looking up to me with hungry eyes, "And what makes you think you can play that game?"

I smiled and put my hand on the back of her head, "Because I can get you pregnant."

She pulled away from my cock and a smile crossed her lips, "So what would condition are you trying to propose, Emily?"

"That you tell your husband that you really feel a connection to me and you want to visit me occasionally. Don't worry, it's not about the sex. I'm just hoping that you're feeling the same way I do. Trapped in a situation that has too many pros to run away from, but too many cons to really want to stay."

"Victor will know first thing in the morning," she said. "Because I do feel the same. Maybe this is just about the sex. I don't know yet, Emily. But I do know that I'm going to lock the door and make sure to give you a reason to keep your job."

Jennifer got off the bed and locked the door. She pulled her dress off gracefully and let it fall to the floor. The natural light streaming in through the curtains gave her an almost supernatural glow. Truly, Jennifer looked the part of an angel in that black lingerie set.

She walked back to the bed and worked her panties down her thighs before smiling sheepishly at me. "I never thought I'd get naked for anyone other than a doctor or my husband. Consider yourself lucky."

I kicked my jeans and panties the rest of the way down my legs and smiled at her, "Trust me, I definitely think I'm one lucky gal right about now. A raise and a sexy woman in one day? I think I might be in heaven," I teased.

She got on the bed and straddled my cock, "Not yet." Her hand moved to grasp my thick shaft and she let out a quiet moan as my head positioned against her entrance.

There was a moment of hesitation before she eased herself slowly down the first few inches of my cock.

Jennifer let out a quiet cry of pain as my cock stretched her wide, "F-Fuck it's so big."

"You can stop if you want, Jen, I'm not forcing you," I said quietly.

Her body didn't look like it could even handle my cock, but she kept forcing more inside her, "S-Shut up, I can take this. Fuck I want it so bad."

I sighed and put my hands on her waist, "Stay still."

She sighed and stopped moving. I rolled her onto her back and smiled down at her and whispered, "Let me take care of this. Just enjoy yourself, Jen. You deserve it."

Jennifer smiled and that familiar blush lit up her cheeks once more, "F-Fine."

I slowly thrust into her tight lips. Each time I felt her heated desire around the middle of my cock, I pulled back out and started again. I needed her to be drenched if she had any chance of taking my entire length.

That didn't seem like it would take all that much work though. She moaned and writhed under me, each time my cock pumped into her, she let out a whimpering cry of pleasure and bucked her hips to meet mine again.

I didn't care how wrong it was to sleep with a married woman. Hell, I couldn't care less that she was cheating on Victor. All I cared about right now was making sure that Jennifer wanted me to come back again and again.

She looked up at me with half-lidded eyes and spoke in a lusty tone, "I want it all or I want you to stop fucking me."

"When you put it like that, I guess I don't have a choice," I purred.

Her cocky smile faded as soon as I thrust until her pussy kissed my base. A slight bulge formed in her stomach and she looked at me with confusion in her eyes. "A-Am I okay?"

I smiled and nodded, "You're going to be just fine, baby. How does it feel?"

My hips ground into hers slowly. Each short motion had brought a gasp from her and I loved every sound coming from her. She wanted the entire thing, she got it. Poor little Jennifer, she didn't realize just how big I really was. Especially not when she had Victor's cock to work with.

"I-I think I'm in love," she moaned.

"That's fine by me, just don't forget to keep this a secret. You wouldn't want Victor to take me away from you, would you?" I asked.

"F-Fuck no," she said.

I smiled and leaned down to kiss her. She opened her mouth to let me explore her further and I started thrusting into her in long, deep strokes while my tongue danced with hers. This is what Jennifer deserved. Not that piece of shit Victor that just wanted her as a trophy.

Her legs wrapped around my lower back and she let me take full control. Every time my hips crashed into hers, the bed shook and I felt myself getting closer to my orgasm. Her inner walls gripped and massaged my cock with each stroke and I couldn't imagine going back to masturbating after having something so heavenly around my shaft.

She moaned into our kiss and I felt her hands grip my shoulders tightly. Her nails dug into my shirt and further into my skin. A little pain didn't do anything to make me want her less.

Her stomach tightened and I could feel her pussy start convulsing around my cock and within moments, a warm rush of juices squirted onto my hips. Her thighs were soaked and I couldn't help but giggle as I hammered into her. My balls slapped against her wet thighs and I let out a quiet groan as I felt the heated surge of euphoric release pulsing through me.

I slammed into her one final time and broke our kiss as my cock throbbed within her depths. Each pulse sent another wave of my hot, thick cum into her depths and I collapsed on top of her. Her legs let go of my back and her fingers stopped digging into my shoulders. She rubbed my back weakly and spoke quietly, "I hope you don't mind me saying this, but I think I love you, Emily."

"It's just the sex right now, Jen. But that doesn't mean you won't actually mean that soon. I think I could get used to this. Victor is a pain in my ass, but if you're here for me, I'm pretty sure I can find a reason to stick around for a while longer."


Story Four

Fertile for the Futa

Thea and her Best Friend


Helping a friend through a break up never gets any easier. Laura being my best friend didn’t make this any easier for me. She was going through a really hard time and I was the only person she felt like she could trust right now. Laura didn't know what I was going through right now, but that was something I would tell her later. No reason to drag her further down a dark hole with my bad news.

I knocked on her front door and it took a few minutes before she finally answered. She pulled the door open and I couldn't help but feel horrible for her. Laura's nose was red from the constant crying, her eyes slightly swollen from those tears, and the t-shirt she wore looked like she'd been using it as a tissue.

Poor girl, she deserved much better than what Chad did to her.

"H-Hey, Thea, thanks for coming over," she mumbled.

I stepped inside and closed the door, "It's freezing out there, wouldn't want to let that cold air in, would we?"

"I guess not," she said dismissively.

I put my hands on her shoulders and sighed, "We need to get you into a bath. I promise you'll start feeling better once you start taking care of yourself again."

"I don't want to," Laura whined.

"No, but you have to. I'm not going to argue with you, hon. You wanted me to come over to help make you feel better, so we're doing this my way," I said.

She smiled weakly and nodded, "You got it, boss."

I rolled my eyes and put an arm around her waist and guided her into the bathroom. Once inside, I started running warm water for her and gestured to her clothes, "I'll grab you a change of clothes, what do you want to wear?"

"Pajamas."

"Good thing I didn't want to take you out today, huh?" I asked teasingly.

"I guess," she said.

I'd have to work on breaking her out of the shell she was living in right now. It had only been three days since she and Chad had their fight. This was the first official day of their break up. For them to both be adults, they were definitely holding onto this relationship as if it were life or death.

I couldn't really demean her or fault her for that, but she needed help and I could only hope that I would be able to do a good job as her friend. She knew a lot about me and knew that I wouldn't let her just sit here and rot in a corner. If she expected my help to be painless, she would be sorely mistaken and that was something I was fine with.   

After getting to her room, I opened her closet and pulled out a pair of pink pajama pants with a large pink t-shirt that I'd seen her sleep in more than a few times. Hopefully going for things that she found comforting would help her.

Just as I was heading out of the room, I realized that I hadn't grabbed her any underwear. Part of me wanted to just skip it, I doubted she would care. But... If I was trying to make her feel better, maybe feeling sexy would help a little with that. Laura wasn't exactly vain, but she did like having all eyes on her for the most part.

I opened her lingerie drawer and snagged a full set of pink lingerie for her. Might as well make her feel like the Easter bunny. The pink thong had a matching garter belt and stockings, as well as a bra of the same shade. The sheer satin felt great to the touch and I couldn't deny that I was excited to see her put the lingerie on, but I had to focus on her first. Not my own perverse thoughts about my best friend.

I walked back to the bathroom and sat the clothes on the sink and she looked at them curiously. "Why get those?"

"Because you like to look good," I said casually as I looked over her naked body. It wasn't the first time I'd seen her nude, but I felt my cock stiffening in my panties. Luckily I was wearing some rather tight pants that kept it from getting too obvious. At least, if my shirt stayed in place, it wouldn't be obvious.

"Thank you for coming," she said softly.

I nodded and sat on the edge of the bathtub, "Want me to wash your back?"

She sat up and leaned forward, "Please?"

I grabbed the washcloth and lathered it up with her body wash before scrubbing her back. "So what did you want to do today besides sit around and feel horrible? Need me to help with laundry or anything?"

"You don't have to help around the house. I just didn't want to be alone."

"I'm always going to be here for you when you need me, babe," I said.

I felt her tense up and she looked away from me, "H-He loved calling me babe."

"Oh, don't you even start that! He doesn't deserve to have you worrying about him and wasting your emotions on him. Chad cheated on you, Laura. Is that really the kind of guy you want to be with?"

She sighed and shook her head, "N-No."

"Exactly. Now, we're going to finish cleaning you up, you're going to get dressed and we're going to watch TV and snuggle!" I said firmly.

Laura gave me a weak smile and nodded, "I love it when you're bossy, Thea."

"That's just because you're used to it." My hand teased along her hips before I finally handed the washcloth back to her. If I let myself keep going, I'd be playing with her ass and she didn't need that right now.

I hated that Chad managed to get with her when she and I first met. It was less than a week after meeting her that I knew I wanted to be with her. I guess Chad just had the balls to ask her out first, but that didn't change the fact that I wanted to be in her life.

Two years had passed since then. Laura and I were close, but I couldn't imagine a world in which she would want to be with me sexually. Sure, we got drunk and made out a time or two in front of Chad, but that was us just being a little wild. If there was any way I could have made those nights longer or have her to myself, I would have.

She pulled the stopper from the bathtub and I took the cue to step out of the bathroom while she changed. I headed into her bedroom and grabbed her comforter and brought it into the living room. I let out the large recliner’s leg rest and climbed onto it and pulled the remote from the coffee table.

Before I'd even picked a show to watch, Laura walked into the living room and I couldn't help but let out a quiet gasp. She had the pajamas draped over her arm. That lingerie set looked even better than I imagined it would on her. Laura did a little spin for me and I could feel a bead of precum wetting my panties when that tight ass of hers came into view.

"What do you think?" she asked as she made her way to the recliner.

"You look amazing, but don't you think you should put the pajamas on if we're going to snuggle?" I asked.

"Why?"

"Uh, let's not play dumb, babe. You know I think you're hot, if you're going to be cuddling up to me, something is going to happen," I said. There was no reason to pretend that I wasn't aroused at the moment and if she kept on, I wasn't going to stop her. I gave her a warning, that was enough.

Laura pulled up the edge of the cover and got onto the recliner with me. She faced away from me and pressed her ass firmly against my crotch, "And?"

A quiet groan escaped me and I took a deep breath. "I'm hard, you know that, don't you?"

"I can feel it," she said as she wiggled herself against me.

"You know that I don't want to do this right after you just had something horrible happen to you," I whispered.

Laura reached back and grabbed my arm and pulled it over her stomach, "Then you don't have to do anything. Just hold me. Please?"

I pulled her torso closer to mine and moved the remote to my free hand and threw on a random series. The TV didn't interest me as anything beyond a way to break some of this awkward tension.

A few minutes into the show, she turned over and looked into my eyes, "How do you do it?"

The question was a little random. "Do what?"

"Stay single. It's been less than a day and I miss knowing that someone cares about me. Sure, Chad might have cheated on me, but he used to be so sweet to me."

"I can stay single because I'd rather save my time for someone that is worth it. There are a ton of people I could make happy for a few months, but that doesn't mean they'd be what I'd want to be with for the rest of my life. In my opinion, it's not worth spending all the time getting to know someone when you already know that you're not that interested in them. I've got someone in mind."

Her eyes seemed to lose a little of their light, "Oh. I guess I should expect to meet them sometime?"

I shrugged my shoulders, "I don't think that's necessary. You already know her."

She sighed, "Melissa?"

"Stop guessing. It's been you for a long time. I just don't know if you feel the same way. I don't want to push you into anything, but I'm not going to sit here and lie to you," I said.

Telling her about my feelings wasn't exactly what I wanted to do right after she'd lost her boyfriend. But I'd already stuck my foot in my mouth by telling her why I stayed single.

Laura smiled and grabbed the TV remote off the armrest and turned the volume down. "I know you've been wanting me for a while. I just kind of thought it was just for the sex. Then again, I know you're not the kind of person to chase after someone if you want to fuck them."

"Are you sure you want to be having this conversation right now?" I asked.

She nodded, "It's not like having it is going to make me want to get back with Chad. Are you scared you're just going to be my rebound or something?"

I sighed and ran my hand down her side, "I'm scared that you might think less of me if we do something. I want you to be in a better state of mind. You're my best friend, Laura, I don't want to lose you because I'm turned on."

"Thea, you're the only one of my friends who ever makes time for me when I can't do something for them. You're a true to God good person and that means so much to me. I don't think I'm ready to say the L word yet, but I really do like you. If you've been this good to me as a friend, I'm curious as to how you'd treat me as a girlfriend."

My hand slid down to her ass and I squeezed it gently, "I'd treat you pretty much the same, maybe a lot more kissing and hand holding. Not to mention sex, but that's kind of obvious isn't it?"

"A little, and you know how much of a slut I can be," she said jokingly.

I rolled my eyes, "You've only had eyes for one person at a time at least. Look, babe, if you want this to be something more than friends, you're going to have to look me in the eyes and tell me you're over him."

Laura didn't hesitate to lock eyes with me. Instead of saying anything though, she leaned forward and pressed her lips to mine and pressed her hips against mine. The pressure against my bulge made me groan. I pushed my tongue against her lips and she parted them.

She rocked her body against me as we deepened the kiss and I felt her hand slip between our hips. Laura started undoing my pants as she broke the kiss. I opened my eyes and saw those beautiful green eyes looking back at me. "If you're my girlfriend, I've got no reason to care about him at all. He had his chance. You've been waiting for yours. That tells me a lot about you."

I opened my mouth to speak, but her free hand pressed a finger against my lips, "We can talk more soon. I'm wet as fuck and I want you inside me, baby."

I gently bit her finger and she pulled it away, "Laura, I came over here to make you feel better, not fuck you. Don't make promises to me that you're not sure you can keep."

Her hand slid into my panties and she firmly grasped my thick cock, "Bite me again and I'll squeeze harder. Tell me I don't know what I'm saying right now, and I'll bite the damn thing off."

"You've always had a way with words, babe," I said through clenched teeth. Threatening me was one thing, but my poor cock didn't need to be held hostage!

"That's better," she said sweetly and relaxed her grip on my shaft. Without so much as another word, she disappeared under the cover and I soon felt her hands tugging at my jeans and panties. Before they'd even reached my mid-thigh, she kissed the head of my cock a few times before swallowing half of it down her throat in one smooth motion.

I didn't want to think about the times she'd probably practiced this with Chad, but I couldn't deny how great her mouth felt. Laura bobbed slowly along my cock, each time the crown was just about to pop out of her mouth, her tongue flicked against my slit a few times before swirling around the head and then in another quick motion, she took me back into her warm, wet throat. There wasn't even the slightest hint of gagging as she took my long cock.

After having made many women scream my name with my cock, I couldn't imagine that I was just small, but she made me question just how much training she'd undergone. I let out a loud hiss as her teeth gently grazed the base of my cock, "F-Fuck, I get it. You're good at sucking dick! Did you want me to blow my load now? I thought you wanted fucked, baby!"

She pulled away from my cock with a loud pop and giggled before coming out from under the cover.

"I do, but I wanted to show you what you could look forward to. You're no saint around town, Thea, I know how much you love a good blowjob. Don't think I haven't thought about us having sex before. Have you seen yourself? You're fucking gorgeous and having an eleven-inch cock is just insane. What girl wouldn't want you in her bed?"

I felt my cheeks warming. The compliments were a little crass, but that wasn't unexpected coming from Laura. She was a sweet woman, but damn she loved sex more than anyone I'd ever met.

She turned onto her side and slid her hand under the cover, "Do I need to hold my thong out of the way? And do you think you can find my pussy on your own or did you need me to do that for you?"

"Oh, now you're just asking to get pounded until you can't walk," I taunted. I reached down and pushed my pants and panties further down my thighs and then kicked them off. My hand grasped my shaft and I positioned my cock at the entrance to her ass, "This is the right hole, isn't it?"

"D-Don't you dare! Not without lube!" she screamed.

I shifted my cock to her soaked folds and chuckled, "Nice to know you like it up the ass, but that's not where I want to be right now. I think a nice, stretched pussy is just what you need right now."

She looked back at me and opened her mouth to say something, but I pushed my thick head into her and all that came out of her was a long moan. Before she could recover, I sank inch after inch into her depths. The vice grip of her walls made me want to stop and just take a few moments to enjoy her. I couldn't do that right now.

Laura was in a frisky mood and that was much better than having her be depressed. I would have preferred our first time together to be much more romantic, but I guess this wasn't all that bad. She needed someone to be there for her and I was the only person that came. Granted, I was pretty sure I was the only person she asked to come over, but that wasn't the point. I was her first choice, if not her only choice.

She trusted me more than anyone else, maybe that's why she was softly moaning my name right now. I reached around her and put my hand on her hips and pulled her against me to finish burying my massive shaft in her.

"You feeling normal again?" I asked teasingly.

She took a few moments to respond, but she locked eyes with me, "Shut up and kiss me, baby."

I smiled and then leaned in to kiss her again. The angle made it hard to deepen our kiss, but that wasn't important. My hips slowly thrust into her while we made out like we used to when we were being idiots while drunk. There was little in the way of tongue, but I missed sharing this kind of passion with her. If she wasn't just saying things, this could be our life together now.

She rolled her hips to meet my thrusts and knew that it wouldn't take too long before I would finish. Laura was everything I wanted in a woman and more. She had a spitfire personality and a desire to experience life's pleasures. When she wasn't hung up on some shit stain of a guy, she was the most vibrant person I knew.

And now she was mine.

My hand slid from her stomach to her hip and I took a firm grip. I broke the kiss and called out, "I'm close, baby!"

Her hand disappeared beneath the cover, "F-Fuck, wait for me!"

"C-Can’t!" I cried out. Laura's tight lips felt like they were sucking me back into her with each hard stroke into her. I couldn't bring myself to stop and I didn't want to if I could. After having fantasized about this moment for two years, I wouldn't steal this bliss from myself.

Her pussy clenched around my shaft and I could feel her juices soaking our thighs. Laura's loud moans only further served to push me over the edge. I couldn't hold back any longer, knowing that my new girlfriend had cum, I slammed into her as fast as I could as my balls tightened.

She looked back at me with fear in her eyes as she stammered, "N-Not inside!"

It was too late to pull out. My streams of hot, thick cum were already painting her insides white and I couldn't stop. Had I known she didn't want me to finish inside her, I would have pulled out and made her finish that blowjob she started!

Laura let out a quivering moan as I slowly pulled out of her and she looked back at me, "T-That's not good. I'm not on birth control."

"Well, we've got nine months to figure things out. I don't think I'll be going anywhere," I said quietly.

She quietly backed her hips back against mine, "T-Then I won't ask you to stop cumming inside me. I've always wanted to be a mom and I couldn't think of a better person to have a child with."

"I love you." The words flew like bullets and even though I genuinely felt that way, I wished I could take them back.

She paused for a few moments and turned her head to look at me, "I love you too."


Story Five

Fertile for the Futa

Lacey and a Goth Waitress


Going out to dinner by myself wasn't exactly the most fun thing I'd ever done. With the holidays coming up, I could finally take leave from the military for two weeks to visit my family. That meant leaving everyone I knew behind.

My home life was fine, but the friends I used to know back there either moved away or got married and had kids. Not exactly the easiest to get them to come hang out like we used to. Besides, most civilians weren't the easiest to get along with. My crude talk and not-so-subtle ways grated on most people's sense of normal.

Fuck those people.

There was no reason for me to pretend that I cared about most people's opinions. I lived life to find the simple pleasures. If people couldn't respect that I was giving up my freedom so they could have theirs, then they weren't the kind of people I wanted to talk to anyway.

It's not like I was looking for a pat on the back when it came to my service. I enlisted because I love my country. A little understanding is all I hoped for, but that seemed to be too much to expect.

I stepped into the restaurant and was seated at a booth by myself. Not too long later, a petite blonde approached me with a notepad. I looked up from the menu I'd been given and chuckled, "No shit? Angel, it's been what, four years?"

Angel's cheeks flushed and she nodded, "Something like that. It's nice to see you, Lacey. Anyway, what can I get you to drink?"

"For now, let's just do water with no ice, please. But how long do you have left on your shift?"

She glanced at her watch, "Almost an hour, why?"

"Would you want to catch a drink with me after you're off work?" I asked.

Angel hesitated for a moment before nodding, "You're paying, I still haven't forgotten the last time you took me out on a date."

I smiled and closed the menu, "And I'll have a medium rare steak with fries, please. Angel, I used to be a bit of an asshole back then. Transitioning helped me find who I really was."

She sighed and took the menu from me, "It's not like I haven't checked on your Facebook page a time or two, Lacey. It's nice to see you again, let's just hope you don't leave me at my doorstep without so much as a kiss goodbye again."

Fuck that stung. She had every right to be bitter about our last date. It was strange to me though, I'd done nothing but be respectful as I could be back then. I didn't have much money when I was younger so I couldn't pay for the date. Then I thought I was doing the chivalrous thing by not pushing for something more at the end of that date. As it turned out, Angel wasn't as saintly as her name would imply.

Mistakes of my youth might try and haunt me, but she wanted to go back out. Surely, I did something right back then to leave a good impression. Alternatively, she could have just snooped around and found some of my more sex-positive posts. Either way, as she walked away to get my water and place my order, I enjoyed watching that tight ass of hers sway with each step.

My dinner didn't take too long to get made and when she brought it back, she smiled warmly at me. "Do you think we could skip the drinks and just get something to eat and head back to my place?"

"Sounds like someone is a little horny," I teased.

She rolled her eyes, "You know I've always found you hot, Lacey. If you don't want to fuck me, I'll just head home at the end of my shift by myself."

I gestured for her to take a step closer to me so that she would be a little obscured from prying eyes. When she did, I slid my hand between her legs and let my fingers firmly press against her pussy, "We don't have to wait until you get home if you're already desperate for my cock."

Her eyes widened for a moment before she let out a quiet whimper. She sighed and whispered, "The bathroom doesn't have a lock on the door."

"Why does that matter, Angel? I'm sure you'd love for someone to catch us," I purred and let go.

There was a moment of lingering tension before she nodded, "Enjoy your food. I'll be back in a little bit to check on you."

I'd never had sex in a public bathroom and the thought excited me. My first night back on leave and I'd already lined up my first lay. Maybe not my only lay, but maybe the only person I fucked on leave. From what I remembered, Angel was a bit of a wild one and that alone made it hard for me to keep my cock in my pants.

As I ate, I couldn't stop thinking about her. Seeing her wait on other tables only served to further my desire. Having her bend over to pick up dishes and such shouldn't have been nearly as hot as it was. Then again, those tight black pants she had on made it easy to fall in love with her ass.

I took my time finishing my meal and still had to wait about fifteen minutes until she finally came back over to me without the pouch around her waist. She sat opposite of me in the booth and asked quietly, "How long are you here for?"

"Two weeks."

"Plenty of time for me to hang out with you or are you busy?" she asked.

I nodded, "If some of that time is spent at my family's place, you can be there. I won't just abandon the plans I had with them, but I wouldn't mind the company either."

"Sounds like you're trying to make an honest woman out of me," she said.

"Is that such a bad thing? Look, Angel, I'm not going to pretend that you never calling me back didn't hurt like a bitch. We aren't the same as we were back then. If you want to be with me, you're going to have to devote to me. I'm not asking you to get married or anything, but while I'm down here, I'd prefer to be the only cock inside you," I said bluntly.

She sighed and nodded, "That's fair, but you weren't innocent in the matter either. You made it sound like we were going to have the time of our lives before we had that date."

"I got nervous. You're a very attractive chick and I didn't feel comfortable with myself back then. I'm pretty sure you can understand that," I said.

She put her hand in the center of the table with the palm up and locked eyes with me. I put my hand in hers and she gently clasped it, "I understand more than you know. You're the only person I'm going to tell this, so if it gets out, I'm going to cut your nuts off."

"I won't tell anyone."

"I'm bi, don't make it a big deal. So let's level with one another, I think you're so much hotter now that you're a woman. I'm not going to act like I don't crave your cock though, you're fucking hung. It's not like I'm a slut, but I do have a thing for size, you know that."

I couldn't help but chuckle, "Is it really that big?"

"I doubt I could take the entire thing, so yeah, it's pretty big," she said.

"Well, why don't we go find out about that, baby?"

Her lips curled into a smile and she nodded towards the bathroom, "I'd love to. If you make me squirt, I might even tell you a secret."

"Challenge accepted," I said as we got out of the booth. We hurried to the bathroom and no sooner than we got in a stall, she dropped to her knees and hurried to free my cock from my jeans.

Angel pulled my pants and panties down to my ankles and immediately took the head of my cock into her warm mouth. She didn't even bother to look up at me as she started licking and sucking more of my length. I let out a quiet sigh and laced my fingers through her hair and gently pulled her further down my cock.

The soft sound of her gagging made my cock throb and I couldn't help but whimper as she used her hands to cup my ass and pull me further down her throat. She was such a slut and I loved it!

Her nose finally pressed against my crotch and I let out a deep groan before sliding my other hand down to her head. "Hold your breath," I said. I thrust my cock roughly into her mouth. The ridges of her throat massaged my cock and I couldn't bring myself to care about how loud her choking was getting. When her face started turning red, I finally pulled out of her mouth.

She desperately sucked in deep breaths of air and then called out, "F-Fuck I need you inside me. Now!"

Angel stood up and I helped her get her pants down to her ankles. The cute black panties with white hearts made me smirk. For someone that tended to be so dark, I couldn't help but let out a quiet chuckle.

"S-Shut up, they are cute," she mumbled.

"I didn't say they weren't. I just expected something a little more..."

"Emo?"

"Maybe," I said.

She chuckled and pulled them down to her knees and leaned forward. Her hands pressed against the wall. The trail of her juices from her pussy to her panties finally snapped and I let out a deep groan, "Fuck you weren't kidding about needing me, huh?"

Angel looked back at me with her intense blue eyes, "Either fuck me or get out so I can finger myself!"

She wasn't all that much different than the Angel I used to know. Get shit done or she would just do it herself. Luckily for her, I wasn't as much of a pussy as I used to be. Besides, with such a beautiful woman bent over for me, how was I supposed to take care of myself if I did walk out of here?

I pressed my cock against her entrance and pushed into her. For someone that seemed to be so slutty, she was the tightest pussy I'd ever been in. Maybe there was more to her than she was letting on. I didn't want to spend too much time thinking about that right now. Her tight walls around my cock felt too good, I didn't want to do anything but continue enjoying that sensation.

As I pushed further into her vice of a pussy, the scent of her coconut perfume was all I could smell. It was the same perfume she wore on our first and only date. The same perfume she used to wear all the time when we spent time together... The same perfume that I bought to remind myself of her.

I used to hate myself for falling in love with Angel. She was too wild for me when I was younger, but now that we had a few years to find ourselves, I couldn't help but dream of a life with her. Angel let out a quiet groan as my cock pushed against her cervix and mumbled, "T-That's all I can take."

"For now, you'll eventually stretch, it just takes plenty of practice," I cooed.

"Sounds like you've got experience," she said with a hint of disappointment in her voice.

I felt a little guilty that I'd become very promiscuous while I was in the military. She couldn't hold that against me, she didn't take me when she had the chance to all those years ago. I wasn't going to pretend that I didn't want to be with her though.

"I've had plenty of experience, but that only counts for so much when it's pretty much emotionless. Now, do you want to have this conversation now or do you want me to fuck you like you wanted me to?"

"Conversation can wait. Fuck me before I ask you to pull out," she said.

The slight angst in her tone reminded me quite a bit of the old Angel I used to know. I couldn't help but smirk as I started pumping into her tight depths. She used to be such a bitch, but she was the kind of chick that would die for you if you were her friend. My little spitfire.

Her moans got louder and louder as I worked my cock into her faster. The main door to the bathroom squeaked as it was opened and I quickly covered her mouth with my hand. She opened her mouth and bit my hand in return. The pain wasn't all that bad, but I wasn't pulling away. If someone caught us, they might end up kicking us out.

While I didn't care about not being able to come back to this restaurant, I wanted to cum before I left!

I slowed my thrusts while the other woman used the restroom. By the time she finally finished and washed her hands and left, I could feel my balls aching for release. At the rate I was pumping into her, I wouldn't have been able to cum. I finally pulled my hand away from her mouth and she called out, "Fucking plow me, baby. I'm so close!"

"That makes both of us. Inside or out?" I asked.

"Inside, I'm on birth control," she said.

There were few things better than filling a woman with cum so I wasn't going to argue with her. My hands slid down her back and pushed under her shirt. I ran it up her torso and let it pool around her shoulders. My hands cupped her breasts through her bra and I pulled her closer to me.

Angel's warm back pressed against my torso and I slammed into her hard enough to nearly knock her feet out from under her. Each hard thrust made my balls slap against her and my breathing got heavier as I neared my climax.

She let out a hissing breath as her pussy clenched my cock. Her inner walls massaged my shaft as I pumped into her and her arms and legs went limp. Angel's weight wasn't enough to bother me in the slightest, being in the military forced me to keep myself in good shape. Holding her hundred pound frame was a walk in the park, besides, there was something satisfying about using her as a fuck toy while she came.

A stream of juices sprayed forth from her and she let out a high-pitched cry that I was sure someone probably heard. I couldn't keep myself together after that display of sheer bliss.

My cock pounded into her and I let out a deep groan as I felt my balls tightening up. With a few final, vicious strokes into her cunt, my hot, thick cum started shooting into her. Rope after rope of my orgasm filled her to the brim and I could feel it trickling down my shaft as she moaned.

"S-So full," she murmured.

"It's been a little while since I've cum," I said with a smirk.

She put her hands over mine and pressed them tight against her breasts, "W-Want to hear that secret?"

I ground my softening cock into her and whispered, "I forgot about that, sure. I think I earned it."

Angel turned to look at me as best she could and smiled. She kissed me and then pulled away from me and pulled her panties up, then her pants. Once she was dressed again, she spoke in a hushed tone, "I'm not on birth control."

I felt a jolt of fear run through me, "W-Wait what?"

"All that cum inside me, you're definitely going to end up being a mother. You should know by now, Lacey. I always get what I want," she purred.

I wanted to be mad at her but I couldn't bring myself to be that upset. She'd made it pretty clear that she wanted to be with me and I couldn't see that being all that bad. Besides, the military took care of families and I was twenty-four. I wasn't going to get any younger and I'd always wanted to have a family.

Just because she went about it underhanded, I didn't much mind. That didn't mean she was going to get off the hook easily though.

"You're coming to dinner with my family tomorrow. You're going to tell them that you've been talking to me for six months and then you're going to tell them you love me. Think you can do that?" I asked.

She smirked and slid back down to her knees and looked up at me, "That's not hard. I do love you, Lacey. You might be mad at me now, but I know you're not the kind of woman to just let people struggle by when you can make a difference. Besides, a good soldier needs someone to take care of them when they come home, right?"

As I opened my mouth to agree with her, she took my cock fully into her mouth and bobbed slowly while using her tongue to clean my cock. How could I even stay mad at her? It's not like I didn't want her all along, I just hated that she made the move that glued us together.

A year later, my little Angel and my daughter Trish were the light of my life. We got married later that year at my parent's house on the fourth of July. There were more than a few explosions that happened that night, one of which probably would end up with my second child being on the way.

It was strange to think that my lover managed to trick me into this life. If only she knew that I would have worked so much harder to get her.


Story Six

Fertile for the Futa

Tracy Cheats with the Pool Cleaner


Every second Tuesday and third Thursday of the month were tests of my patience and loyalty to my wife. We’ve been together for six years and in those six years, I’ve loved her so very much. But that didn’t mean my lust was satiated. As much as I appreciated what she’d done for me, I couldn’t deny that my cravings were far more overwhelming than hers.

Having a millionaire wife was a great benefit for me. She encouraged me to stay at home and keep the house clean if that’s what I wanted. Hell, she encouraged me to do anything I damn well pleased. She had what she liked to call “Fuck you” money. The kind of money that she could throw around instead of having to answer to someone.

While that was nice, she also gave me a pretty sizable allowance. Sure, at the age of twenty-eight, I didn’t really need to have an allowance. I knew how lucky I was to have her in my life, but I wasn’t going to deny that when our pool cleaner came twice a week that I wasn’t tempted.

She was one of the most beautiful women I’d ever met in my life. If it wasn’t for the fact that I’d probably lose everything by playing around with her, I’d have done it by now. That didn’t make it any easier when she got out of her car and walked up to the front entrance. I buzzed her in and she headed straight to the outdoor pool. That one was harder to clean than our indoor pool, but she never complained.

Up until today, I’d never had a reason to really interact with her all that much. I knew that it would be better if I just stayed away from the temptation.

My willpower wasn’t the strongest…

I called my wife but she didn’t answer. That was normal, so I left her a voicemail, “Hey, baby, the pool cleaner made it here on time again. You know, she’s actually pretty good about that. Anyway, I wanted to tell you that I love you and I miss you. I hope you can make it home before Friday.”

Playing phone tag with my wife sucked, but she didn’t make it to the top of her corporation by being a slacker. When it came to her work, she was one of the most devoted women I knew.

Devotion… That was something that made me feel a little shameful. Even as I was telling my wife that I loved her, my eyes were on the pool girl. She was shimmying out of her pants after having already taken her shirt off. The bright red bikini she had on didn’t leave much to the imagination and I could already feel my cock rising as she started her duties.

Morgan usually took about an hour to clean the outside pool and a little longer to clean the indoor pool room. While it wasn’t as large as our outdoor pool, my wife was far more strict about what Morgan was supposed to do there. It was to be spotless, from the pool itself to the floor, even the walls.

My wife didn’t play around when it came to paying for a good service, but if it wasn’t done right, there was hell to pay. So far, our employee hadn’t disappointed us once. I just got a far different sense of satisfaction than my wife did. Morgan was just turning twenty and struggling her way through college, so when I recommended we find someone to help take some of the cleaning off my shoulders, my wife turned up with Morgan.

Apparently, Morgan was the daughter of one of my wife’s employees. That didn’t mean much of anything to me. All I could really think about when it came to Morgan was her tight round ass and those pleasantly perky breasts. I’d never really had much of a conversation with her and I was scared to get too close. The little bitch was a tease!

When she saw that I was watching her, she would intentionally bend over far more often than she needed to. Any time she could lick her lips while making eye contact with me was a chance for her to see just how hard she could make me. I didn’t want to end up cheating on my wife. But sometimes, things happen that are out of our control. Sometimes, you’ve just got to follow your heart, or your cock, whichever one is screaming the loudest at the time.

I was watching Morgan from our second-floor balcony. So far, I didn’t think she knew I was there, but I could be wrong. The woman was pretty quick to get started with her work even if no one was there to make sure she was doing anything. As she was about to get into the pool, I heard a scream and watched in horror as her right foot slipped on the wet tile around the edge of the pool.

Morgan crashed onto the ground with her left leg dropping into the pool and her right staying out. The result was her crotch slamming against the unforgiving smooth, rounded tile. She tumbled into the pool after her fall and started screaming bloody murder.

I couldn’t blame her at all! I rushed downstairs and outside with nothing but my underwear on, something I knew I would end up regretting. Even as I knelt down at the pool’s edge, offering her my hand, Morgan looked at me curiously and used my help to get out of the pool.

She laid on her back with her legs spread wide and snaked a hand down to her crotch to start massaging the pain away. What she was doing was only natural and I would have done the same, but my eyes were seeing a far different picture than the one in my mind. Morgan was pushing her wet panties into her pussy and there was no denying her puffy lips were visible.

While I was genuinely concerned about her, I couldn’t stop my body from reacting to the sight. “Morgan, are you alright? Do you want me to call an ambulance?” I asked with concern in my voice.

“N-No, I’ll be fine in a little bit, it just really fucking hurts,” she whined.

I smiled weakly at her, “Do you think you could make it inside? I can grab a towel to put down on the couch and you can rest for a little while.”

“Could you help me inside please, Mrs. Tracy?” she asked.

My cheeks paled. As I stood up and offered her my hand, I could feel my the warm, summer breeze wafting over my exposed cock. Morgan paused for a second and took my hand. After I got her up, I put my arm around her waist and started guiding her in. From the bright red color in her cheeks, I could tell that she caught an eyeful.

We both awkwardly wandered our way into the living room and I hurried into the bathroom to get her a large, fluffy towel to lay on. When I came back and laid it on the couch, she laid down on it and once again spread her legs to start trying to ease her pain. This time, she wasn’t just looking to see if she’d bruised her poor muff. Her eyes were glued to my cock. As desperate as I was to make this less painful for the both of us, I couldn’t deny that she’d only made the situation worse.

My wife didn’t decide to marry me just because I was a sweet-natured person. Admittedly, she wanted a bit of a trophy wife. One that had a little more in her panties than most women. I didn’t mind that she initially had me as an escort for her. Then again, I never expected to truly fall in love with her either. But that was years ago. Surely, it was only natural to start lusting after others?

Morgan smiled weakly and mumbled, “Sorry about this.”

“Trust me, I am too. I won’t pretend that I’m not turned on right now and I know that’s a little wrong of me, but I hope you understand,” I mumbled.

“Don’t worry, it’s okay. I won’t tell Mrs. Abby,” she said.

I shrugged, “That would depend on what you told her. Phrasing about how this situation happened would really be important, don’t you think?”

She chuckled and slid her hand into her bikini. The action seemed harmless enough, but it didn’t take long for me to see that she was just masturbating at this point. Her eyes never left my cock and I had to pretend that I didn’t notice as she started talking again.

“I could see how she would be upset if I told her that you got hard after I got in the pool. Then again, she doesn’t have to know about my little accident at all,” she said.

Her hips ground into the couch as she continued rubbing herself and I sighed heavily, “She wouldn’t know much of anything, but you’d have to stay around and finish up your job if you wanted it to seem like you didn’t hurt yourself.”

“The pain isn’t going to stick around for too long. I don’t have any cuts or anything, the rounded tile hurt, but it can’t be worse than taking that thing you’ve got there,” she said as she nodded towards my cock.

I sighed heavily and reached down to grasp my shaft. There was no denying that this was horribly wrong. Morgan was a horny college woman and I was a desperate-for-attention housewife. I didn’t blame Abby for working so much and I wasn’t going to pretend that I didn’t love being with her when she was here. But she wasn’t here. Almost ever.

The friends I did have weren’t really mine. They were hers. When I agreed to marry her and truly be her wife, I had to break away from a lot of the people I used to know. Not because Abby made me, but because all they would want from that point on would be handouts from my wife. The circle of friends I used to have was usually the same as myself… Street workers.

But I managed to get broken out of that situation before I got too mired in the murk. I let it change me, then again, it was hard not to. Going from struggling to put food on the table to living in a huge house with a massive yard and things that I could only have dreamed of was a huge culture shock.

Could Abby really expect me to give up the physical pleasures I used to love, though?

With Morgan acting as flirtatious as she was, I couldn’t help but want to show her just wrong she was about my cock hurting her. If she was patient, all she would feel was ecstasy.

“Shame you wouldn’t be able to find out. My wife would fire you in a heartbeat if she found out that you were talking about my cock,” I said.

“Are you going to tell her,” Morgan asked with fear in her voice.

I chuckled and shook my head, “Only if you don’t lie about what you’re doing right now.”

Morgan’s cheeks flushed and she used her other hand to pull her bikini down enough to show me that her fingers were running through her soaked lips. I could guess that the pool wasn’t the reason her pussy was soaked. At least, not the only reason.

“S-Sorry, I’ve just been a little deprived of the things I enjoy lately,” she said.

I cocked my head to the side, “How is that not hurting?”

As bad as the fall looked, I couldn’t imagine that she could really touch herself without causing herself a lot of pain.

She pushed the bikini panties further down her thighs and mumbled, “It wasn’t a real fall.”

“Excuse me?” I asked.

“I saw you watching me from the balcony and I couldn’t help but wonder why you were staring at me. S-So I faked it. I wanted to know what your problem was,” she mumbled.

I glared at her, “So you faked an injury to try and bitch at me for staring at you?”

She nodded.

A heat surged through me and I reached between her thighs and pushed her hand away from her pussy. My hand tightly pressed against her slit and she let out a hissing gasp, “So you mean to tell me that you dressing up in a bikini and prancing around my house is just supposed to be ignored? I’ve never made a move on you. Ever. But here you are, acting upset that I was looking at you when you practically just asked me to fuck you?”

“S-Sorry! I just didn’t like the idea of a stranger eye-fucking me!” she cried.

My fingers pinched her clit and she whimpered loudly but stayed still. “I’ll do what I damn well please in my own house, Morgan. It’s a shame that you couldn’t have been a little sweeter.”

I relaxed my hand and slid two fingertips into her entrance, “Hell, if you’d have kept up the act, I might have just fucked you like you wanted me to.”

Her eyes met with mine and I could see the desperation flickering in those hazel eyes, “W-Wait, you would fuck me?”

“Maybe. I’ve been a little pent up, but after hearing that, I don’t know if I could trust you to keep your mouth shut. Would you just lie to my face and tell my wife?”

She shook her head, “G-God no, I’d lose my job and get you in trouble. That sounds so stupid, even for me. Y-You and I could have a little fun twice a month… If your wife was too busy at work.”

I couldn’t deny that she made that sound like a damn good option. Admittedly, I’d been toying with the idea of cheating on my wife already. I knew it was wrong and that I was risking my stability. On the other hand, I’d been saving a lot of the money she gave me and even if she did decide to divorce me, I’d still have enough money to last a few years comfortably.

Maybe the risk was worth the reward. From what I heard online, cumming in someone that you knew you shouldn’t always felt so much better than doing it with the partner you had available. I wasn’t going to pretend that I wasn’t interested to see if the internet wasn’t all lies.

“So what would I have to do if I fucked you? You plan on blackmailing me and using it against me?” I asked as I slid my fingers deeper into her.

She moaned quietly and shook her head, “No, ma’am! I j-just want something to do when I come over here. It’s such a nice house and I’d like to say I’ve lived the fancy life…”

“I don’t know if getting fucked on my couch would make you fancy, Morgan. Then again, I don’t know if I should even let you enjoy the thought of being fucked,” I pulled my fingers from her pussy.

Morgan looked at my cock and whimpered, “How can you say that when you’re turned on? Wouldn’t it just make sense to fuck me and take care of yourself? It’s not even about me!”

I bit my tongue to keep from smiling. She was playing right into the positioned I wanted her to be in. If this was to work out, I needed her to be completely desperate for my cock. Without stroking my ego too much, there was a reason that I was making decent money as an escort. While I didn’t like selling my body, I knew how to make my clients tip very well.

“I think it’s still about you. Even if I was fucking you, you’d be getting what you want. So how do I know I’ll get what I want?” I asked.

“I’ll do anything. Even anal, I don’t care how big you are!”

I chuckled and started working her panties down her legs while I spoke quietly, “And if I wanted to cum inside your tight little pussy?”

She hesitated for a moment, “Then I’d let you. I want to try this so bad, Tracy. I’ve had a few guys at college, but they’re tiny compared to you. I don’t know if I’d ever get this chance again.”

There was no denying that she was saying what I wanted to hear. As fucked up as it was, I’d always dreamed of getting a random person pregnant. The risk might have been why I found it so appealing, but most of the time, fantasies didn’t really need a reason to exist. They just did.

I spread her legs and enjoyed the sight of her glistening folds. Her hips gyrated slowly as she waited expectantly for me to slide between her legs and start pounding her. I desperately wanted to fuck her, but I knew that this was about making her feel like she’d somehow gotten what she wanted.

Instead of diving right in, I slid my panties down and took them off before unclasping my bra. My heavy breasts fell free and I ran my hands up my stomach and then cupped them. “I don’t know, Morgan. I’m starting to wonder if you even deserve to feel my cock. Liars aren’t my favorite people to reward.”

“I promise, I’ll never lie to you again. J-Just your wife,” she stammered.

“Oh, so now it’s okay to lie to my wife?” I teased.

“N-Not about anything but what we do when she’s not here!”

I smiled down at her and reached down to stroke my long, thick cock, “I don’t know if I should trust you. How about this, Morgan. You show up half an hour earlier to get your work done from now on. On top of that, you let me take a few pictures of you sitting around doing nothing.”

“W-Why?”

“So that I have a little leverage. If you start trying to fuck me over, I can just tell my wife that you’re lying to her and show her them. Who would she believe? The pool girl who probably just wants paid to do minimal work or her hard-working wife who has to do your job for you?” I asked.

She pouted for a moment before she mumbled, “Fine…”

“Good girl,” I cooed.

Morgan looked down at my cock and then to her pussy and mumbled, “C-Can I have it now?”

I nodded my head and put one knee on the couch. With as large as I was, it always took a little repositioning after I got the first few inches of my cock inside my partner. As soon as my thick crown pressed against her tight entrance, I knew that she was going to end up being a screamer.

The good news was that my wife shouldn’t be home before Friday. If she managed to show up three days earlier, I was just going to have to accept that the cosmos wanted to fuck me.

I pushed into her pussy and let out a quiet groan that was covered out by Morgan’s hissing moan. There was no denying that she was either nearly never fucked or the guys that did just had really average cocks. Her tightness was definitely my reward for dealing with her flirtatious teasing all these months.

After what she’d put me through, I really wouldn’t be lying to my wife if I told her that our pool girl was a bit of a problem. I would just prefer to deal with this problem in my way instead of firing her. Making this little slut into my personal cocksleeve would work out well for me. Even if it was just twice a month, I would still finally have an outlet that wasn’t my wife for my desires.

Besides, as much as I loved my wife, I couldn’t deny that Morgan’s pussy was far nicer. Her walls gripped my cock and she lifted her hips to make it easier for me to slide deeper into her. Once I was almost halfway inside her, I had to lift Morgan’s left leg up to my shoulder and I held onto it with my right arm. Her leg lifting away made her hips tilt and her pussy’s grip around my cock got even more snug.

I let out a low moan as I slid further into her. When I felt resistance inside her, I knew that I’d hit her cervix, but I didn’t want to stop. She hissed quietly but made no attempt to get me off her. So I did what felt right to me and pushed my hips harder into her. My crown pierced her innermost depths and she grunted from the initial pain.

“It’s going to get easier, Morgan,” I purred.

She nodded her head a few times but said nothing. Instead, she lifted her torso slightly from the couch and reached behind her back to untie her bra. Morgan tossed it to the side and I smiled as she used her hands to start playing with her nipples.

I didn’t bother trying to make this into a passionate session. She wanted to be fucked and I wanted to cheat on my wife. That’s all there was to this. I wasn’t going to pretend to love her, so she could accept what I was going to do to her or quit her job. Either result was fine by me!

I pumped into her with long, deep strokes to get her used to my size. With each motion, she let out a whimpering cry and continued playing with her nipples. The sounds coming from her had me questioning just how experienced she was. As slutty as she pretended to be, I’d barely started and she already sounded like she was about to cum!

My wife rarely made any sounds beyond a few gasps when she came and I filled her pussy with my seed. Morgan was a welcome relief. After learning how to make my partners scream in delight, going to someone like Abby made me question if I was ever that good.

Morgan’s whimpering moans and occasional pleasured screams left no doubt in my mind. Even though it was so wrong, I couldn’t pretend that it didn’t feel right. My wife should understand that I get lonely, right?

Even though I went into this with no intention of making this a consistent thing, I started to think more seriously about Morgan’s offer to do this more. Sure, it was risky, but damn, I couldn’t deny that this adrenaline rush coupled with her tight pussy didn’t make me feel so much more alive!

My hips slammed into hers. Each time I bottomed out in her depths, my heavy balls slapped against her and she moaned my name. I shouldn’t have let myself get so attached to this feeling. Morgan might have tried to manipulate me in the beginning, but I knew that she was mine now.

Her core tightened and she screamed my name as she bucked her hips desperately into my thrusts. Morgan’s walls spasmed around my cock and I felt a burst of her wet juices spray onto my lower abdomen as I continued to hammer into her.

Each time my cock pierced her cervix, I felt myself growing closer to my own orgasm. The measured strokes I was taking became nothing more than lust-driven thrusts into her. All I could feel was her tight walls massaging my cock with each pump into her. The moans that poured from her were something I’d been deprived of for years and my inevitable end came too soon.

I would have loved to stretch this out over the course of an hour, but I couldn’t hold out that long. Morgan had done what my wife couldn’t. She made me weak.

I slammed into her depths one final time and in my pleasured state of mind, I did the one thing that I knew I shouldn’t. My lips pressed against Morgan’s as my cock throbbed within her. With each heavy shot of cum into her womb, I deepened our kiss. By the time the last of my potent seed filled her depths, I’d fully invested to making out with our pool girl. I should have known better than share something that wasn’t just physical.

As much as I hated to admit it. I was starting to look forward to seeing Morgan. Sadly for my wife, I could see myself wanting more than just Morgan’s tight pussy.

After a few moments, I broke the kiss and pulled my softening cock out of her. “You know, if you get pregnant, I’m sure I could find a way to tell my wife a sob story for you.” I leaned back in and kissed her forehead, “A live-in maid to keep me company while my wife was gone would do wonders to make me feel less alone.”

“Y-You’d do that for me?” she asked.

“For you, and for our child,” I purred.


Story Seven

Fertile for the Futa

Nikki and a Hotwife on Camera


“Nikki, you know I wouldn’t ask you to come over if it wasn’t serious. I hate to do this to you, but I don’t know anyone else I could ask,” Julie said.

“But why can’t you talk to me about it over the phone? It’s a two-hour drive, Julie. That’s a little far to go to see an ex,” I mumbled.

As wonderful as what we used to have was, I didn’t know if it would even be worth it to go see her. I could hope that it was to rekindle our old flame, but from what I understood, she was married now.

Julie sighed, “Please come see me. I know it’s unfair that I can’t tell you anything yet, but I need you to be here in person. It’s not something I could ask you over the phone. I’ll pay for the gas. If you want a hotel room, I’ll cover that as well. Just… Please.”

“Fine. I was hoping to spend my weekend taking a little self-care time, but I guess that’s not as important to you as it is to me,” I said.

“Nikki, please don’t say that. I know that we didn’t end things on the best of terms, but I still want you to know that you’re one of the few people I hold dear to my chest. It’s just hard to talk to you without feeling like I’m bringing up old memories,” she said.

“I’ll talk to you tomorrow,” I said and hung up the phone.

There was no doubt in my mind that she wanted something from me, I just didn’t know what that something was. Once upon a time, I would have done anything for Julie. Now, I couldn’t be sure that I wasn’t just being hopeful and holding onto something that might not exist.

If I was, then being short with her wasn’t the way to go about bridging the gap we let come between us. Between her not reaching and me not forgiving her for cheating on me, I didn’t know if I could really see this working out. But there was that part of me that really wanted it to.

The next morning, I packed a few sets of clothes and got in my car to head over to her. It wasn’t the longest drive I’d ever been on, but for something so uncertain, I continued to question my motivations.

By the time I pulled into her driveway, I’d managed to convince myself that this was for closure. That I would be able to tell her what was on my mind face-to-face and we’d be done. Then she stepped out of her front door. Even in her pajamas, she looked like an angel. Her blonde hair fell around her neck and she looked like she just woke up a few moments before I showed up. In short, she looked just like the woman I used to be in love with.

As I got out of the car, I spoke quietly, “You look good.”

“Thanks. Don’t sell yourself short though, you’ve been hitting the gym!” she said.

That much was true. I had to do something to deal with my feelings of betrayal. Julie hurt me pretty bad, but I couldn’t admit that a large part of me still missed her. I should have been able to accept that she was drunk when it happened. Her apology was sincere, but I couldn’t stomach the thought of another cock inside her.

She was my first partner… My only partner.

“Yeah, I’ve been trying to stay in shape. I wouldn’t want to get too flabby. You know how insecure I can be.”

Julie smiled at me and headed over to grab my suitcase out of the car, “Thanks for coming.”

“You’re welcome, but what’s this about?” I asked.

She nodded towards the door, “I’ll tell you once we’re inside.”

I didn’t argue with her. She used to wear the pants in our relationship and following her lead just felt so natural. Once we were inside, she brought me into the living room and sat down on the couch. I sat down beside her and turned to face her, “So?”

“Nikki, this is not something I want to bring anyone into. But I feel like I have no other choice. Do you remember Johnny?”

“From high school?”

“Yeah, that one. Well, he’s in the army, over in Afghanistan. He proposed to me last year and we got married shortly before he deployed,” she said.

My face contorted and I tried to put on a tough face, but that was news I didn’t want to hear. I’d seen some of her posts online, but I held out hope that she was somehow in a fake relationship. The things I would do to believe that she was still as much in love with me as I was with her…

“What about him?” I asked.

She sighed and ran a hand through her hair, “He wants to have a kid.”

The words took the breath from my lungs. This was real now. I couldn’t have her back. No matter what. Tears started to pool in my eyes and she let out a soft sigh and sat closer to me. She put her arms around my shoulders and spoke softly, “That’s not the part that I was afraid of you hearing.”

“W-What do you mean?” I asked as the tears started to streak down my cheeks.

“Nikki, he’s firing blanks. He wanted me to go through the in-vitro process, but that’s not something I wanted to do. So…”

The realization of what she was asking nearly toppled me. It wasn’t bad enough that Johnny had the woman I craved, but now she was wanting me to get her pregnant. For him?!

“W-What the fuck is this shit!” I asked.

She hugged me tighter and spoke softly, “I wish that was all. Nikki, he’s not going to let me have your child if you don’t agree to be a part of their life. I don’t know how to say this, but he wants to share me with you. He doesn’t want to be involved with him romantically. I get that, and it’s awful. But I miss you, Nikki. I miss you so fucking bad and if you think that I don’t regret that night more than any other, you’re horribly wrong.”

Why was this such a bitter pill to swallow? She was offering me a way back into her life, but I’d have to share her? Johnny and I never really got along. He didn’t like that I was feminine back before I transitioned, and now that I had a much more feminine body, he seemed to dislike that people accepted me. In short, he was an asshole. But he was all that was standing between me and Nikki. The woman I still clung to even after the things she put me through.

I shouldn’t have been so desperate to accept this kind of offer.

“What do I do?” I mumbled.

“You tell me how to make this work for you, Nikki. I don’t know how to do this. I’ve never had to admit how bad I’ve fucked up before. Look, I know it’s not right to ask you to do this for me. But if I can’t have the baby, then I can’t have you. If I can’t have you, I don’t want Johnny. This isn’t the life I wanted to live, Nikki,” she said.

The tears continued to flow as I felt a rage build within me. She’s right, it wasn’t fair. I pushed her away, just out of arms reach so I wouldn’t do anything stupid, “You’re not wrong. This isn’t right. Suddenly, out of nowhere, you want me back? That might be kind of sweet if you weren’t only doing this so you could have a child with him!”

Julie nodded and mumbled, “I deserve that. Let it all out, Nikki.”

“You think it’s fair to me to get called out of the blue? I’ve been trying to move on for months without you! You think that a little booze is enough to excuse what you did to me? What you did to us? Fuck no, it isn’t an excuse! I love you, Julie. I still do, but I’m not going to be your side piece. If Johnny wants this to happen, then he can damn well watch and know why what we had was so fucking special.”

She nodded her head, “I’m okay with that.”

I was just about to go into another tirade when I processed what she said. “N-No, you’re not okay with that! He wouldn’t be able to sleep with you if he saw us together.”

“I don’t know that, and I don’t care. He’s a nice guy, Nikki, but he’s not you. If he decides that he can’t handle what he said he could, then fuck him. I don’t need him in my life if I have you. But there is something I want you to know before we tell him your stipulation,” she said.

Of all the things I expected to happen when I said those things, this wasn’t one. She should have been angry with me. Julie should have told me to get out of her house, to go back to our hometown and rot.

Anything she said would have been better than the words that came out of her mouth, “I only had two beers that night.”

At first, my mind jumped to the conclusion that she was sober when she cheated on me. Then I realized why her tone was so somber. “Y-You were drugged?”

For the first time in years, I saw Julie’s soft blue eyes flood with tears. Sure, she’d cried before, but that was usually when she thought she hurt me. I knew that she wasn’t the type to fake anything. But that went against what she just told me. If she was drugged, why wouldn’t she have just told me in the first place?

She nodded her head and this time, I was the one to wrap her in a hug. Julie put her head on my chest and spoke softly, “I didn’t know how to tell anyone. I didn’t want to go to the police. But if I didn’t, then I knew that no one would believe me. I couldn’t tell you because you would have probably killed Carl. I didn’t want you to ruin your life because of m-me.”

Hearing her voice break made my soul shrivel up. Why couldn’t she just tell me what happened in the first place? At least then, I could have been there for her. I wouldn’t have made things so much worse for her.

“If I would have known, everything would have been different,” I whispered.

“That’s what scared me the most, Nikki. I couldn’t imagine a world where I was the one being taken care of. I didn’t understand what I was losing when I pushed you away from me,” she looked into my eyes. “If I wasn’t so stupid, I wouldn’t have ever got into this situation.”

I started stroking my fingers through her hair, “You’re not stupid, baby. You were trying to protect me. I don’t know from what. I don’t know why you would let me believe that lie for so long. But I always knew that something felt wrong about that night.”

“What we had… What I hope we still have meant so much to me, Nikki. I don’t want to lose you. If Johnny lets me have you back, I’ll do whatever it takes to keep you. I don’t care if that means I’ll lose him. I’ve made mistakes, baby… Please don’t let me make more,” she said.

I rocked her back and forth slowly as I whispered, “I won’t, Julie… But what do I do about my job? My apartment?”

“Quit and find a way out of your lease. I’m sure you can find someone to take it over for you. Worst case scenario, I’ll pay the rent for you, Nikki. I miss you and I promise that I’ll do anything to have you back. Anything,” she repeated.

She wiped her eyes on her shirt and then let out a deep breath, “I’m going to need a shower. I’ll send Johnny an email and let him know that he’ll need to be on the computer for a little while later. It’s the weekend and he was talking to me yesterday about this. I know he’s fine with us being together, but I don’t know how he’s going to take to seeing you with me.”

“We’ll figure it out, baby,” I said quietly. “Let’s take that shower together, okay?”

I didn’t want to leave her alone. Hell, I didn’t want to be left alone. After all this time of believing she truly cheated on me, I think the truth was worse than the lie. If I’d known how badly Carl hurt her mentally, she was right, I would have killed him. But he’d been out of state since that incident and it made a lot more sense as to why.

She typed an email and then we headed to the shower. It was nice to see her again and I couldn’t pretend that I wasn’t still attracted to her. I couldn’t shake the feeling that this might be a mistake, though. If I did let myself get attached to her again just to lose her, I don’t know if I’d be able to bounce back from that a second time.

Julie was my everything at one point and I’ve missed her every day since. But I couldn’t know if this risk was one I should take. Maybe it would be best if I just went back home and let this opportunity pass me by.

But I knew that I wouldn’t be able to live my life in peace knowing that I left her when she needed me the most. Not a second time. If I didn’t force her to leave before, we would have still been together. I wanted to beat myself up for my actions of the past, but how could I? With the knowledge I had at the time, I felt like I was standing up for myself. That was something Julie always wanted me to do.

After our shower, she opened her laptop and saw the message, “He’ll have the computer in about an hour… Are you sure you want to do this?”

“Honestly, no. I’m not sure. But I know that if I don’t, I’ll probably end up doing something stupid if I go home. I don’t want to miss this opportunity, baby. But I can’t pretend that I’m fond of sharing you. You know how I felt about it before, and I know how I still feel about it now. But I can’t just let this go. If you’re not fucking with me, then there is a chance that Johnny won’t like this and that he’ll be gone. It’s selfish, but I want you to myself again at some point. If that means I have to wait a few years for him to realize that you don’t love him, then that’s fine,” I said.

She cringed, “I hate to admit that I don’t love him though. It makes this past year and a half feel so much worse. I’d prefer not to talk about that if we can avoid it, babe.”

I nodded and wrapped my arms around her stomach, “But I do know that we used to talk about having a baby. You always said that you should have been the one that had the cock.”

“But I don’t. So that means that even though you knock me up, you get to be the mommy.”

I chuckled and kissed her neck. It felt wrong for this to be so easy. To just go back to the way things used to be. Maybe that food I had last night was poisoned and this was just my version of heaven. I would be fine with that. Only if it meant I could have my Julie again.

She put her hands over mine and spoke softly, “If you want to wear a condom and fuck me from behind, he wouldn’t know the difference.”

“Julie, I’m fine with this. Even if it doesn’t work out, I know that you’ve always wanted to be a parent. I get that. And I love you for it. If you don’t want to take the risk, tell me. Otherwise, we might as well do what we said we were going to do, right?”

“I want the kid, Nikki, but not for Johnny. I don’t care if he enjoys what we’re about to do or not,” she said.

I let go of her and turned her around to face me. After a second of looking into her eyes, I leaned forward and kissed her. She didn’t fight back or even try to take the lead. This wasn’t the same Julie I’d been with before, but she wasn’t completely foreign to me either.

I broke the kiss and spoke softly, “Just come back with me. We don’t have to involve him at all. If he isn’t what you want, then we’ll figure life out over there.”

“We can’t do that. The military takes care of their families. Our child would have a much better future if Johnny was still in the picture, even if it was only legally,” she said.

Maybe Johnny could be useful for something after all. I didn’t want his money, but if it would make Julie happy, I’d let him claim our child for the time being. If things went downhill, I could always order a paternity test.

We continued to chat for a little longer. When she finally got a video call from her husband, butterflies danced circles in my stomach. Up to this point, I didn’t let things really sink in. Now, it was happening. She answered the call, “Johnny, I’m going to mute you. Not to be too mean, but I really don’t want the distraction while we’re doing this.”

“I understand that. I miss you, baby,” he said.

She clicked the mute button, “Miss you too.”

Julie got up from the desk and angled the laptop to have a view of the sofa. She put her hands on my waist and whispered, “I don’t want you to put on a show, baby. He’s not going to see what we do after the first time, not if you don’t want him to. Are you still okay with this?”

“I have to be, Julie. I love you,” I muttered.

She nodded and kissed me gently before taking a step back so she could start stripping. I wasn’t quite sure how comfortable I was with Johnny seeing me like this, but I didn’t have a choice. Then again, it’s not like I had to be ashamed of myself. Even before I transitioned, I had a nice body.

Julie stayed up many nights holding me and making sure that I knew that she loved it, even if I didn’t always believe her. It was strange to think things had come full circle. I had my end of the deal to hold up though. So I slid my hands into my shorts and pushed them down to my ankles.

I slid off my shirt and unclasped my bra before finally looking back up to see Julie. Her lithe frame was just like I remembered it, if not a little more toned now. I glanced at the laptop and rolled my eyes when I saw Johnny’s arm moving. It wasn’t hard to tell what he was doing.

She stepped over to the couch and got on her hands and knees on the comfortable cushions. I hesitantly followed her over. Julie was the only woman I’d ever experienced anything with. So having someone watch us just made this feel wrong, but I couldn’t deny that it was a little exhilarating. Regardless of our feelings for one another, I was still about to sleep with a man’s wife in front of him.

There was nothing he could do for her right now that I couldn’t do. Hold her, comfort her, kiss her, make love to her… Those were things he couldn’t really do from his position. I respected him for enlisting, but I couldn’t imagine leaving Julie behind while he was deployed. I knew that wasn’t his choice, but I would have done everything in my power to get out of the service and get back to the most wonderful woman in the world.

Even though she hurt me before, I understood why now. She had her own demons to deal with and she didn’t want to expose me to them. Even when Julie hurt me, she did it to protect me.

That was the reason I could so easily find comfort in her presence again. I knelt behind her and guided my crown to her entrance. Her wet folds welcomed my cock like they used to and I let out a soft moan as I slid into her. Inch after inch of my length buried in her pussy and she pushed back against me.

“F-Fuck I missed this so much, baby,” she said.

I put my hands on her hips and spoke softly, “I did too.”

It was still difficult to accept that she wasn’t going to be mine and mine alone, but having her in my life at all was better than the alternative. Maybe I would get hurt again, but that was a risk I had to take.

I pumped into her slowly to start. As used to her body as I was, her pussy was tighter than it used to be. I doubted Johnny could stretch her the way I could. Hell, I doubted he could even make her cum. Her body was as familiar to me as it was when we were together.

My hand slid around her waist and I rubbed her clit as I started working into her depths faster. It never took me long to finish with Julie, but I always loved every second we were together. Her hips backed into mine and her moans continued to get louder as I finally had to stop playing with her sensitive bead.

Julie’s back arched as she tried to take more of my cock. Before long, I’d finally managed to bury myself fully inside her with each stroke. Her drenched pussy made a wet smacking sound every time I hammered into her and before long, I started to forget why I could ever have been mad at her.

There was nothing more rewarding in this world than the love of my partner. Feeling that validation, that desire to genuinely be with me, it was something I craved. Since Julie had left my life, I could admit that things had gotten rough. This was my chance to make it all better. To make up for not being there for her when she needed me the most.

I tried to ignore the ever-shifting image on the laptop’s screen. He seemed to be enjoying the show, but that was typical of that kind of guy. Johnny might not be the same asshole he used to be, but I still didn’t like him. Until he proved to me that he deserved to be with Julie, he was nothing more than an annoyance.

Julie, my sweet lover, wanted a family. My cock was nearly a blur as I worked my hips as fast and hard as I could into her depths. If she wanted anything, I would do everything in my power to give it to her. Johnny was nothing but a stepping stone for me. Even if I couldn’t ever have her to myself, she was still worth being here for. She always had been, I was just too selfish to see that.

Her back arched again and she leaned against me as her core tightened. Julie’s juices unleashed with a pleasured cry that echoed through the living room. Her walls convulsed around my cock and even as I continued to slam into her, I knew I wasn’t going to last any longer.

I put my hands on her hips and held her against me as I let out weak, tired moans. My thighs burned from the effort and my lower back was going to hate me later, but she was worth it. I had to try so much harder for her than usual. I had to prove to her that I deserved to have her love again.

My cock throbbed within her depths and she let out soft moans with each spurt of my thick seed. When I finally finished implanting my seed deep within her, I slowly pulled out and then let myself collapse on top of her.

Julie chuckled and rolled us onto our sides with her being my little spoon. She waved at the camera and a few moments later, the call disconnected.

“I love you, Julie,” I said quietly.

She pressed her hips against mine and mumbled, “Then you’re going to have to do that again here in a few hours. I want to make sure that I get pregnant this weekend. If not, then we’ll fuck three times a day until your cock falls off.”

“If that’s what it takes to make you love me,” I mumbled as my eyelids got heavier.

“Don’t worry,” she let out a loud yawn. “I never stopped loving you.”


Story Eight

Fertile for the Futa

Vanessa Visits her Best Friend


The smile on my face couldn’t be wiped away if I wanted it to. After three months of trying to sync our schedules, my best friend and I were finally going to be able to hang out for a weekend. After college, she went used her graduation money to start up a farm. I, on the other hand, didn’t have such a wealthy family so my crummy nine-to-five was a lot less pleasant.

We were inseparable during school and now, I couldn’t wait to see her again. I missed hanging out with her more than I missed seeing my own family. That might be bad, but she was always the one that was there for me.

As I pulled into the gravel driveway, I could see her figure sitting on the tailgate of her truck with her legs swinging. She waved at me as I got closer and hopped down to meet me at my car. I burst out of my vehicle and wrapped her in a tight hug, “Oh my god, I didn’t know how much I was going to miss you!”

“Calm down, you’ve got two full days with me, sweetie. I know, I know, you want to move in and be my sexy housemaid, but we can’t do that just yet. We’ve both got to get our ducks in a row before we start making those kinds of plans,” Emily said.

I squeezed her tighter and mumbled, “You sure I can’t just work for food? I don’t mind being broke all the time!”

“But I mind, I can’t afford to hire you, sweetie. Besides, working with your friends makes you complacent. So for now, until I own half the town, you’re going to have to keep working away at the office.”

“Mm, but I miss you calling me sweetie,” I mumbled.

She smiled and pulled away from me, “I know, you left your car running just so you could hear me say it again.”

My cheeks warmed and I awkwardly walked to my car and turned it off. How was I supposed to contain myself?

Emily gave me a gentle swat on the ass, “Come on in, I want to show you around.”

I followed her inside the small home and she started pointing out various things, “That’ll be your room when you’re able to move out here. If I don’t end up getting pregnant first. If that happens, that’ll be the baby’s room.”

“Oof, did you already move on?” I asked teasingly.

“Hey, I’m not going to pretend I didn’t enjoy being your roommate, but let’s be real, you never asked to make things official. I haven’t started sleeping around yet, so if you want to secure that spot, you better speak on up,” she said.

I couldn’t tell if she was joking or not. While I wanted to date her, to truly be her girlfriend, I couldn’t escape the feeling that she might be offering me that as an alternative to satiate my pride. Being trans and dating was difficult, but she didn’t make much of an issue out of it for me. Hell, if I did ask her out back in our college days, things might be different now.

Her parents probably wouldn’t appreciate it, but then again, now that she had the farm that might not be such an issue. Emily always knew what she wanted to do with her life. I still couldn’t think of a genuine reason that she wanted someone like me around in the first place. As much as I care about her and want to see her do well, I really was beneath her socially and financially.

Emily patted my shoulder, “Or go silent on me. You know that you can tell me when I’m pushing things too far, Vanessa. You’re my best friend and that should come first, but I won’t pretend that I don’t like you just a teensy bit more because you have a nice cock.”

“Girl, if you keep bringing it up, I’m going to have to pin you down and show you why you should let me move in,” I grumbled.

“Ah, I’ll get through with the tour before I tease you more then,” Emily said. Her smile lit up the room and I felt my heart flutter again. Maybe what we had in college was more than a convenient source of sex.

Emily could tease me all day about going around and fucking random people, but I knew her better. She knew me for a full year before she even told me that she was bisexual. It took another six months for me to tell her I was trans. Then yet another few months before she finally got the balls to make a move on me. After that, the gloves were off and the condoms were on.

She led me outside and showed me around the pastures, “Fifty acres of land. Seriously, fifty. I don’t know why my parents started me out with this much land, but damn it’s convenient. I have six heads of cattle right now and a shit load of chickens. I don’t even know what to do with the rest of the fields right now. Thought about cultivating some of the land and doing a little farming, but I don’t know.”

The day was a little warmer than I would have liked and I mumbled, “Maybe encase it all under a dome, throw on the AC and then we’ll talk?”

Emily chuckled and undid her tied up blouse and tossed it over her shoulder. She sat down on the grass and pulled off her boots before taking her jeans off and then slid the boots back on and tucked her clothes under her arm, “Bra and panties. No one is going to see us anyway, so this is what I typically wear. I thought I’d go for the southern belle thing for you when you got here. Didn’t seem to work.”

I smiled and took off my shirt. The shorts I had on didn’t need to come off yet, “I just thought you’d probably want to see more of me than my cock when I came over, babe. You were the last person I did anything with, I’m kind of not sure how to move on.”

She went quiet for a moment before she stopped walking. I stopped with her and those soft green eyes of hers seemed to smile at me, “I’m in the same boat. I don’t want what we had to feel like it was just a fling. Yeah, dating back then was a little scary, but you’re only three hours away right now. Let’s be real, if you wanted to make this real between us, I would be willing to make things work.”

“I get that, babe. But I don’t want you to feel like all I want is sex. And you know how I feel about distance. I don’t know if I could find work here with my degree, honestly. And seriously, how willing would you be to have me move in and just be a leech for a bit of time while I tried to get my feet under me here,” I said softly.

“Vanessa, if you wanted to be here, I’d let you stay here for years. I don’t want this to be a joke between us. I don’t want to feel alone like I have been recently. If you knew how badly I missed you, you’d understand why I’m the one bringing this up.”

Emily really wasn’t the type of person that liked making decisions like this. I couldn’t say why she was so interested in me, sure the sex was nice, but did she really want me to stick around?

“I know you better than to think this is just to get back to where we were,” I said softly. I put my hand on her shoulder and pulled closer to me and pressed my forehead to hers, “We never got to explore what life could have been with one another if we did get serious. You know that things aren’t going to be simple. Your parents might not appreciate our relationship even on a surface level. Let alone if they found out that I had a dick. Add in the fact that I want kids and they would probably end up doing something stupid.”

Emily wrapped her arms around my lower back and kissed me softly. I missed her sweet lips since she’d been gone. The months seemed to drag by without her and I couldn’t pretend that I was happy with my job.

Life didn’t feel the same way without Emily around. Four years of being good friends and whatever we evolved into… It was four years of my life that I wished would have been longer.

She pressed her hips against mine as she broke the kiss, “I don’t care what they want from me. You’re the person I’ve been wanting since I was little. I used to think I wanted a man to sweep me off my feet.”

Emily gave me a gentle kiss on the nose and continued, “But I don’t think I knew what real love was. Real love isn’t about having someone to make you feel like a stereotypical woman. I don’t need to have someone tell me to get into the kitchen. I just want someone that really cares about me for more than just my body.”

A silly grin spread across my lips and she chuckled before giving me a soft kiss, “Way to ruin the moment. I was going to tell you that I needed you, but I guess that’s just out the window now!”

“No, you can still say it, baby. I just can’t believe that you’re the same nervous girl I met back in freshman year. Lost on your way to your classroom. When I walked you there and sat beside you in that class, I knew that you were going to be a good friend of mine. Call it silly if you want, but I felt like you and I would go far in life. I just didn’t expect things to go this far,” I said.

Emily smiled and unwrapped her arms from my waist and nodded towards the house, “How about we go inside? I don’t think I want to lay in the grass for what I’m about to make you do to me.”

“Oh, now you’re going to make me?” I asked teasingly.

She shot me a wink and started walking towards the house. “If I have to, but something tells me that you’re not going to argue with me.”

She wasn’t wrong. The sway of her hips coupled with those skimpy black panties of hers made it hard for me to keep from getting hard. I didn’t want to make our first day about sex, even if it had been on my mind. If Emily wanted me, I wasn’t going to tell her no.

I didn’t want to tell her no.

As we got back inside, she pulled off her boots and unclasped her bra and let it fall away. Her heavy breasts bounced free and she crossed her arms under them and smiled at me, “Miss these?”

I chuckled and unbuttoned my shorts and slid them down my thighs. My panties did nothing to keep my hard cock out of sight. I ran my hand down my length, “Only about as much as you missed this, babe.”

She gasped, “You’d give up the sun too?”

“I’d give everything up for you, Emily. The tits are just a nice little bonus,” I teased.

“Well aren’t you just a charmer.” Emily hooked her thumbs into her panties and slid them slowly down her legs, “How about we stop talking sweet? I’ve been missing you inside me since I moved out here.”

I unclasped my bra and then worked my panties off. “Do you have a condom?” I asked.

She shook her head, “I don’t want one, not tonight. Never again with you.”

My eyebrow arched, “Are you sure? Seriously, I know I’m horny as fuck, but you know what’s going to happen if I cum inside you.”

“I don’t care how freakish your orgasms are. I’ve been drinking your cum out of a condom for years. It’s about damn time that I’ve finally felt it filling me up, sweetie,” she purred.

My cheeks warmed at the comment. As sweet as we were together, there was no denying that we’d explored some extremely kinky aspects of our sexuality.

“Emily, I want a kid, but I need to know that you’re going to be mine and mine alone before I agree to this,” I mumbled.

She smiled at me and walked closer to me. Her hand slid between us and she grasped my cock and held me against her lips as she ground herself on me. “Baby, that almost sounded like you were asking to finally be exclusive.”

I let out a quiet groan as her wet lips ran along my sensitive shaft, “Emily, we’ve been exclusive for years. We’ve just never put a label on this.”

“Then put a label on it, Vanessa,” she said.

Her other hand reached behind her and she gently rubbed my crown as she moved closer to my base. She always did like how large I was, but damn she was creative with her teasing!

“Emily, I want you to be my girlfriend. But I swear, if I get you pregnant, we’re going to be married before our child comes into this world,” I said.

She kissed me softly before pulling away, “I want you to help me break in my couch, baby. Fuck the bed, I need you now. It’s about time I had my first girlfriend fuck me, right? Twenty-three is a good age for that?”

I put my hands on her shoulders and slowly pushed her away from my cock before guiding her onto the sofa. She looked up at me with the silliest grin and my heart fluttered. There was nothing I wanted more than her in this world right now.

Emily moved her right leg out wide and lifted her left one up to spread herself wide for me. I got on the couch with her and giggled as I tried to get in a comfortable position on top of her. “F-Fuck, I don’t think I’ve ever been this nervous with you, baby.”

“It’s okay, don’t worry, I won’t break up with you if you don’t do a good job,” she purred.

“You’re really milking this, babe. We’ve been practically dating for years already,” I mumbled.

My crown pressed against her entrance and I slowly sank into her. She let out a quiet moan and cupped her breasts with her hands, “Let me have my fun, sweetie.”

I smiled down at her as I pushed deeper inside her. Emily’s tight pussy gripped my cock and I was almost glad that three months had passed before we finally got to do this again. Quitting my job would probably come as a surprise to my coworkers, but I already knew what I wanted from my future. I couldn’t have what I wanted at that job. Emily deserved a wife that would be around for her every day of her life.

My balls rested against her ass and I let out a quiet sigh as I leaned over her. With our faces barely inches apart, I looked into her eyes, “You can have all the fun in the world, baby. But I want you to know that I’m serious right now. I love you.”

Emily’s eyes glossed over for a second, “I love you too, Vanessa. But if you keep being sweet, I’m going to fucking cry. Don’t make me cry when you’re inside me!”

I smiled and pressed my lips to hers as I slowly rolled my hips. My thick cock barely fit inside her now. After just three months, I’d lost a lot of the progress we made. Her poor ass would probably be even harder to fuck. That was fine. Emily always seemed to enjoy spending our time together. She just enjoyed it more when we were naked. It wouldn’t take too long to get things back to the way they were.

That wasn’t quite true. Things wouldn’t go back to how they were. They would be better. Without college as an excuse, both of us knew that we were right for one another. They say that distance makes the heart grow fond. I don’t know if I could get much more fond of Emily, but I do know that being more than a few feet away from her is enough to make me miss her.

My tongue pushed into her mouth and I moved my leg off the couch to give me more room to thrust into her. I’d barely started genuinely pumping into her when she broke away from the kiss.

“Oh my god, I missed you, but seriously, fuck me. I know you love me, but damn, I need you to fuck me like you used to!” she cried.

I smiled at her and straightened up. She looked at me with those desperate eyes and I nodded, “Fine, babe. I don’t care if you need to walk tomorrow or not anyway!”

She laughed at the comment, “I remember the first time we fucked, I couldn’t—”

Before she could even finish her sentence, I hugged her leg close to my waist and slammed into her. She let out a loud, blissful scream and I giggled, “And you couldn’t walk right for two days.”

She nodded her head and didn’t bother trying to continue talking. I didn’t need to hear my lover’s words right now. I knew she loved me and I loved her, but right now, this was about satiating our lust and cementing our future together.

My cock hammered into her drenched pussy. Each stroke made me think of another time that we spent together. I slid my free hand down her stomach and pressed my thumb against her clit. I didn’t need her to tell me that she enjoyed herself after we were finished. I needed her to be breathless and in a puddle of her own juices.

Her hips bucked against me wildly. Emily had always been sensitive and I knew how to ride her by now. Her hips tried to squirm away from my thumb but I tightened my grip on her leg and continued slamming into her. Her moans turned into loud screams and finally let out a few deep groans of my own. My thighs were getting sore from the effort it took to satisfy my baby.

Emily’s core tightened and she let out an ear-piercing cry as her other leg lifted and she started kicking at me. I smiled and hugged it tight against my chest as well. This wasn’t the first time I had to deal with her violent orgasms. It wasn’t the tenth. I couldn’t say if it was the thousandth. No matter how many times I’d had her juices soak my cock, it always made me feel like the world would keep spinning.

If this was the only contribution I could make to Emily’s happiness, it was enough for me.

She whined out as her juices sprayed onto my cock and hips as I continued thrusting into her. Emily’s pussy convulsed around my cock for a few more moments and I bit my lip to try and hold out on my own orgasm as long as I could. After three months, I wasn’t nearly as strong as I used to be when it came to holding back.

The wet slaps of my balls against her as I continued pumping into her came faster and faster. I let out a pathetic moan as I finally felt my balls tightening. “Y-You sure?” I asked.

“Breed me, baby!” she cried.

If I wasn’t so damn enthralled by the blissful rapture consuming my body, I would have called her out about her comment. Right now, the only thing that I could do was hold her hips tight against mine as my heavy ropes of cum pumped into her. She moaned softly with each burst of my seed and when I finally finished, I could feel the pressure inside her pushing against my cock.

Saving up for three months on top of my naturally large production left no doubt in my mind. If Emily could get pregnant, she would be.

I slowly pulled my softening cock out of her and collapsed on top of her. She wrapped her legs around my lower back and ran her hands up my sides until they rested on either side of my head. Emily pulled me closer to her lips and gave me a soft kiss before whispering, “Any regrets?”

“Only that we took so long to get to this point,” I whispered.

She smiled at me and nodded, “Glad we’re still on the same page, baby.”


Story Nine

Fertile for the Futa

Demi Enjoys a Stranger in Public


There is nothing more liberating than jumping on a bike and heading riding for an hour and ending up someplace that felt completely new. While I never got too far, it was still away from my typical stomping grounds and it kept me in amazing shape. A lot of my friends thought I was insane for biking at least two hours a day Friday, Saturday, and Sunday, but it was what I enjoyed doing.

No matter how many times I did it, I never felt like I went to the same spot twice. Living in a populated area was unique like that. As I kicked the stand down for my bike and got off to stretch my legs, a smile crossed my lips. The river that this bridge covered was beautiful to look at and I managed to get here at nearly a perfect time.

The sun slowly dipped in the sky and cast an orange hue on the world below. Bright beams of reflected light bounced back up at me and I couldn’t help but enjoy the magical moment.

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” a soft voice asked.

I turned to look at the source. A woman that barely looked a day over twenty had her hands nervously behind her back as she walked closer toward the side of the bridge where I was.

Her dark brown hair drifted in the breeze. The woman’s facial features were angular, yet still soft enough to not be off-putting. Her small chest was barely noticeable under her slightly baggy shirt, but her skinny jeans didn’t leave much to the imagination. At best, she was petite, but that wasn’t a problem for me. If anything, it added to her appeal.

“It is,” I said. “I’ve never seen something like this in person.”

“I come here most days. My ex used to bring me here,” she said quietly.

I frowned and leaned on the solid railing, “I don’t know how to respond to that.”

She offered me a weak smile and then looked back out over the water, “She passed away last year. It was painless but I still miss her. I knew that her illness was terminal when we started dating, but she really helped me understand that life is short. You’ve got to enjoy the little things and make your way as best you can.”

“She must have been a wonderful woman,” I said. This wasn’t the conversation I expected to have when I left the house today.

“She was, but that’s not the point. It’s nice to see someone else enjoying the same thing I do,” she said.

I smiled and stepped closer to her, “My name is Demi, by the way.”

“Mia,” she wrapped an arm around my waist and gave me an awkward side-hug. “Nice to meet you.”

She certainly didn’t mind getting close and personal. Her sweet vanilla perfume was just strong enough to leave me with the desire for more of her. I hated that my mind was going here after hearing about her ex-girlfriend, but damn, she was perfect so far.

I returned the hug as best I could, “I take it you’re from around here?”

“Yeah, I live a few streets away,” Mia said.

“That’s neat, the place seems pretty nice. I’m just visiting.”

She smiled and slowly pulled her hand away, “Well, if you’re visiting, why don’t you let me show you a nice place for dinner?”

“Are you asking me out?” I asked.

Mia chuckled and nodded, “If you’re saying yes, then yeah, I am. If you’re not, then it’s just dinner between two strangers.”

“Sounds like a date to me,” I smiled, “but I’m fine with a date. It’s been a little while since I’ve let a woman take me out.”

She put her arm back around my waist, “Any reason for that?”

“Mm, something about having a dick usually makes most women feel like I should be taking the lead more often,” I said casually.

Her arm tensed up for a moment before her fingers tapped my side, “I can’t tell if you’re being serious or not.”

“I’m dead serious,” I said flatly. She pulled away from me and stared at my blue jean shorts for a moment. I chuckled and slid my hand down to my package and shifted it toward my left thigh. When she saw that the bulge wasn’t just a bunching up of the cloth, her eyes went wide.

“Son of a bitch, that’s definitely a dick. Unless you walk around with an air pump in your pants,” she said jokingly.

I smiled and shrugged my shoulders, “I do like to have one handy in case my tires get low. But sadly for you, it’s real.”

“Why sadly? What makes you think that I mind at all? How often can you say that you meet beautiful blondes with packages that put most men to shame?” Mia asked.

“Fair point, but you’re taking me on a date after knowing that up front. Surely you don’t think that I’m going to believe that you’ve got good intentions,” I said with a smirk.

She shrugged her shoulders and walked towards my bike. Mia kicked the stand back up and started walking away with it, “You coming or not?”

“I’m not sure, I’m enjoying your ass jiggle,” I called out to her. An approaching couple heard my comment and laughed quietly. If I wasn’t so damn interested in that ass, I might have felt a little shame for how bold I was being. Then again, why should I? A woman like Mia telling me that she wanted to take me out even after knowing that I wasn’t what I seemed… That was reason enough to not care about a little laughter in a place where no one knew me.

As I hurried to catch up to her, she spoke softly, “You know, I’m not really adverse to you checking me out, but try not to compliment me too much. I would hate to get all hot and bothered because you’re such a sweetie just for you to leave me alone with my fingers.”

There was nothing sexier than a woman that knew what she wanted and how to get it. “I wouldn’t leave you alone with those little things. Not if you thought you could handle me,” I taunted.

She stopped for a moment and glanced around. There were a few other people, but she didn’t seem to care as she pushed her hand into the front of my shorts and grabbed my cock, “Don’t think for a second that I can’t take this to the hilt and still want more. You don’t want to know what kind of dildos I have in my apartment.”

“Maybe I do,” I grunted.

Mia chuckled and pulled her hand out of my pants, “Sucks to be you. Nothing against you, Demi, but you’re not coming home with me. I love this bridge for more than the view. It’s one of the few places where you can get bent over at night and not have to worry too much about the police showing up.”

My eyebrow arched but she just kept moving. I didn’t want to think she was some kind of whore, but damn, I wasn’t going to turn her down. It’s not like I never had the opportunity elsewhere, but I usually didn’t feel the urge like I did with Mia. She was a stranger, sure, but that was exciting. There was no need to be super sweet, we both knew what we wanted. If she wouldn’t tell me to fuck off, I’d ask her to skip the date.

As she made clear, she knew what she wanted. We walked for nearly ten minutes before we arrived at a hole in the wall Italian restaurant. She leaned my bike against the brick wall near the entrance.

“Can’t we lock it up somewhere nearby?” I asked.

“It’s going to be safe, trust me. I know the people here, they’re not thieves. If someone did try to jack your bike, they’d stop them,” she said.

I hesitated for a moment but she took by the hand, “You’re going to have to trust me, even if it’s just a little, sweetie.”

“F-Fine, but if it’s gone when we come back, you’re buying me another,” I grumbled.

She smiled and led me into the building. Once inside, the waitress greeted Mia by name and walked us to a booth in the back.

No sooner than we were seated with the menus, Mia’s foot started rubbing my crotch underneath the table, “You know what I want, I’m sure my friend here won’t need long to make up her mind either.”

My cheeks burned and I shook my head, “U-Uh, I’ll do the house lasagna.”

“Wonderful, I’ll be back soon with your drinks,” the waitress said and hurried away.

I couldn’t keep my eyes on Mia’s as her toes toyed with my cock, “Something wrong, Demi?”

“N-Nothing at all. Never been played with under a table like this before,” I mumbled.

“Sounds like you’ve been missing out. Then again, I guess I should probably stop. I wouldn’t want you to blow your load too soon,” she teased.

I nodded my head, “R-Right.”

The waitress came back and put down our glasses. Mia’s toes continued to work along the underside of my cock as she asked me, “Demi, doesn’t Charlotte have the most beautiful eyes?”

I glanced from Mia’s eyes to the waitress and she smiled back at me, “Y-Yeah, I mean, t-they’re the second most beautiful pair in this building.”

As corny as it was, Mia’s soft blue eyes had the waitress’s dull brown eyes beat by leagues. I couldn’t help myself though, with as forward as she was being with me, I felt like Mia deserved honesty in return. If the waitress took offense to what I said, so be it. She wasn’t the one I wanted to leave a good impression on.

Mia chuckled, “Good save, I would hate to have my date compliment a stranger over me.”

Charlotte fist bumped Mia, “I’ve got your back, girl.”

“I know you do, that’s why I had to use you as a test for poor little Demi here,” Mia said as she pulled her foot away from my cock.

I let out a deep sigh of relief as Charlotte giggled, “Put your shoe back on, Mia, she’s beet red. She’ll cream her panties if you keep playing with her.”

The waitress walked away and I mumbled, “Friend of yours, I take it?”

“A very close friend of mine. You don’t think I don’t have some sort of process for making sure the people I think are worth fucking don’t just disappoint me?” she asked. “I enjoy it when my partner makes me feel like I’m the greatest thing since sliced bread. Like I said earlier, enjoy the little things.”

I smiled and tried to calm down from the play. The date wasn’t exactly without strings, but at least I passed this little test of hers. Not too much later, out food was brought out and we ate relatively quietly. At a few points, Mia’s foot returned to my cock and I tried not to choke on my food when it did. She was a tease, that much was for sure, but I liked her.

It wasn’t every day that I met someone like her and she was a pleasant beacon of light shining through normally cloudy skies. Once we finished, she covered the bill and took my hand as she led me out of the restaurant. Her free hand grabbed my bike from the side of the building and she spoke softly, “Told you it would be safe.”

I smiled and rested my head on her shoulder, “I love that bike more than I love most people. I didn’t mean to sound like I wasn’t trusting you, but I really would have probably cried if it was gone.”

Mia chuckled and whispered in my ear, “If it was gone, I’d let you fuck me twice any way you wanted.”

“Can we pretend that it was stolen?” I asked.

“That depends on how you wanted to fuck me,” she purred. “But we’ve still got to get back to the bridge. I’m still getting my way first, long before you even think about having your way with me.”

I smiled and let her lead me along. For the first time in a long time, I was being allowed to take the less active role on a date. Mia made me feel secure and desirable. Most people seemed to either be interested in me specifically because of my cock or they wanted nothing to do with me specifically because of my cock.

As irritating as it was, it was my life now and I accepted that as a fact. Mia didn’t make me feel that way. She didn’t seem to care too much about what was in my pants, but I doubted she would want any random stranger. As much as people pretended looks didn’t play into things, a fit blonde sure did get a lot more interest than the wimpy black-haired guy I used to present as.

The moon was making its way into the sky as we arrived at the bridge. She smiled at me and nodded off to the side and spoke quietly, “I’m surprised there isn’t a trail leading down by now. I come down here all the time.”

“That many hookups?” I asked.

Mia sighed, “Not that many, actually. If I’m going to be honest with you, Demi, you look a lot like my ex did. The few people I’ve been interested in usually just don’t meet my criteria after we start talking. You’re a little different. Sure, I get it, you want to get laid, but at least you’re being sweet to me. If anything, I feel like I’m pushing myself onto you.”

She swung her legs over the rail and gestured to my bike, “Hand me that?”

I nodded and lifted it up and over. She took it and waited for me to climb over. The admittance that I looked like her girlfriend was a little uncomfortable for me. Sure, I figured she wanted me based on my looks, but it didn’t feel right that she was interested in me because I looked like someone she used to love. Mia was being honest though. That was more than most people were to me as a whole.

“I don’t really feel like you’re pushing too much. Believe it or not, I don’t want to have sex with everyone I meet. You’re a sweet person. Not to mention, you’re very close to being the exact type of woman I fantasize about,” I mumbled.

She laughed and led me down the slope, “I’m surprised you have to fantasize about anyone. With what you’ve got packed away down there, I can’t imagine that you couldn’t find someone to fuck you based solely on that.”

I sighed, “That’s not the kind of sex I’d want to have.”

“What’s the difference with me, then?” she asked.

After a few moments, I mumbled, “I don’t know.”

“Do you believe in fate, Demi?”

She turned to face me now that we were under the bridge. It was surprisingly pleasant under the bridge. The faint moonlight reflected off the water and provided a fair amount of light for us to see. Mia’s eyes appeared gray in the pale light. Those captivating orbs kept me from responding for a moment, but I eventually nodded my head.

“I think that you and I were supposed to meet. Maybe it’s Chelsea telling me to move on from the afterlife. Maybe you’re just a random stranger and I’m horny. I know which of those two that I’d like to believe. Look, I’m not asking you to devote your life to me, but I would like to see you again. I don’t know if that’s something that can happen and I still want to fuck you either way, but it would be nice,” she said.

Her tone sounded tired. Not the kind of tired that would make you want to crawl into bed. That would be too easy to brush off. Mia sounded tired of chasing after happiness. I knew exactly how that sounded. When I finally decided to tell people to suck a fat cock if they didn’t approve of me transitioning, I’d reached the same point. My transition was my last attempt at trying to be happy.

Luckily for me, the chance I took was exactly what I needed to feel like life still had something for me. As insane as it was, I could see what Mia was talking about when she mentioned fate. This wasn’t a chance encounter. There was no way it could have been. Some insane urge sent me on these trips and I never knew what I would find. But what if this was what I was meant to find after all this time?

“I’d like to see you again, Mia. I just hope that you don’t change your mind after we’re finished tonight,” I mumbled.

She smirked and locked eyes with me, “Demi, I’m not the kind of person who doesn’t trust their gut. My gut is telling me that this is what I need in my life. Or the pasta isn’t setting well, but I’ve never had an issue with Italian food before.”

I couldn’t help but giggle at her comment. Mia let my bike rest on the ground and stepped towards me. The cool night air didn’t seem so cold as she closed the distance. Her lips pressed against mine and her hands fell to my waist. The teasing she did earlier didn’t come close to the sensation that washed over me when I tasted her sweet lips.

Electric tingles sparked through me and I let my lips part as her tongue pushed into my mouth. Love at first sight wasn’t real. It couldn’t be. But if it wasn’t, why was my heart telling me that it did?

Mia’s hands slid down to my ass and she pulled me against her. After a few moments, she broke the kiss and spoke in a sensual tone, “I want to ride you, baby.”

There wasn’t even a second of hesitation as I worked to undo the button of my shorts. Mia wasted no time in taking off her shoes, then her skinny jeans and panties. I giggled as I pulled my cock out of the leg hole of my panties so I could pull mine off as well.

Her eyes devoured my cock and she bit her lower lip before nodding to the ground. I grabbed her pants and laid down on the grass and put her jeans under my hips. “Hopefully you don’t mind?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders and straddled my hips. Mia lowered herself and finally released her lip as she spoke quietly, “You’re going to come back, aren’t you?”

“Of course,” I whispered.

Mia guided my cock to her entrance and she slowly lowered herself onto me. Her tight pussy gripped my cock and I couldn’t help but let out a soft moan as she sank further onto me. Each inch that she warmed with her body was squeezed and massaged by her walls. I didn’t have too much experience with sleeping around, but I knew that out of the few people I did have sex with, she was already my favorite.

She didn’t let herself fully take my cock before she started bouncing on my shaft. Her quiet moans were drowned out by my own cries of pleasure. Mia chuckled and leaned over me and put her hands on my wrists and held me down. Her hips stopped moving and she stared into my eyes, “I’ve never been caught down here, but try not to be so loud. I don’t want to have to stop, Demi.”

I pouted for a second before mumbling, “B-But you feel so good.”

She rolled her eyes and pressed her lips against mine for a second, “Do whatever it takes to keep yourself from being so loud. Otherwise, you’ll just have to wait until I feel like letting you fuck me again. Who knows how many dates that would take.”

The threat didn’t scare me. Spending time with her was like being on vacation so far, sex was nice, but it wasn’t the reason I could see myself coming to visit her again and again.

Mia’s hips bucked and rolled as she started taking me deeper within her. Her juices soaked my shaft and I could feel them running down my balls. She might not have meant to boost my confidence so much, but knowing how wet she was drove me wild. I couldn’t say if I was the sole reason she was so aroused, but I knew I played a huge part of it and that felt amazing.

Almost as amazing as her drenched folds as they slid up and down my thick shaft. Mia’s back arched and rolled with each motion she made. At the same time, her thighs flexed and relaxed to bounce her lower body on my shaft. I don’t know how she learned how to do what she was doing, but having her pussy swallow my cock as well as milk it with each motion was unlike anything I could have dreamed of.

I tried to keep my eyes on hers, but the pleasure was too much. I bit my lower lip and closed my eyes as I tried to hold back my orgasm. “F-Fuck I’m close,” I whimpered.

“That’s okay, don’t worry,” she said softly. Her hips worked faster on my cock. She stopped bouncing as far and focused on making sure her short, rapid movements pulled the moans from me that she seemed to want to hear.

Mia was playing me like an instrument. Each time she moved, I made some sort of noise. In the span of a few minutes, she learned how to make me gasp, moan, whimper, and groan when she wanted me to. I’d never felt so entwined with someone in my life.

Her lips pressed against mine again and that was all it took. All the physical pleasure in the world couldn’t compare to how she made me feel when she treated me like a lover. My moans were muffled as she continued to ride me. Surely, she had to be able to feel my cock as it pumped her full of my seed?

I couldn’t warn her. I couldn’t do anything at all. All I could do was moan and writhe weakly as she continued to ride me. Her tight pussy milked my sensitive cock for all it was worth and just as I finished with my orgasm, I felt her walls convulsing around my shaft. A rush of warm juices sprayed onto my groin and she finally broke the kiss.

“F-Fuck I’ve never had someone cum inside me. I thought I’d have to ask you to finish me after you came, but holy fuck,” she groaned.

Her hips continued to grind my softening cock into her pussy, “A-Are you on birth control?”

Mia laughed, “Fuck no, I knew what I was doing. Don’t worry, if it’s meant to be, it’ll happen. If not, it won’t. I get the feeling that you’re going to be sticking around though, so I wouldn’t mind finally starting a family.”

I expected the realization to shock me. Instead, all I felt was joy. Sure, I might have just gotten a complete stranger pregnant but she wasn’t going to be a stranger for long.

Fate wouldn’t let her drift from my life, not when things had gone so perfectly. I glanced over at my bike and let out a lazy sigh, “I don’t want to bike home tonight.”

“Then come stay with me tonight if you don’t have to go. I think you’ve earned a second round when you’re up for it, I did say I might let you, after all,” she purred.

I knew that I was smiling like an idiot the entire way back to Mia’s apartment, but I couldn’t help feeling like I’d just won the lottery. From strangers to lovers in the span of an hour and a half, it was unlikely, but life had a strange way of working out when it needed to.


Story Ten

Fertile for the Futa

Robin and a Cheating Bookworm


“I personally prefer fantasy when I read,” Clara said as she read the spines of the books.

My eyes drifted down to her tight ass when she leaned forward to pull a book down, “I don’t read as much as I used to, but I think that starting a book club isn’t a bad idea.”

She giggled, “Would two members really constitute it being called a club, Robin? I don’t know, sounds like two nerds bonding over things that others consider a waste of time.”

“Reading certainly isn’t a waste of time,” I mumbled.

Clara had been a good friend of mine for a while, but recently, she made it clear that she was concerned for my well-being. I didn’t see being a reclusive individual as a bad thing. Then again, I wasn’t going to complain. She was sweet, good-natured, and I wasn’t even going to pretend that she wasn’t eye candy. Her husband was a lucky man.

She read over the back of the book and then handed it to me, “Tell me what you think.”

The blurb on the back seemed interesting, but I wasn’t sure if I was in the mood for something of a thriller within fantasy. Not my personal preference, but if Clara wanted to read it, I wouldn’t tell her that!

“Looks pretty good to me, is this what you want?” I asked.

“I’m sure there are plenty other options that would be good, but this is where we’re starting. So, did you want to get two copies of the book or do you want to be cheap and just read it together?” she asked.

I shrugged a shoulder, “Personally, I’d rather be cheap. If this is something we enjoy doing, we’ll have to start buying two copies of course. Supporting authors is a good thing, after all.”

She smiled and gently elbowed me in the side, “I’ll eventually get my book written.”

“That wasn’t a dig at you, but I would love to read it when you do finish it,” I said.

I bought the book and she bought dinner. After we had a chat about being excited about reading the book, she texted her husband and let him know that we were going to be reading at my house tonight. He didn’t seem to mind.

If he knew how I thought about his wife, he would certainly have wanted her to come home already. But he didn’t know. Neither did she…

Since I moved here, things had been difficult with her. She was my type down to the clothes she chose to wear. Clara’s husband had my dream girl and I hated him for that, even if it wasn’t fair to him.

Her long brown hair hung down past her petite breasts and nearly matched the color of her brown eyes. The few times I went to the gym with her made me feel slightly more self-conscious. Clara’s body was firm everywhere it needed to be, yet she still had enough jiggle to her ass and chest to make my cock hard.

I wanted to tell her about my feelings, but she probably wouldn’t take it well. Even if she did, what was I expecting to happen? She had a husband and from what I could tell, they were happy together.

The car ride to my house didn’t take long and when we finally arrived, she grabbed the book and hurried to the door. The cold, winter air bit at us and I almost felt bad for Clara. That petite frame of hers didn’t have enough fat on her to even try and keep her warm.

I rushed to the door to let her inside and she burst inside and let out a shivering groan, “Fuck it’s cold out there.”

“That’s why I stay inside. If we spent so long perfecting indoor conditions, why bother going outside?” I teased.

She chuckled and nodded towards the living room, “I don’t know if you’ve ever read a book with someone before, but I’m going to assume that one of us is sitting in the other’s lap. Is that a problem for you?”

My heart stalled in my chest for a moment. There was no way in hell that she wouldn’t feel my bulge pressing against her. Not to mention that her sweet little ass in my lap would inevitably turn me on.

I knew that I should just tell her to go home, but I veered down the selfish path. Friend or not, she was the one that wanted to make me spend more time with people in general.

“I’m fine with that, just don’t be too upset if I wiggle a bit,” I said.

She smiled and nodded towards the recliner in my living room, “By all means, wiggle away.”

I sat and let her get in my lap before I kicked out the leg rest. We leaned back and I clicked on the lamp on the table beside the recliner to make sure the soft light illuminated the pages of the novel we’d bought.

My breasts pressed against her back and I could already feel my bulge growing as she occasionally shifted about to get more comfortable. As obvious as it had to be, Clara wasn’t making a big deal of it. After the first chapter, she lifted her hips away from mine and unbuttoned her pants before laying back down on me, “Sorry, they were starting to pinch.”

“You’re fine. Is it okay so far?” I asked.

She turned her head and looked into my eyes for a moment before smiling, “I’m loving it so far. There is a little mystery involved, but overall, the pacing seems fine and I really would enjoy knowing what happens next.”

Her vague answer to my vague question left little doubt in my mind. Clara knew exactly what she was doing to me right now and there was no denying that she had to be able to feel my cock pressing against her. She started reading again, but I struggled to keep my eyes on the pages. The white waistband of her panties peeked through the opening of her jeans and I couldn’t stop fantasizing about seeing the rest of her.

I kept up as best I could with the book, but she finally let out a deep breath, “It’s hard to focus with these damn jeans. I know this is completely unladylike, but can I take them off?”

My cock throbbed in my jeans she let out a quiet groan. I slid my hands onto her sides and lifted her slightly off me, “Go ahead, as long as you’re comfortable, I don’t mind what you do.”

She hurried to unzip her pants and worked them down her thighs. The white waistband of her panties transitioned into black lace around the crotch and rear. Clara kicked off her shoes and then her pants finally came free and tumbled away.

I couldn’t help but moan quietly at the sight of her thigh gap and for a moment, I thought I could see the outline of her delicious lower lips.

“Careful with what you say, Robin. I’d hate to end up naked in your lap. As warm as I’m getting from your body heat, I might just take you up on what makes me comfortable,” she said as she grabbed the book.

Clara’s painful teasing had the bulge in my panties ready to explode but I knew that I couldn’t just outright ask her to let me fuck her. This was a game for her right now and if I wanted to win, I needed to let her make her move. If not tonight, then another night, but Clara was obviously interested in playing with me. Even if she wasn’t willing to go all the way, I wasn’t going to complain about having her nearly naked ass pressing against my crotch.

As we continued through the second and third chapter of the book, I felt her grinding herself into me. With each turn of a page, she gave her hips a little shake and when we finally finished with the third chapter, she looked at me. “This is a little wrong to ask of you, but the button of your pants is digging into my butt.”

“Is that the only thing digging into you?” I asked.

She giggled and nodded, “I don’t mind your chest against my back. My husband complains about my lack of boobs and I’m starting to see why, they’re so comfortable to lay on!”

Clara rolled off me and stood and nodded towards my pants. I undid my jeans and slid them down my thighs. Now that the jeans weren’t pinning my cock to my hips, the upper half of my cock burst free from my panties, but Clara said nothing about it.

She helped me pull my jeans down and then sat back down on my lap, “That’s so much better. Don’t you think reading is much more pleasant when you’re comfortable?”

Her ass had my cock pinned against my shirt. As she wiggled and writhed to get into position, I couldn’t help but let out a pathetic moan.

“Something wrong?” she asked.

“N-No, I feel pretty damn right,” I mumbled.

“Good, so, how are you feeling about chapter four?”

I let out a deep breath and mumbled, “I don’t know, chapter three felt like a cock tease. The main character being led into a cave by a seemingly positive hero character that seems like they’re just trying to fuck them over… It really did need to be expanded upon in chapter three, but it does make me want to keep reading.”

Clara smiled at me and before I could react, her lips pressed against mine for the briefest of moments and she pulled away and lifted the book back up, “Maybe the author is just trying to make sure she has the full attention of her audience.”

The wet bead of precum that drooled from my cock was wiped away by her panties as she wiggled one last time and went still as she started reading. I couldn’t even pretend I was reading anymore. My hands wrapped around her waist and I gently kissed along her neck as she continued to read. The story wasn’t bad, it really wasn’t. But no matter what story that the author was trying to tell, I was more interested in the scene happening in my living room right now.

Even as she turned the page, her wedding ring caught the light of the lamp and reminded me just how wrong what we were doing was. I couldn’t bring myself to care. Jared wasn’t a bad person, but damn, his wife was all I wanted from him. I didn’t even force the matter, if anything, Clara literally came onto me.

I teased my fingers along the waistband of her panties and she whispered quietly, “If you tell my husband about what we’re doing, we’re never going to read together again. You understand that, right?”

“Clara, I love reading with you, if your husband knew what kind of stories we were reading, he wouldn’t want us to keep meeting up. Reading is a healthy escape, isn’t it? So why don’t we just enjoy the story as it unfolds?” I asked as I slid my fingers into her panties and started rubbing her sensitive bead.

Her breath hitched and she spoke softly, “Go slow. I want to at least finish this chapter before I turn around and ride your cock like I’ve been wanting to for an hour.”

Even though she was literally teasing me for the past eternity, it still made my heart skip a beat to hear her admit what she wanted. I didn’t bother trying to get her off just yet, she told me to go slow, so I did. My fingers dipped further down her slit and collected some of her wetness to rub onto her clit to keep from making it too sensitive.

I couldn’t imagine why Clara was interested in me, but I wasn’t going to complain about it. Sure, I made good money, but she didn’t know what I did for a living. All she knew about me was that I was a bit of a loner. Then again, maybe she just really wanted to cheat on her husband. Maybe she came over here with the expectation of exploring her sexuality with another woman?

If that was the case, she didn’t seem disappointed to find out that I was packing quite the surprise in my panties.

She finally closed the book and turned to look at me, “Okay, so far, good book. I think we need to have a little talk before we do this. No bullshit from here on, okay?”

“Okay, Clara,” I said.

“I want to be fucked, badly. Jared is a good guy, but he’s so… Average? He doesn’t want anything but missionary sex and that isn’t exactly a bad thing, but he’s average in more than a few ways. Not that bad of a thing, but it’s the issue that he doesn’t know what he’s doing,” she said.

I nodded my head, “So you want me—”

“I want to be able to fuck like I used to in college. I’m not interested in sleeping with as many people as I used to, but damn, I’d love to be able to just do what I want, when I want,” she said.

“So you’re using me?” I asked in a joking tone.

She smiled and got off my lap, “Do you feel used? If you do, just let me know and I can go sit on my sofa and finish my book by myself.”

I slid my panties down my legs and wrapped a hand around my cock and stroked it slowly, “Does it look like I mind being a little used?”

Whatever Jared was doing to cause his wife to cheat on him, he needed to keep it up. If Clara was willing to let me be her outlet, I would happily let her climb on top of me and ride to her heart’s content. Our reading sessions would have to be varied though, I couldn’t imagine being ridden every time we got together. Clara’s body too tempting to see bent over eventually…

“I would certainly hope not,” she purred as took off her panties.

Her tight pussy glistened with her excitement and a smile crossed my lips. I patted my thighs and she smirked at me as she climbed onto the recliner. Her hips positioned over mine and she pushed against the back of the recliner to force it to lean back. Once I was nearly flat, she giggled and whispered, “What do you think about meeting three times a week for our club, Robin?”

A drop of Clara’s wetness fell onto my cock and I let out a quiet moan. “W-Why are you toying with me? I’ve been turned on since you’ve been in my lap. Three times a week, seven, fifty, I don’t mind how many times you want to see me. I’ll be here for you.”

She smiled and reached down to hold onto my cock. Her hips ground back and forth along my shaft, “I love how you sound when you’re so worked up. But if you’re going to moan when I’m just playing with you, I’m curious how you’ll sound when I do,” she positioned my cock at her entrance and dropped herself onto me, “this.”

I gasped and let out a hissing moan as her warm pussy surrounded my crown. Before I could recover from the initial sensation, Clara lowered herself further onto me. Inch after inch disappeared into her and she let out a satisfied groan when her ass pressed against my crotch.

“Fuck that’s nice, Robin. Try not to cum too soon, okay?” she asked.

Clara didn’t give me a chance to respond. Her hips pulled away from my cock and she dropped herself back down onto me again. And again. And again.

Moments ago, I wanted her to stop teasing me, but now that she was on top, I just wanted a moment to soak in the situation. She wasn’t joking around earlier. She wanted to fuck me how she wanted, when she wanted. Bending her over might not be an option. If she could make it this hard to breathe by riding me, I might just have to concede any semblance of dominance.

She reached down and grabbed my hands and pulled them to her perky breasts, “Pinch. Twist. I don’t care. Just touch me!”

Her lust surprised me, but as she leaned forward and worked her hips faster on my cock, I tried to obey her demand. I slid my hands under her shirt and pushed her bra up so that I could have access to her hard nipples. Most times I’d been with a woman, I could see what I was doing and take things at my own pace, but Clara was having none of that.

I was her dildo right now. That wasn’t something I ever expected to be… But I loved it.

My fingers pinched and tugged at her nipples and she let out quiet cries as her hips worked in a frenzy. Clara’s juices soaked my hips and thighs but I hadn’t felt her tighten up yet. I could only hope she would reward me with her warm juices spraying onto me soon.

The warmth of her pussy was fleeting as she rode me, but her tight, squeezing walls kept my shaft company. Clara’s head tilted forward and she stammered, “I’m so c-close.”

I dropped my hands to her waist and did my best to pump into her as she dropped herself onto me. The loud smack of our bodies colliding filled my living room. My balls tightened up and I let out a whimpering moan as her hands fell to my wrists. Her hands squeezed tightly and I felt her inner walls grip my cock.

Clara’s eyes met with mine for the briefest of moments before she leaned forward and kissed me. I closed my eyes as a warm rush of her juices sprayed onto my hips. Her tongue pushed into my mouth and my cock throbbed within her depths. The ecstasy that had built within me shot out in thick, creamy ropes deep into her core.

A wave of panic washed over me, but it was hard to focus on the fear. She rolled her hips in slow, controlled motions. Each time she moved, I felt her pussy clenching my cock as she pulled away, then she relaxed her entrance and dropped back onto me. When my cock finally softened to the point that she couldn’t ride me any longer, she broke our kiss and let out a deep breath.

Without a word, she turned over onto her back and grabbed the book off the table beside us and cracked it open.

She might not be worried about what just happened, but I couldn’t ignore it. “Clara?”

“Yeah?”

“Are you on birth control?” I asked.

She chuckled, “Nope.”

My heart stalled in my chest, “And if you get pregnant?”

“Rephrase that. When I get pregnant,” she said.

“When you get pregnant,” I mumbled quietly before going silent.

She put her finger between the pages of the book and closed it, “When I get pregnant, what?”

“Your husband is going to know about us,” I said.

“No, he’s going to be happy that I’m finally pregnant. Look, Robin, you’re going to be my neighbor for a long, long time. As much as you moaned and whined when I was riding you, I know that you haven’t had pussy like mine before. So you’re my best friend. Jared doesn’t know you’ve got a cock and he’s not going to know. If he did, then he would start wondering what we’ve been up to. Since a pussy can’t magically get another pussy pregnant, even if he does suspect I’ve been cheating on him, he wouldn’t be able to do anything about it,” she said.

As she cracked the book open, I couldn’t help but chuckle, “Sounds like you’ve got this all planned out.”

She laughed and turned to give me a peck on the cheek before pressing her ass firmly against my softened cock, “The first three chapters of this book were thinking about how I could make Jared think you were innocent. The fourth was just because I wanted to tease you.”

Her finger tapped against the bold print of the fifth chapter heading, “This chapter is just because you’re going to have to get hard again. I like reading, but I don’t care about doing that over here. Your cock is about all I want out of our reading sessions.”

I smiled and kissed her shoulder softly, “Then keep wiggling. I’m looking forward to Jared thinking that he’s a dad. Slight admittance, I’ve wanted to do this since I first moved here. Jared just looks like the kind of guy that needs a cheating wife.”

“Tell me about it. I’m just lucky that the first person I decided to fuck was hung. If you’re a good girl, I might not even try to find a second person,” she purred.


Story Eleven

Fertile for the Futa

Amber’s First Time with a Woman


“Lacey, your makeup looks amazing, but is there any reason you spent that long on it when we’re just going out for a jog?” Amber asked.

I smiled warmly and waved a hand dismissively, “Oh, it only takes me a few minutes. Besides, when I go anywhere with you, I want to look half as good as you do.”

Amber giggled and gave me a pat on the arm, “I don’t know if Dusty would appreciate you getting all dolled up for me. You know how he gets.”

Being fair to my husband, he had a damn good reason to worry about me trying hard for someone else. It wouldn’t be the first time I cheated on him with a woman, and being honest with myself, it wasn’t going to be the last. Dusty asked me to marry him fresh out of high school and while it wasn’t the worst decision of my life, I didn’t get to explore my sexual side nearly as much as I wanted to.

He slipped up one time early in our marriage and I caught him with my sister and that was all the excuse I needed to start getting a little promiscuous. It wasn’t like he could do anything to me for it. His parents adored me and made it clear that if we were to divorce, they’d support me when it came to giving me the house and the car.

Maybe it was a little unfair for them to only know about his cheating, but then again, I wasn’t playing fair.

I caught Amber’s blue eyes in my gaze and smirked, “I know exactly how he gets. Then again, you’ve been a part of our lives for almost ten years now. If he can’t trust me with his best friend, then what kind of husband is he?”

She gave a half-hearted laugh and nodded, “Yeah, I just don’t want to make things awkward for you two.”

“And how on earth would you do that?” I asked, stepping ahead of her on the pavement. Bending forward at the waist, I put my hands on my ankles and took my sweet time ‘stretching’. When I initially thought about having sex with Amber, I wasn’t even sure if she was interested in women. A few conversations with my husband while he was drinking quickly led to him telling me something he probably shouldn’t have. Amber had a cock. An impressive one.

My sexual interest in women was one thing, but if there was anything my husband had that kept me around, it was his dick. Finding out that his sweet-natured best friend was a transwoman with a body to die for with the perk of having a cock… Well, even I couldn’t blame myself for wanting to see how far I could get Amber to go with me.

The hitch in Amber’s breathing was audible and I slowly ran my hands back up my smooth, toned legs as I looked back at her, “Something wrong?”

“Ah, no, I just didn’t know you were that flexible, it’s pretty impressive,” she said as she avoided making eye contact with me again.

I spread my legs wider and bent over to my right side first. In reality, I wanted to stretch, but I also wasn’t going to pull my short running shorts down. Not that I made too much of a habit of looking at myself in the mirror in slutty positions, but I knew that I was definitely revealing more of myself to her than she might have expected.

She moved beside me and started stretching as well, though her hips were angled just slightly away from me. She must not have known that I was already aware of what she had.

When we finished, she reached behind her head to tighten her blonde ponytail and smiled, “How long did you want to run?”

“Maybe a mile, maybe two. I really just wanted to get out of the house for a little while,” I said.

She nodded, “Lead on then.”

With that, we were off, jogging down the street as the sun slowly dipped further into the horizon. I preferred this time of day, when it was still warm enough to not need anything more than my shorts and a tank top, but also not dark enough to have to bring a light. Even with my nefarious plans in motion, it was still nice to spend some time with Amber.

My husband didn’t want me spending much alone time with anyone, but he compromised since we were going for a run, as long as I would be back within an hour. Just about ten minutes into our jog and just shy of the halfway point, I slowed to a walk and Amber fell into pace beside me.

“Whew, not so bad for me being out of shape, huh?” she asked, her heavy breathing showing just how worn out she was.

“Not bad at all, and we’re just about halfway done. But I don’t think you’re out of shape at all,” I said.

She shrugged, “I’ve got nothing on you, that’s for sure.”

“Yeah, well when I’m not allowed to leave the house without Dusty starting a fight, I’ve got to have some kind of hobby. I just fell in love with online fitness. I’ve got a group that video calls and we keep each other accountable, it’s honestly really nice,” I said.

Amber stopped walking and put her hand on my shoulder, “What did you say?”

“That I have an online group?” I asked.

She shook her head, “No, about Dusty.”

“He doesn’t like when I leave the house without him. It usually leads to him telling me that I’m cheating on him and that I’m ungrateful,” I said quietly.

That part wasn’t a lie. Dusty and I weren’t a perfect couple, but the lack of positive attention from him led me down this road. I didn’t want to be a cheating wife, I never thought I’d ever want to be unfaithful. But when all I got from him was hatred that boiled just under the surface, it was hard to not lash out any way I could.

Amber’s jaw tensed, “You shouldn’t live like that, Lacey. I don’t care if he’s got every reason in the world to not trust you, he shouldn’t make you feel like you’re trapped.”

“What do you mean, he has every reason to not trust me?” I asked.

She sighed and started walking slowly, “Well, he told me about some of your marital problems. How you’ve been sleeping around with women…”

I nodded, “And did he tell you why I started doing that?”

“Because he wouldn’t let you have a threeway with him?” she asked as much as said.

“Oh god, is that what he told you?” a chuckle escaped me. The balls on him, if he was going to spill our problems to his friend, he should have told her the full picture. “No, I started fucking other people because I caught him in bed with my sister. He claimed to be drunk and he thought it was me, but I was at the same cookout that he was. Dusty had two beers. That’s it.”

She lifted a hand to cover her mouth. After a moment, she spoke quietly, “I didn’t know that, but I know he wouldn’t get drunk from two. Maybe two six packs, but not two. I’m sorry to hear that, Lacey, but I still don’t know if that makes it okay for you to cheat on him.”

“It really doesn’t. I don’t need it to be okay though, I don’t love him. How can I? All he does is want me to blow him while he watches football,” I said angrily. “If it wasn’t for his parents, I would have divorced him so long ago.”

“Yeah, you’ve talked fondly about them in the past. But, uh…” her voice drifted off and she went quiet.

“But what?” I asked.

She stopped again and looked at me, “Why am I out here with you, then?”

“Honestly?” I asked.

She nodded.

“Because I want to have sex with you. He told me about your secret and I’d be lying if I didn’t say that it turned me on. I want to know what it’s like to be with a woman that is so sweet but also has something that other women would die for if they knew,” I mumbled.

Amber chuckled, “If it isn’t that much of an issue for you, I don’t want to say I haven’t looked at you before. I just don’t know if I can do that to Dusty. If what you’re saying about him is true, and I have no reason to believe it isn’t, then he’s been lying about a lot of his problems. Knowing him, it wouldn’t surprise me if he wanted me to do something with him.”

I laughed and nodded, “That sounds about like him. He asked me to peg him recently and I just wasn’t interested in that. It’s hard enough to look at him while he’s flopping around on top of me.”

“So, let’s say I was willing to go through with this. What would that do to your relationship with him? I don’t even want to see him again tonight,” she said.

If the moment wasn’t so tense, I would have probably danced a little in celebration. Hearing that she was at least somewhat interested in me was enough for me, even if nothing else happened tonight.

“Our relationship is bullshit. I don’t love him and I’m sure he only loves my pussy at this point. There isn’t anything worth going home to aside from the air conditioner,” I said in a flat tone.

“So why not just jog back to my place? I’ll send Dusty a text and let him know you rolled your ankle and I’ll be taking care of you tonight. If you want, that is,” she said.

I smiled at her, “As a friend or did you want to take care of some of my other needs?”

“You practically invited me out here for sex, Lacey. You already know about my secret and if I’m honest, I’ve fantasized about you for years.”

“Then I’ll race you back to your house?” I said playfully.

She giggled, “You’re on, I know I’m going to lose the race, but I’m going to consider watching your ass bounce a win.”

The answer was all I needed to hear. While I wasn’t fond of what this would do to their friendship, Dusty earned his position as the local scum lord. Sure, I was unfaithful, but I wasn’t the only one and I couldn’t bring myself to care about what steps I took to enjoy the life I led. Whatever I was doing with Dusty sure as hell wasn’t working…

It was a little over a half mile from Amber’s house from where we were at and I was thankful by the time I saw her modest two-bedroom home. My lungs burned from the effort it took to leave her in my dust. The sweat in my hair left it damp and a little nasty, but as I heard Amber’s feet pounding the pavement behind me, I felt a surge of pride. Being a little sweaty was worth it.

She skidded to a stop behind me, but either she overshot or she intended to have her hips crash into mine. If not for her hands firmly grasping my hips, I would have ended up toppling over!

Amber giggled and ground her crotch into my ass for a second before she gave me a gentle slap on the behind and stepped around me, “Shower first?”

“That depends on you, I can’t promise I’ll be as wild as I would be now,” I said, mostly teasing.

“Oh, is that so?” she asked, leading the way into her house. I shut the front door behind me and locked it before crouching down as her adorable black cat ran over to me. “Hey little buddy! Is she treating you well, Salem? Is your mommy being good to you?”

“He’s probably thinking you’re insane,” she said and disappeared into her kitchen. A moment later, she came back with two bottles of water and looked down at me, “In all seriousness, don’t bring sex into this at all. Lacey, do you feel safe at your house?”

I took in a deep breath before taking the bottle of water she offered me. Standing up, I looked her in the eye and spoke solemnly, “No. I don’t. I don’t know when Dusty is going to decide that he’s had enough of me. He’s not above getting physical and while it’s been a long time since he’s raised a hand at me, it just feels like a matter of time.”

“Then I don’t know if I can let you go back to him. I’m not saying you have to stay here, but I’ve got an extra bedroom,” she said before putting her hand on the side of my neck. “You’re a good person, Lacey. I can’t say that I know you perfectly, but for almost ten years, you’ve been nothing but helpful and supportive of me. I really do appreciate that, and I’m going to do everything I can to make sure you’re safe.”

I smiled at her and leaned in closer, pressing my lips to hers for the slightest of moments, “Even if that means letting a cheating whore sleep under your roof?”

Her eyes narrowed and she shook her head, “Don’t call yourself a whore. Ever. What you’re doing is being a whore, it’s not like you’re with a different person every week. Why do you think that wanting a little validation and attention makes you a whore?”

“Because I have a husband?”

“A husband that doesn’t know what he’s got in front of him,” she let out a deep sigh. “It’s not only your sister he’s seeing. He occasionally brags about the people he has sex with while we’re out at a job site.”

“N-No,” I groaned. Of course, I’d thought about what he might be doing while they’re out working on someone’s house. But it wasn’t even that he was cheating on me with strangers that bothered me. She said he was seeing my sister.

“He’s still visiting Irena?”

Amber bit her lower lip and looked away from me. I put my hand on her chin and gently tugged, “Please, just be honest with me.”

“He never stopped seeing her. That kid isn’t Kyle’s.”

The words took the breath from me. As many times as I’d asked him to consider having a child with me, he’d always refused. Thinking of my sister’s nine-year-old, it made a lot more sense to me. The fucker already had a kid…

A rage slowly started building within me. I wasn’t mad at Amber, there was no reason to be. While I could have blamed her for not telling me the truth, she was working with limited information as well.

She took a step back and spoke softly, “If you’d like me to give you some space, I understand. I know how hard this must be for you.”

I shook my head as an anger-induced tear trickled down my cheek, “I wanted you to fuck me when I left the house and I want you to fuck me now. I didn’t say have sex with me. I didn’t ask you to make love with me. I just want you to slam your cock into me as hard as you can. I want you to hurt me with it. Break my fucking hips, just…”

A deep sigh escaped me and she wrapped her arms around my shoulders. The cool water bottle pressed against my arm as she whispered, “You don’t want me to hurt you. You just want to feel something. I’ve been there, Lacey. If you want to have sex, I can do that. But I need you to promise me that you’re not just going to use me for your emotional release and throw me to the side when you’re done.”

After a few moments, I hugged her back and let the tears start flowing, “I don’t want to use you and be done with you. This is just something I need right now, Amber. Our marriage failing was one thing, but having him treat me like I’m the problem when he’s been sleeping around on me for so long…”

“It hurts, I get that. But the way he made things sound, you’d been doing the same to him. I hate that I never asked you before, but how do you have a conversation like this?” she asked. Amber kissed the crown of my head and continued, “But I can promise you one thing. I won’t treat you like you’re nothing, Lacey. And I damn sure won’t have anything else to do with him.”

I pulled back and looked at her, “You make it sound like you want to date me.”

“I was going to give it some time before I asked or anything,” she mumbled.

Leaning forward, I pressed my lips to hers and gently ground my hips against her. Sure, I could have been pissed at her for not telling me the truth sooner, but she was right. How could I have expected her to have this conversation with me, especially if she thought that Dusty was the one getting revenge?

It was a hard spot for her to be in, but right now, the only hard spot I wanted to think about was between her legs.

She let out a soft moan and quickly broke the kiss, “Are you absolutely sure you want this?”

I nodded, “We both knew I wanted you to fuck me when we went for our run. The emotional stuff, that wasn’t something I expected, but you don’t seem like the kind of woman that would just want to hurt me for the sake of it. So why don’t we just take care of the physical stuff for now? After I’ve had a little more time to process the rest of this, we can talk about the emotional stuff?”

“That sounds wonderful, Lacey. If you want me to stop at any point, all you have to do is say so, okay?”

It was heartwarming to have her care so much about what I wanted. If Dusty was in her shoes right now, he would have just taken me for the sake of it and not given a damn about what I wanted. And I knew that I’d let him. It wasn’t a healthy relationship and that was becoming more apparent by the second. It wasn’t something I should just live with and hope it would get better. Fuck him!

Amber pulled away from me and uncapped her water. As she led the way to her bedroom, she took a healthy swallow from it and I quickly did the same. As horny as I was, I couldn’t pretend that my body didn’t crave some kind of break. The mile and a half run was good for me, but it didn’t feel like it at the moment.

She put her water down on the dresser across from her bed and sheepishly smiled as she hooked her thumbs into her shorts and panties. In one quick motion, she pushed them down her thighs and showed me the impressive cock between her thighs. While there was a light musk coming from her, it was nothing that didn’t ignite the fire of my lust.

That thick, low-hanging cock was far more than I could have ever expected a woman to pack and she spoke softly, “I promise, it’s not that small when I’m hard.”

“What the fuck do you mean it’s not that small? That thing is already bigger than Dusty!” I cried.

She grinned and shrugged her shoulders, “I’ve never been with a woman. Uh, speaking of… I don’t have any condoms.”

“It’ll be fine, just pull out before you’re about to finish,” I said, quickly stripping out of my clothes. There was no reason to show off every inch of my body in a slow tease to her, not when we both knew what we wanted right now. If I had to seduce her, maybe I would have taken things slower, just to make her crave my pussy even more. But that wasn’t the case. In my eyes, Lacey deserved to enjoy my body without having to be strung through the silly games I usually played with the women I cheated with.

This time was different. It didn’t feel like I was doing this just to get off and being honest, I wasn’t trying to get a woman to spread her legs for me. This time, I wanted Amber to enjoy me because she’d earned it. Sure, earlier this afternoon, I would have made this a lot harder for her. Things changed.

She let out a quiet groan and asked, “How did you want to do this?”

I smiled at her and walked over to her bed to join her. Laying down on my back, I shuffled my hips until they were just over the edge of her bed. Spreading my legs and bringing them closer towards my shoulders, I hooked my elbows under my knees and showed her just how flexible I was, “I usually can’t stand the thought of looking at someone on top of me, but I’d love to be able to see your face while we enjoy one another.”

She nodded and stood up, positioning herself between my legs. Instead of her thick cock at my entrance, she pressed two fingers into my pussy, “Uh, so if I’m not the best, you won’t make fun of me, right?”

I let out a low moan as her fingers curled within my inner walls, exploring me while also causing my pussy to get even wetter. “Why the hell would I make fun of you. As long as you’re having a good time and that massive cock is in me, I’m sure we’ll both get what we want out of tonight. I’m not asking you to make me squirt, Amber. I just want to feel you inside me and feel your cum spray across my chest when you’re done.”

Her pale cheeks flushed red as she nodded, “I think I can make that happen.”

“Then what are you waiting for?” I asked as I watched her fingers continued to slowly pump into my slit.

This was a position I’d only been in by myself when I used toys, so this was a slightly new experience for me as well. Amber slowly pulled her fingers from my pussy and she spoke quietly, “I’m just scared of hurting you and ruining tonight.”

My eyes locked with hers and I spoke firmly, “Damn it, girl. I want you to fuck me! I don’t care if you’re some kind of sex goddess!”

She groaned and quickly pressed the head of her cock against my slit. With a single, rough push, she forced half her cock inside me. I clenched my jaw and pressed my shoulders against her bed as her massive girth spread me like Dusty never could. There was a brief moment when I thought I might scream from how huge she was, but I bit my cheek and let her continue to sink further into me.

If I did anything that made her feel like she was hurting me, she would probably stop. Amber was a sweetheart and while I loved that about her, I needed to be fucked tonight.

As her warm hips pressed against my core, she let out a quiet gasp and her head hung limp for a moment, “F-Fucking hell, it feels so good.”

“S-See what you’ve been missing?” I purred.

She pulled back a few inches before pumping into me again, softly pressing against my hips again. While her cock inside me felt better than I could have imagined, she wasn’t being nearly as forceful as I needed her to be. If I was going to have any more fun tonight, I’d need her to stop worrying so much about me.

“Amber?”

“Hmm?” she hummed.

“I don’t want to make you feel like I’m asking you to hurt me, but you can be a lot more rough with me. Matter of fact, I really, really need you to fuck me hard and fast.”

She nodded and leaned forward over me, her hands gripping the bed beside my head. Amber’s shoulders pushed my legs back even further. Her soft blue eyes gazed into mine, “Can I have a kiss first?”

I giggled and lifted my head as far as I could to meet her halfway. Our lips locked for a moment and I pressed my tongue against her lips. She moaned and opened her mouth so that our tongues could dance for just a few moments before she pulled away from me.

Amber straightened her arms and relieved most of the pressure she was putting on my legs while still keeping her arms on the bed. Without so much as a word, she pulled her hips back and then slammed into me. The loud slap of our hips colliding filled the room and was followed by an even louder moan from me.

She once again bit her lower lip and pulled back. Amber pumped into me again, drawing forth another moan from me. Without as much of a delay this time, she pounded into me again. And again. Soon, she’d found her rhythm and while her strokes weren’t as hard as the first two, she was building into a more blissful pattern.

Each time her cock delved deep into my pussy, I could see my tight stomach bulge slightly. I’d never had something so large inside me and now that I’d experienced it, I couldn’t imagine ever going back to my husband.

Every time her warm body pressed against mine, a loud moan ripped forth from me. I wasn’t the only one moaning with each stroke, though. Amber’s soft moans and gasps slowly transitioned into primal grunts as she rutted her hips into mine.

I could feel the heat in my pussy building and my stomach tightened as she continued to drill into me. My eyes met with hers before I collapsed back onto the bed. Her cock sank deep into me, causing my stomach to distend once again. It was too much to take. I couldn’t hold back the burning ecstasy that coursed through me any longer!

My hips writhed and bucked as she continued to hammer into me, seemingly unaware that I was about to soak her with my orgasm. I wasn’t complaining, having that massive shaft spread me like I was nothing more than a toy felt amazing. Amber cared about me. I knew that and I could hold onto that thought as she hammered into my pussy.

For someone that claimed to have never been with a woman before, she could fuck like no other!

I let out a loud cry and my nails dug into my legs as my juices gushed forth, spraying onto her. She let out a long groan before slamming into me one last time. Her misty eyes met with mine and just as I felt her cock throb within me, her eyes widened with realization.

Before she could pull away from me, I moaned, “Leave it in.”

“B-But—”

“I said leave it in!”

She didn’t argue with me, her eyes rolled back slightly as she sank into me again. That bulge in my stomach bounced ever-so-slightly with each torrent of cum that she pumped deep into my pussy. If I had the energy left, I would have reached down and massaged my clit while I watched that beautiful sight, but I couldn’t even keep my head off the bed.

Amber’s soft moans faded away and all that was left was our heavy breathing. She slowly pulled out of me and collapsed onto the bed. I weakly pushed myself further up the bed until I was able to kiss her again.

It was barely more than a peck but it was still the most intimate kiss of my life. If only I’d found her before I found Dusty, this could have possibly been my life for the past ten years.

Then again, why couldn’t I try to make it that way for the rest of my life?

I broke the kiss and whispered, “I don’t want to sleep in another bed tonight.”

She panted, “Good, I really didn’t know how to ask you to stay.”

Four months passed and the divorce was still in progress, but I didn’t even bother fighting for any of Dusty’s belongings. I didn’t want them. Anything that was even related to him deserved to be burned to the ground.

I had a new lover now, one that respected me and did things for me that he would never.

A hand ran over the slight bulge in my stomach and Amber whispered into my ear, “I can’t wait to buy you some maternity pants, baby.”

“I bet you can’t,” I purred as she pressed herself into my back. “But I can’t wait to move.”

“The house is going up for sale in a month, don’t worry, we’re going to get as far away from Dusty you want to be,” she said.

“Good… I wouldn’t want to start our family with him within a thousand miles, baby,” I said.

Truly, the night I went for a run with my husband’s best friend turned out to be the best decision I’d ever made.


Story Twelve

Fertile for the Futa

Bella’s Best Friend has a Confession


“I can’t believe we’re going to actually see Drain the Node live!” my best friend, Hannah cried out from the passenger seat.

I laughed and turned my blinker on before moving into the far right lane to get ready to get off the interstate, “No kidding, on their first tour ever. It’s insane, I mean, you told me about them when they were barely out of the garage band stage and now look at them.”

She reached over and gave my knee a gentle squeeze, “Thank you so much for coming with me. I really don’t know if I would have been able to see them if it wasn’t for you, Bella.”

Her hand on my knee felt a little nicer than I should have admitted. As much as I enjoyed the warmth, I had to do my best to not focus on it for too long. She was my best friend, even if she was the most attractive chick I knew.

Since as long as I could remember, Hannah was in my life. When we were both going through the awkward cooties on the playground stage of life, she fended off the icky boys for me. When we got into middle school, I helped support her through her identity crisis. Little did I know, just a few years later, she would be there with me through every step of my own identity crisis.

The difference… She didn’t have to take pills to become the woman she was today. I was ever thankful to have a friend like Hannah, but that’s what made my attraction to her even more forbidden. Yet, like a lost puppy, I’d follow her anywhere and do anything I could to make her life a little better just so that I could be in her presence.

“Hey, you know you’d do the same for me if I wanted to do something. And speaking of, you’ve already done these kinds of things for me in the past,” I reminded her.

Her hand lingered on my knee and she ran her thumb across it, “But that doesn’t mean I can’t really appreciate it. Speaking of showing appreciation, how does pizza sound for lunch?”

I smiled and once again flicked on my blinker as I took our exit. According to the GPS, we were only two miles away from the hotel we booked a night at. “Pizza sounds amazing, but it’s like, three, isn’t it kind of like an early dinner or is it just a late lunch?”

“Who cares, this is our little vacation, Bella. Let’s enjoy it, fuck counting calories for the next two days. You’re beautiful the way you are and if two days will ruin your diet, I’ll hire you a personal trainer to whip you back into shape,” she said.

That sounded just about right. Hannah really didn’t have a shortage of money, but when it came to driving or taking large steps by herself, she couldn’t do it. Either of them. One because she couldn’t pass the test, the other because she was mildly codependent.

And here I was. Enjoying every second of her being with me. I couldn’t say if I was using her a little or if I was being a good friend, but if it meant separating myself from her, I’d happily be either. Our friendship was special and while she did end up paying for most everything we did, I’d like to think I provided some sort of value for her.

I wasn’t the one that had a millionaire dad. My dad was in prison. Go figure…

She squeezed my knee, “Would you rather I whip you back into shape then?”

I giggled and merged into the traffic leading to our apartment, “No, just spank me a little and I’ll call it fair. You might want to find a place to eat if you want one though. Preferably one we could walk to? My butt is numb from driving for the past six hours.”

“Then why would I ever spank it? I’ll massage it for you, don’t worry,” she teased.

“Is that a threat or a promise?” I asked.

She ran her hand up my thigh until she was just about to reach my groin before she pulled away and giggled, “It was a threat, but now it’s a promise. I’ll find us a place to eat.”

I was starting to hate that I’d worn pajama pants for the drive up here. They were super comfortable and gave my legs room to breathe, but that was half of my problem right now. Even with panties on to help restraint it, the growing bulge between my legs was probably excessively noticeable.

My cheeks warmed and I figured that I was blushing, but Hannah didn’t have much of an issue teasing me about my cock. If anything, it had become one of her go-to tormenting methods for when she wanted to make me squirm. What are best friends for if not to mess with one another?

Ultimately, I didn’t mind, but it was growing harder and harder to not ask her to just tell me that she wanted me or that she wanted to mess with me. She was my type almost down to my specific fantasies. Blonde hair that reached just below her shoulder blades, a firm body that had just enough definition to show she was fit without it being too much that would make me feel inferior, and to top it all off, she was a fucking metalhead and that was probably the most attractive quality to me.

I pulled into the parking lot of our hotel and she continued scrolling through pages. Glancing over, I saw a glimpse of a naked woman with a little something extra between her legs before she quickly locked her phone and looked back at me, “Yeah, there’s a place about two blocks from here. Supposed to be a little hole in the wall place but it has really good reviews.”

Pretending like I hadn’t seen anything, I smiled, “Sounds good, let’s get our stuff in our room first though, okay?”

She agreed and soon, we were carrying our suitcases to our room on the eighth floor. I wasn’t that much of a fan of heights, but it was the cheapest room I could show her that didn’t look like a run down rat’s nest. To her, a rat’s nest was a room that didn’t have a personal jacuzzi.

As we got inside the room, she let the heavy door shut behind us and blew past me to jump on the bed. Hannah smiled like a kid in a candy store and patted the bed beside her, “Ooh, and we get to share a bed together? If Daddy knew, he’d probably kick me in the snatch.”

“Um, any reason for that? Mr. Donovan likes me, doesn’t he?” I asked.

She chuckled as I moved to sit down beside her, “He does like you a lot, but if he knew that anyone with a dick was in the same bed as his daughter, it wouldn’t end well for me.”

I smirked and laid down beside her, “It’s odd how comfortable you can be able all of these things. I get skittish when you even mention my thing and yet here you are, promising to massage my butt and sleep with me.”

“Hey, I’m sleeping with you, not sleeping with you!” she defended herself. “At least, not yet.”

Those words did nothing to help my arousal go down. Instead, I found myself drawing my feet closer to my ass to help hide my erection, “I don’t know if we should talk like that, Hannah.”

She shrugged, “I’m just teasing a little bit. I thought you didn’t mind if I messed with you.”

“I really don’t, but uh…”

Hannah smirked and put her hand on my tight stomach, her fingers slowly circling around my belly button, “But what? Are you getting a little excited? It’s hard not to notice.”

My cheeks burned with embarrassment, “S-Stop it.”

“You’re not making me, so I’m not quite sure you want me to. Isn’t it a little odd,” she slid her hand just a tiny bit closer to my crotch, teasing the sensitive area just above my groin, “that we have been friends for all this time. And every time I tease you, you act so shy about it. But you can never stop me?”

Her fingertips pushed the waistband of my pajama pants down an inch before she giggled wickedly and pulled her hand away from me. The thick bulge in my pants was impossible to not see, even with my legs angled to help hide it. If I had anything above average, it was definitely my cock.

“So it makes me wonder if you really want me to stop or if you’re just saying that to make me think that you don’t really want it,” she cooed before rolling off the bed. Looking down at me, she smiled warmly and continued, “I shouldn’t tease you so much though. It’s not fair to you, besides, I can’t imagine you’d want to show that monster off while we’re getting pizza.”

How could someone so sweet be so damn evil at the same time? I hated that I loved how she acted!

One of these days, she was going to get herself into something that she would be uncomfortable with. I’d eventually be brave enough to pull my panties down and show her just what she did to me and ask her to take care of it. It’d only be fair… But that would mean showing my best friend my cock and asking her to enjoy it. While standing up for myself sounded nice, I couldn’t pretend that it would be easy. Even worse, if she did stop teasing me, I think that would be worse.

“You know, Hannah, I don’t mind that you mess with me. But we’re in a hotel room together tonight. If I have to take care of myself like I usually do, you’re going to hear it and that’s going to be awkward.”

Her jaw went slack for a moment before she gathered herself, “Like you usually do? Oh my god, did you just admit to jerking off after I’ve teased you?”

It was at that point that I thought I was going to die a little. How could I have admitted something so stupid?

“You’re so perverted,” she said, leaning back over the bed. Her hips were high in the air and she let them sway so seductively, “But you know what?”

Her perfume was very light, but with her so close to me, I could smell the strawberry fragrance rolling off of her. She whispered, “I’ve definitely used dildos while I thought about your cock being inside me. I’m not any better than you are there.”

A soft moan escaped me before I knew what happened and she smiled down at me, “Sounds like that excites you.”

“H-Hannah, this is getting a little too serious, isn’t it?” I asked.

She nodded, “Why shouldn’t I be able to tell you how I feel about you? Is that against the rules? Come on now, don’t tell me that after all we’ve been through together that you didn’t stick around for nothing.”

“I’m here because I’m your f-friend,” I stammered.

This was all happening so fast, the things I expected her to never say were being thrown out into the open. Fantasies I’d had of my best friend usually weren’t this serious. Even then, when I did think about her while I touched myself, I couldn’t help but feel a little shame after I came.

Hannah climbed onto the bed and threw her right leg over my hips and sat down on my stomach, “And I’m your friend. Your best friend. The kind of friend that wishes you would have asked her to blow you on the car ride up here. The kind of friend that really wanted to have you fuck her brains out on prom night.”

She gently ground herself against me, the tiny white gym shorts she had on covering her weren’t even thick enough to hide the wetness seeping through her panties.

“H-Hannah! You’re going to do something you regret,” I said, terrified that she was just horny and not thinking clearly.

Her sharp green eyes met with mine and she stopped moving for a second. Leaning down until her face was just inches from mine, she spoke in a clear, firm voice, “The only thing I regret is not asking you to be my girlfriend sooner.”

I didn’t have time to respond to her. Her lips pressed against mine and she pressed her tongue against my lips. Against my every rational thought, I opened my mouth for her.

This wasn’t supposed to happen. If we were going to get together, I should have been the one that took her somewhere nice and showed her a good time before asking her if she’d like to be my partner. It wasn’t supposed to happen with her grinding her hips against me in a hotel room!

But at the same time… I let my legs straighten out and Hannah quickly shifted her hips back to rub herself against the thick bulge under my clothes. Her tongue danced against mine as she used me to satisfy her needs.

Hannah broke our kiss and straightened up, putting pressure on my cock and drawing out a moan from me.

“I’ve wanted to do this with you for so damn long, Bella. You’re just too damn sweet to ask me to do it,” she moved her hands to her chest and squeezed her own breasts through her clothes. “Drain the Node isn’t playing here, tonight. They’re not going on tour. I just wanted to get you away from everything we knew back home. I want tonight to be about us, Bella. You didn’t have the metaphorical balls to ask me, so I wanted to ask you.”

The words stung a little, not so much that I was hurt, but enough to show me just how badly she must have wanted the same thing that I did. How could both of us be so blind to the other’s desires?

I knew the answer to that even as the thought crossed my mind. We weren’t blind to it. Neither of us knew how to ask our best friend if they would want to be lovers.

I bit my lower lip as she bucked against me again. Looking up at her, “I want you just as bad as you want me, but I don’t know if we should rush into things.”

“We’re adults, Bella. You know everything there is to know about me and I know the same about you. If there is anyone I’d rush into sex with, it would have to be you. I love you, you little shit.”

There was a moment of silence that seemed to last an eternity. Everything she said rung true, but even with her grinding her pussy against my cock, I didn’t expect us to go all the way tonight. Her hips stopped grinding against me and she looked down with a familiar look of worry. It was the same look she gave me when she thought she pushed me further than I could handle.

I put my hands on her waist and rolled her onto her back. Looking down at her, I smiled warmly and gave her a kiss on the cheek before I whispered, “I want to do this with you.”

She wrapped her arms around my back and pulled me down against her for an awkward hug, “Then get off me and take those damn clothes off. I want to be on top, by the way. You weren’t the one that asked, you don’t get to be player one.”

“You little—”

“Strip, girl!”

The command made me smile and she let me go so that I could get off the bed. As awkward as it was for me, I pushed my pajama pants down with my plain blue cotton panties bundled up in them. Then came my shirt, and I unclasped my bra and let it fall down my arms onto the floor.

Meanwhile, Hannah took quickly threw her shorts at me and then her tee shirt leaving her in a sexy black lace lingerie set. As much as I would have enjoyed just looking at her in that sexy bra and panties, she quickly took them off as well. Her perky breasts were magnificent, each small mound topped with an already erect nipple. Between her thighs was something I’d only dreamed about, but my fantasies couldn’t compare to the real thing.

Her tight slit glistened in the light and she smiled at me before reaching down between her legs. Two fingers spread her lips and she cooed, “It’s been a long time since I’ve used my dildos. I’m not sure if I can take your massive cock, Bella.”

I blushed and was now highly aware of just how aroused I was. I’d been focusing so much on her that I didn’t even think about how desperately she might want me. My size was something I was always a little self-conscious of, not so much that I wasn’t proud of it… Just that it was certainly something I didn’t expect to be such a big deal. When Hannah would give me grief about it, she always made it sound like it was some kind of gift to humanity. I never saw it like that until today. It was Hannah’s gift.

“Then enjoy what you can of it, I know I’ll enjoy every second of this,” I purred.

She looked at me as if I’d lost it, “Since when is this something you’re comfortable talking about?”

“It’s not, but you want it and I want you to have it,” I mumbled, the facade quickly dropping.

Hannah stood from the bed and approached me, her hands fell onto my shoulders, “Then lay down, I’ll take care of you.”

She guided to the bed and gently pushed me onto it. I propped myself up onto my elbows and watched her as she climbed onto the bed. This time, when her pussy pressed against my cock, I could feel the heat of her desire burning against my sensitive flesh. The soft moan that slipped from her lips was heavenly, but it was nothing in comparison to the mind-breaking sensation of her lower lips slowly spreading around the crown of my cock.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her as she lowered herself onto my shaft. Inch after inch disappeared inside her, yet it wasn’t the insertion that I was watching. It was her face. The way she bit her lower lip and squeezed her eyes shut as she took me deep into her.

For her to be unsure as to if she could take my size, she didn’t even stop once as her hips finally pressed against mine. Hannah’s inner walls massaged my cock, their warmth embracing me and making me feel like I’d died and gone to heaven.

Those beautiful eyes finally opened and she let out a quiet groan as she bucked her hips slowly, “Fucking hell, that’s so much nicer than any dildo I’ve ever used.”

“Y-You’re going to make me cum,” I whimpered.

She looked down at me and smiled weakly, “That’s the entire plan, baby.”

Those words were all the warning I got as she slowly lifted her hips and then let them fall back into place. The rush of euphoria that came with the motion was beyond anything I’d ever experienced when masturbating. Fingering my ass, using the small dildo I had, even stroking myself like I typically did… None of it could compare to the bliss that was Hannah’s pussy.

Hannah leaned forward slightly and put her hands on my shoulders, “I love you, Bella. I always have and I always will.”

I opened my mouth to tell her how I felt, but I couldn’t get the words out as she started bouncing herself on my shaft furiously. What seemed like it would be a slow, passionate night shifted towards a quick, hard fuck in the span of seconds.

As much as I would have loved to make love to her, to enjoy her for hours to come, I couldn’t bring myself to argue with the change of pace. Her tight walls stroked my cock and Hannah’s desperate moans made things much more sensual for me in an instant. There would be a time when I could explore everything she could possibly offer me in the bedroom, for now, I wanted her to keep moaning louder and louder.

I lifted my hips to meet her as she dropped herself onto me. The loud slap of our hips colliding together was a near-constant sound to augment the sounds of her ecstatic moans coupled with my whimpering cries of pleasure.

My hands rested on her thighs, gently pushing her hips down to help her move even faster. Lasting long wasn’t an option, but I was going to do everything I could for her to help give her what she wanted. If she wanted me for all this time and her first time with me was meant to be fast-paced, I wasn’t going to argue with her. Like I’d always done and always would do, I wanted to support her and help her reach her goals in life.

A loud gasp escaped her lips and she looked down at me and groaned, “I’m about to cum, oh fucking shit, I’m about to cum!”

As excited as I was about that fact, I couldn’t even speak. My balls were already tightening up from her admission, all I’d wanted was to pleasure her and hearing her tell me that she was going to finish, I couldn’t hold back any longer.

My hips slammed against hers one final time before I let out a loud, feminine cry that anyone in the nearby rooms would have been able to hear. At the same time, I felt my lover’s walls clench around my cock as they spasmed wildly. Her warm hips fell against me again and a rush of hot, sticky juices drenched my crotch.

Meanwhile, my cock was being caressed and massaged by her pussy, as if her body wanted to milk me for every drop of my cum. Luckily for both of us, my toes had already curled from the pleasure I was receiving and I couldn’t stop the rush of cum if I wanted to. I let out a loud gasp as the first burst of my seed pumped deep into my best friend’s pussy.

Hannah whimpered softly as she ground her hips gently against me while I continued to fill her with my cum. Before I even finished cumming, she leaned down and whispered, “We probably should have worn a condom.”

Then her lips pressed against mine and her tongue pushed into my mouth again. After a few final spurts into her fertile depths, my cock slowly started softening and Hannah broke the kiss, “But don’t worry. If I do get knocked up, I’m sure you’ll be a great mom. And yes, dad will pay for the wedding. No way in hell are we having a child without being married!”

Everything was happening so fast, but at the same time, it wasn’t. We’d been intimate with each other in every way except sexually for so many years that everything else just felt natural. Even if I did get her pregnant, I wouldn’t worry about if our relationship would fail. I already knew that she was the woman I wanted in my life and she clearly wanted me back…

“Y-You cut me off earlier,” I mumbled.

Her eyes widened and she opened her mouth, I assumed to apologize. Instead, I did the same thing she did to me, “I love you. Hannah Donovan, I love you more than a best friend should. And I’d be glad if you wanted me to be your girlfriend, and hopefully, your wife someday.”

She smiled and kissed me once again. I didn’t need to hear her words to know that this was what she wanted.

Drain the Node might have been amazing to see live, but that band wasn’t nearly as amazing as Hannah was.


Story Thirteen

Fertile for the Futa

Faith is Unfaithful to her Deployed Husband


“So do you want the jacket or not, ma’am. I’m not trying to put you on the spot, but you’re holding up the line,” the man behind the counter said.

Of course, I wanted it, but I couldn’t exactly justify spending almost two-hundred dollars on a jacket that I didn’t exactly need. Just as I was about to tell him that I couldn’t afford it, a piece of black plastic pushed into the card reader, “She’ll take it.”

The voice was pleasant on the ears, but I had no clue who the woman was that just paid for two outfits and a jacket that I wanted. The total came up to a little over four hundred dollars and I couldn’t help but feel a little guilty as the cashier bagged my items and handed me the bag.

Turning to look at the woman that paid for my items, I felt my heart skip a beat. While I’d been interested in women all my life, the ring on my finger was given to me by a man. A man that I loved dearly. A man that was overseas, fighting for our country.

Still, I couldn’t pretend that my eyes didn’t wander this tall red-headed woman’s body. She smiled warmly and gave me a gentle pat on the back, “Wait for me outside the store, if you would.”

She spoke with such confidence. It wasn’t a question, and I didn’t need to tell her that I would be there. Somehow, I got the feeling that she knew I wouldn’t tell her no, even if I wasn’t quite sure how to feel about the demand.

I stepped outside of the store and sat my bag down on the smooth tile floor. The mall was one of my favorite places to be, it had pretty much anything a lonely woman could want. All the people I could stand to watch, good food, and my favorite thing, clothing stores!

As I slid my arms through the jacket sleeves and zipped it halfway up, I heard the woman’s heels click against the tile as she stepped out of the carpeted store.

“Pleasure to meet you, sorry about jumping in there. I don’t mean to assume too much, but if you could have afforded the jacket, you’d have bought it,” she said. The jab towards my financial situation stung, but she wasn’t wrong. “Paige, by the way. Now, if it’s all the same to you, I’d appreciate it if you’d take me out for lunch? I can’t imagine that costing more than your jacket.”

“F-Faith,” I mumbled as I tried to process what she was asking of me. She was clear enough with what she asked for, but what kind of stranger would spend that kind of money on someone they didn’t know at all?

She chuckled and ran her hand down my jacket sleeve, her warm fingers danced across the back of my hand and she purred, “How do you feel about the Chinese food in the food court?”

“I feel like you’re expecting something from me and I don’t know what that is,” I said.

Paige nodded and started walking towards the food court, “Of course I’m expecting something from you. Lunch and possibly a thank you.”

What she said could have been interpreted in quite a few ways, but I wasn’t going to pretend that I wasn’t at least curious. I didn’t owe her anything, no one held a gun to her head and forced her to buy the jacket for me, but I wasn’t going to pretend that I wasn’t slightly compelled. Should she ask me about something I wasn’t comfortable with, I’d let her know I was married and move along.

I followed behind her after I grabbed my bag with my clothes and mumbled, “Who are you, anyway?”

“I already told you, Faith, my name is Paige,” she said.

“Yeah, but what kind of person spends that much money on a stranger?” I asked.

She chuckled and put her arm around my waist, casual as could be, “The kind of stranger who thinks your lover would appreciate you coming home in that jacket.”

“I-If that’s the case, why are you putting your arm around me?”

“Because your lover isn’t here with you. Honestly, Faith, I’m not expecting anything out of you but a nice date. If I wanted to hook up with someone, I would have used an app for that. I just want to have a nice night with a woman who knows they don’t have to put out at the end of it. So, if you think that’s a little too much to ask, then please move my hand,” she said.

Once again, it was that damn confidence that I couldn’t refuse. Even my husband couldn’t talk to me the way she was. The warmth spreading through my thighs was something I tried to reserve for my husband, but damn, she was the kind of bold that bordered on sheer cockiness.

Paige’s arm remained around my waist and my cheeks warmed as I let her hand drift down to my hip, dangerously close to the tight ass my husband loved so much, “Thanks for the answer, pumpkin.”

“Y-Yeah, whatever. It’s just lunch,” I mumbled.

At the food court, she picked out what she wanted and I did the same, and as I pulled out my card to pay for the meal, she chuckled and slid her card into the slot, “You’ve really got to be faster on the draw, Faith. That money isn’t yours, is it?”

“What are you trying to say?” I asked, slightly offended.

“The hesitation you’ve shown twice already with that piece of plastic. The money in that account isn’t money you’ve worked for,” she said before taking the receipt and handing it to me.

My jaw dropped as I read the name that printed out on the receipt. Paige A. Reagan.

Looking back up at her, I immediately tried to apologize to her, “M-Miss—”

She put a finger to my lips, “Don’t even bother. Let’s go sit down and we can continue that conversation. I’d hate for people to recognize me out in public.”

How could I have been so damn ignorant? Mrs. Reagan was the founder of the tech company that supplied most of the hospitals of the nearby four states. Then again, I couldn’t exactly blame myself. You hear all these stories about rich people that you never imagine you’d ever meet. But… It explained that confidence. By the age of thirty-one, she was a multi-millionaire that owned half of our city. She was no slouch, to say the least.

We took a seat at a table that in the back corner of the food court, away from the general populace that might want to listen in. She smiled at me and put opened the box with her food in it, “I hope that this doesn’t change things.”

“O-Of course it changes things. How could it not? You’re one of the most influential women of our time, you’re an inspiration—”

“I didn’t come here to get my dick sucked, Faith. Literally or figuratively,” she cut me off.

I couldn’t help but chuckle, “Sorry, I know you’re being serious but that’s a good joke.”

She smiled wide and took a bite of her food. The lack of a real response made me pause. That didn’t seem like the same sort of reaction she would give if that was a joke… The only option I had left was to ask, “Wait, what?”

Paige swallowed her food and took a sip of her bottle of water before answering, “Is it really that much of a surprise to you? There’s a reason not many people know about my life prior to me turning twenty. My life as a male was unproductive and unsatisfying. That being said, I didn’t dislike everything about it. If anything, I’m quite comfortable with my cock.”

Having this conversation with nearly anyone else would have probably sent me running for the hills, but knowing this intimate detail of Paige’s life was curious. I didn’t know if I should have been proud that she shared it with me or curious as to if she did have intentions with me that were beyond what she initially led me to believe. Hell, at this point, would it even be worth turning her down if she did?

Paige could have anyone or anything she wanted, as far as I was concerned, so her showing any interest in me was flattering.

“Oh, well, uh,” I stammered.

“Something wrong?”

“No?”

“Then why aren’t you eating?”

I squeezed my thighs together and did my best to try to contain myself. Thoughts of my husband flooded my mind, but I couldn’t help myself. I had to at least try. She told me something about her that I could only guess that not many people knew. It wasn’t public knowledge, anyway.

“I just don’t know if you’re messing with me or not,” I answered.

She smiled and shrugged her shoulders, “How about you eat your food and if you’re that curious, I’ll prove it to you?”

The offer was one that I accepted before I even thought about the consequences, “Sure, what’s the catch?”

“No catch. Can’t a woman be proud of what she’s got? Besides,” she leaned over the table to whisper, “you think that it isn’t a turn on to know that a married woman is this interested?”

That warmth that I tried to keep reserved for my husband once again ignited. My damp panties clung to my wanting pussy and I knew that if things got out of hand, I wouldn’t stop them. Sure, I loved my husband with most of my heart, but this woman… She could have anything. If there was something my husband could never offer me, it was the chance to be with someone like Paige. He’d never have to know, and she knew I couldn’t tell.

My life would be much worse off without my husband, but then again, he knew that I was easily worked up. He encouraged me to not even touch myself while he was gone and while the sentiment was nice, that he wanted me all for himself… A woman had needs. Needs that a millionaire powerhouse like Paige could take care of if she wanted to.

I didn’t speak another word as I did my best to eat all of my food. Halfway through, the nervousness building within me got the upper hand and I couldn’t eat another bite. Across the table, Paige continued to eat her food, enjoying slow bites as she watched me writhe in my seat.

That torture continued for what felt like an eternity before she finally put the plastic fork in her empty box and stood up, “Where would you like me to show you?”

“My house is only ten minutes from here,” I said quickly.

“Your husband’s house?”

“Our house,” I corrected. She wasn’t wrong, I’d never made a single payment on it, but still, the comment made me question her meaning.

She nodded, “I see. Are you happy with him?”

“Of course, but I can’t be expected to wait another three months, can I? It’s already been six and I haven’t even seen a penis. Let alone touched myself,” I mumbled.

Paige took the bag beside her chair and I took mine, “It sounds like you’re interested in more than just seeing what I have to offer.”

Her teasing was getting the better of me. Instead of letting her make assumptions, I decided to take what little control I could over this situation, “Yes, Paige. I want to touch it, stroke it, and make it happy. You’re the kind of woman that people would fight over and yet, you spent money on me. You chose me to be the person you spent your time with. I’d be lying if I said this was about love, if anything, I feel like it’s a bit of an achievement. So take it or leave it.”

She smirked and put her arm around my lower back, though her fingers slid into my rear pocket and teased my ass, “Consider this your one and only chance. I’d love to have sex with you, but I’m not going to lie about this. A fantasy of mine for a long time has been getting a married woman pregnant. I’d be lying if I said I wanted to stick around, but I could comfortably say that I could provide you a large check to make sure the child is taken care of should you get pregnant.”

“B-But my husband would know,” I whispered.

“He would, but that’s the risk. You might not get pregnant, Faith. But I’ve told you what I want. If you want to be the woman to scratch that itch for me, you could. Otherwise, I could just show you in the bathroom if you’re that curious about my cock.”

I continued walking with her towards the exit, but my steps were excruciatingly slow as I thought about which option to take. This was a once in a lifetime opportunity, but the vows I spoke to my husband still meant something to me.

Each stop led me closer to the exit. Those fingers pressed against my ass and I knew the woman that had me in this position could do this with anyone. I wanted to be special. No one else had scratched this itch for her as of yet and I could be the first. I could also ruin my marriage. But…

“If things didn’t work out between me and my husband if I did get pregnant. Would you take care of me?” I asked.

She shrugged, “If you’d agree to a DNA test to make sure the child was mine. I don’t know if I could promise you more than a place to live and a job at my company that would allow you to work from home so that you can take care of our child.”

A safety net. That was all I needed her to offer me and that was good enough. If I was honest with myself, my husband wasn’t the greatest man and he certainly couldn’t offer me more than the occasional few months of company before he left again. Things could go to hell in a handbasket if I got pregnant but at least I knew I wouldn’t get left high and dry, especially not when I’d have biological proof of Paige’s actions.

The press would have a field day and that was something I doubted she’d want to deal with. So with my husband to lose and the thrill of a lifetime to gain, I lengthened my strides and walked out of the mall with her. I knew what I was doing was wrong and I could live with myself if I followed through with it.

“I take it you’ve made up your mind?” she asked.

I let out a quiet sigh and looked up at her, “If you flake, I’ll tell the press, I’ll order the DNA test myself, and I’ll do everything in my power to drag you through the mud, Paige.”

“Have a little faith, Faith. I took a taxi here and I’ll take a taxi from your home, but I would like to ride with you back to your place,” she said.

I nodded and led her to my modest car. Nothing like what I imagined she would drive, but it got us to my home safely. We left our bags in the backseat of the car. They weren’t as important as getting this taboo act started. As I unlocked the front door to my house, she asked softly, “Anything against doing this in your bed?”

“I guess not?”

“Good, I know it’s wrong to ask, but this has been a fantasy for far too long. I’d be lying if I told you that I didn’t want you to know exactly what you were doing while we did it,” she said and stepped inside with me. Paige shut the door and smiled at me, “I want you to know that your husband couldn’t provide you the same life that I can.”

Before I could even defend my husband, she unbuttoned her pants and pulled them and her panties down to her mid-thigh. The monstrous cock that sprung free made my jaw drop and she spoke in a lustful tone, “Because that’s what gets me off, Faith.”

The slight defense I had prepared for my husband’s capabilities melted away. Her cock was the largest I’d ever seen, more than I could imagine my petite body taking… That wouldn’t stop me from trying. After almost half a year of not even being able to touch myself, I needed this satisfaction.

If my husband wanted to hate me for the rest of his life, he should have been here for me to enjoy. He shouldn’t have requested to go overseas!

Leaving me behind when I was in the prime of my youth, desperate to enjoy the intimacy of a lover… My infidelity was his fault and if Paige ended up getting me pregnant, then so be it. I’d happily raise the child as a single mother if she didn’t decide to involve herself in our lives. That didn’t seem like it would be very much like her, and I couldn’t pretend that I wouldn’t enjoy at least having the woman’s cock occasionally. Even if that was all the involvement she had in my life.

I knelt down and looked up at her, “It’s beautiful.” My mouth opened and I let myself take her thick purple crown inside without a moment of hesitation. The slightly salty taste of her precum drizzled onto my tongue as I swirled my tongue around her sensitive head.

Just as I was about to start taking her further into my mouth, her hand slid through my hair and she gently pulled me off, “I want to breed you, not make love to you, Faith. Don’t get me wrong, another time, we could take things slow. But you invited me back to your home to do something I’ve been waiting for years to do.”

“R-Right,” I said, my cheeks burning from embarrassment. She should have had to work harder to get me to willingly to more than she asked. What was I thinking? Showing her that I was willing to do anything with her was just stupid!

I stood up and she pulled her clothes back up while still leaving her cock exposed. “Your bedroom?” she asked.

Without another word, I led her through the house. We went down the hall that led to the master bedroom, right past the pictures of my husband holding me in various photos that encapsulated the past few years of my life with him. Yet, I couldn’t bring myself to feel guilty anymore. If he wanted these needs to be satisfied, he should have been here to take care of them for me. If I mattered nearly as much to him as valor did, then I’d have him in my bed right now instead of Paige Reagan!

I opened the door to my bedroom and hurried over to the bed. My eyes stayed on Paige as I worked my way out of the jeans I was wearing, revealing a naughty detail to her. I wasn’t wearing any panties. Removing my jacket and shirt didn’t take long either and soon, I was naked before her, almost hoping for praise.

Instead, she looked at me as if I were a snack. That thick cock between her thighs bounced with each beat of her heart and she took her time to slowly pull her shirt off, then she unclasped the bra containing her round breasts. Her perky nipples were the first I’d seen of another woman without being in a changing room.

I’d never thought I was bisexual, but there was no denying it. Paige was genuinely a woman, even if her cock was larger than any man I’d slept with. While her having a pussy would have made things a little harder for me, I couldn’t deny that she probably could have still got in my pants.

After she was topless, the jeans and panties didn’t last long and soon, she crawled onto my bed as naked as I was. Paige’s beautiful red hair fell down to the sides of her face as she made her way on top of me. There were no words exchanged. Her sparkling green eyes were locked with mine as I felt that thick crown press against my entrance. She didn’t kiss me. She didn’t whisper that she loved me.

Paige pushed into my wet pussy and let out a quiet groan. Her girth stretched me further than I imagined I could go, but it was only the beginning. Pressure built within my tightness and I couldn’t see straight as she continued filling me with more of that impossibly large cock.

“F-Fuck you’re huge,” I moaned as my fingers dug into the cover.

She leaned down, her lips just barely away from my ear, “I know.”

Her hips drove downward, slamming into me. My pussy felt like it was being torn apart and I let out a pained scream. Paige’s thumb reached for my cheek and she gently stroked across it, “I’ll give you a minute, baby. But if we didn’t get it out of the way, it would take so much longer for me to be able to fuck you like I need to.”

While the pain radiating from my hips wasn’t pleasant, it wasn’t the end of the world either. Her lips surrounded my earlobe and she gently nibbled on it while lightly grinding into me. The slight intimacy was more than I expected from her. With that being shared with me, I moved my hands to her waist and gently stroked back and forth along her sides.

Paige slowly made her way down my neck leaving little kisses until she got to my collar bone. Her teeth gently sunk into either side of it before she bit down hard enough to make me gasp, then as quick as it started, she moved away from it. Back up my neck went the kisses, and when she looked down at me this time, her eyes closed as she descended.

I closed my eyes and her lips pressed against mine. My hips lifted gently against her as if that would help deepen the kiss she was imparting to me. As loveless as she made things out to seem earlier, there was passion behind her kiss that told another story. Her tongue pressed against my lips and I gave her the entrance she wanted.

Instead of breaking the kiss to tell her that I was ready, I wrapped my legs around her lower back and pulled her tight against me before letting my legs relax again. She seemed to take the hint. Her tongue danced with mine as her cock slowly withdrew from my needy depths. The excitement bubbled up within me as I felt her stop pulling away. Paige slammed herself into me again.

This time, there wasn’t the same fierce pain. Instead, there was a dull ache in my stomach from the sheer size of her cock, yet it wasn’t exactly painful. It was new, that much was certain, but I didn’t have long enough to linger on it to equate it to any other experience. Paige pumped into me again and slowly started building a rhythm that was growing ever more intense.

She finally pulled away from my lips and let out a soft moan. Her thick shaft continued to disappear inside me and all I could do was try not to scream loud enough for the neighbors to hear me. I’d always been vocal, but now that I had a real cock inside me, I could barely contain myself.

Her hand quickly clamped over my mouth and she whispered, “Fuck, you make the best noises, but not so loud! I don’t need this getting out to the press without even falling through on my end of the bargain!”

She pulled her hand away and I quickly replaced it with my own. Paige smiled down at me and whispered, “That’s a good girl, but I’m not done making you a Mommy yet.”

The words sent a pleasant shiver up my spine. While getting pregnant had never been high on my list of things to do, something about the desire Paige had for it made it sexy to me.

My hips bucked against her thrusts, each stroke of her cock making my body shake from the impact. I didn’t mind being a little abused in the bedroom, not that my husband would know. He never took control like Paige did.

The time between her moans grew shorter and shorter. Before long, sweat trickled down her firm body and I could feel the cover underneath me damp with sweat. But something else was damp, more than just damp… My pussy was absolutely drenched and I could feel my juices leaking down my body and soaking into the cover as well.

What I didn’t expect to feel was something that my husband had never managed. My stomach tightened and a bolt of shock ran through me as a familiar warmth built within me. I’d read about penetrative orgasms, but I’d never had one unless I used my own fingers to achieve it. As surprising as the experience was, I wasn’t about to ask her to slow down or let me experience it at my pace.

That cock kept slammed into me, her balls slapped against my ass, and those succulent moans continued to pour out of her. The combination of sensations was overwhelming me and I did what felt natural. I pulled my hand off my mouth and both of them dug into the cover, balling it up tightly as a high-pitched whine ruptured forth.

My stomach tightened again and I could feel the walls of my pussy clenching around her cock in spasms. This time, instead of using her hand to silence me, Paige leaned down and kissed me again, this time much more aggressively. Her tongue forced itself inside my mouth and she hammered into me, every few strokes rewarding me with a moan from her. The primal, desperate need for release that came from her didn’t need explaining. She had one intention when she brought me into this room and that was to fill my womb with her child.

She slammed into me more viciously as my pussy squeezed her tightly, my juices squirting forth in a powerful gush. Paige didn’t relent, she didn’t take even a single moment to bask in my orgasm. It didn’t even seem to register as an achievement for her, but how could she have known that she was the first person to make me cum from sex?

Each ridge of her cock sent fires of bliss burning through my body and prolonged my already intense orgasm to the point that I thought I would pass out. Never had I been so fully taken care of and without her visiting me again, I knew this would be the peak of my sex life. Paige Reagan, the most influential woman I’d ever met was doing to me what I only wished my husband could.

If there was any doubt in my mind about if I’d made the right choice or not, it was gone. This woman was a goddess in the sheets and I would have been a fool to not let her enjoy me!

Just as my own euphoric orgasm started to ebb, Paige broke our kiss and let out a deep groan before slamming herself into me. Each of her final strokes felt like they were delivered with the intention to break my bed. My body inched toward the headboard with each furious stroke into my abused pussy. With each surge of her hips, she was forced to quickly slide her knees forward on the bed until she finally pinned me down by holding my hips tightly, forcing me to accept the full impact of each stroke.

I didn’t mind, not when she looked down at me with hungry eyes. There were no words to be spoken. All that she did was force herself as deep inside me as she could before tilting her head back. A long, long moan escaped her as that massive cock throbbed within my once-tight pussy. On top of the dull ache in my stomach, another pressure started building, this one within my womanly depths.

Her hot, thick cum pumped into me and she bucked herself against me, barely moving an inch at a time as she pushed her cum further into my fertile depths.

And then… It was over. Paige slowly pulled out of me and leaned down to give me another gentle kiss before she whispered, “I’ll give you my number in the car, I expect to see a pregnancy test as soon as possible. Don’t worry, if you’re that interested in getting rid of your husband, I’ll make sure to visit you again. And again.”

Eight months later, I was sitting at the desk in my home office, typing yet another email on behalf of Paige Reagan. I’d grown pretty good at wording things nicely for the big wigs she dealt with. She seemed to like my work, at least.

The toilet in the room over flushed and a few moments later, the sink's faucet ran, then the door opened and Paige stepped out, “You still feeling sick?”

“Not at all, thankfully I’ve been able to keep food down since earlier,” I said sweetly.

“That’s good news. Anyway, you should be on the couch already, you’re going to end up working too hard. My daughter doesn’t need to be exposed to that kind of stress,” she purred, stepping over to put a hand on my swollen stomach.

I giggled and held her hand against me, enjoying the glint of the light in the room reflecting off the ring on her finger, “Chelsea, your momma thinks that I need a break. What do you think?”

“Shh, you can’t ask her to fight this fight for you, and if you get her to kick me, I’m going to bring you caramel ice cream next time,” she threatened.

“Only if it’s caramel with sea salt,” I huffed.

She giggled and leaned down to kiss me on the cheek, “I know what my wife likes by now. So come on, let’s go watch that movie you’ve been desperate to see.”

My husband was barely more than a memory at this point. As it turns out, I wasn’t the only one cheating. I just never expected him to be the type of man that would let other soldiers use him for stress relief. How could I be angry at him? I cheated just the same…


Story Fourteen

Fertile for the Futa

Triss and a MILF on the Job


Every night when I got off work, I hit up the same twenty-four-hour fast food chain and all but two nights of the week, the same three women greeted me. Elizabeth, Lauren, and my favorite and the one I loved the very most, Taylor.

While the other two were sweet and greeted me, none of them treated me remotely as well as Taylor. While she hated working at the restaurant, she did what she had to do to pay rent. At thirty-seven, she certainly deserved better, but I couldn’t really help her with that. Taylor wasn’t willing to go to college this late in the game and she didn’t see a point in trying to learn a trade that would put her into her forties before it really paid off.

As much as I teased her about it, sex work wasn’t an option either. Can’t blame a woman for trying, that fine ass of hers was hard to get off the clock. We’d hung out once, but since then, she’d been a little hard to pin down. I couldn’t imagine it wasn’t from a lack of interest, but then again, I couldn’t say for sure. As much as I’d love to spend more time with her, I guess it was a little difficult for her since I went to the same college with her daughter until I graduated.

Either her daughter warned her about me being a bit of a slut or she’d simply been turned off by the age gap. I couldn’t say one way or the other, but I wasn’t going to press too much.

This particular night, nothing too special happened. I worked in the ER as a nurse and while I saw some pretty horrible things from time to time, it was mostly pretty calm. High fevers and scared parents were most of our visits locally. That was a blessing for me as most nights, I’d rather not think about the worse cases.

The perks of my job were pretty phenomenal, good pay, nice benefits, and I got to work from late afternoon to early morning giving me most of the day to enjoy myself before I had to go back to sleep. I couldn’t go clubbing or hit bars as much as I would have enjoyed, but that might have been a blessing in disguise.

I pulled into the parking lot of the food chain and parked. Heading inside, I smiled and waved at the Elizabeth, “Hey, is Taylor here?”

Elizabeth chuckled and shot me a wink, “I’ll take over the drive-through for her. Try not to make a mess in the bathroom, alright?”

It was the same kind of teasing most nights. As long as there weren’t other customers around, the women really weren’t all that bad to talk to. If anything, they were some of the closest things to friends I had. Hanging out with them outside of their work wasn’t mandatory and I wasn’t going to force any of them to give me their numbers. The only one I even asked was Taylor and texting her was a treat.

Shortly after Elizabeth headed into the back area, Taylor came out and smiled warmly at me, “Well, look what the cat brought in. I don’t think we’ll be serving your kind here tonight, little miss Triss. Might as well head on back to the sterilized room you crawled out of.”

“Oh really now? I’ll have to make sure to remember that when you come screaming into the ER with my foot stuck in your ass. I’ll make sure you get no anesthetic because you’re totally allergic,” I countered teasingly.

She smiled warmly and shrugged her shoulders, “For all you know, I’d only be going to the ER because you wanted your foot back.”

“Fair enough, I always knew you’d love butt stuff.”

Taylor’s warm laughter rolled out and my heart throbbed. She was just so damn perfect. Her dark blonde hair fell in curls around her shoulder in a ponytail. Her soft lips had only the slightest trace of lipstick, though the rest of her makeup was gorgeous. Fast food or not, she seemed to want to impress.

I knew she hated that ponytail. We talked about it before, then again, I tried to talk to her about anything just to hear her angelic voice. But work required her to do her best to keep her hair out of the food and since it was a late shift, she didn’t believe in wearing a hairnet if she didn’t have to.

My eyes drifted down to her perky chest for a moment before I looked back into her hazel eyes as she called out, “Maybe I do, but let’s be real, we both know you’d be my bitch if we fucked.”

“Yeah, probably, but you’re too much of a pussy to actually do anything about it,” I said, trying to get her to laugh again.

Except… There was no laughter. She tapped her knuckles against the counter and stared into my eyes, “Want to fucking bet?”

“Maybe?”

“You know what. Tell me your order. Just your order. We’re not talking about anything else until I text you when I’m off work and you better fucking be awake,” she said, her tone more aggressive than I was used to.

“S-Sorry, I didn’t mean to upset you. Uh, a number three, no cheese or pickles please,” I mumbled.

She nodded and as I reached for my wallet to pay for the meal, she shook her head and reached around to slide her own card into the slot, “Not a word.”

And just like that. She bought me dinner for the first time. I couldn’t tell if she was angry with me or she just wanted to toy with me, either way, I didn’t want to offend her any more than already had… If I had?

I was given my food shortly after by Elizabeth who winked at me and chuckled, “She said to make sure you’re awake, whatever that means.”

The message wasn’t delivered with any sense of malice, so I did feel a little more calm about things. If Taylor wanted to be excessively rude to me, she could have been. I took the bag of food and got in my car and headed home. By the time I sat down and started eating, I couldn’t imagine that she was angry at all. Of all the times we’d teased one another through text, she never once seemed to be angry when I prodded a little too much.

Hell, she was even pretty bad about teasing me right back. Sending me pictures of her chest while I was at work, knowing how wet that made me… She wasn’t innocent by any means, though, she did keep all of her pictures about the waist. The most I’d ever seen of her wonderful lower half was a picture of her ass in panties with her tight jeans pushing it up to make it look even more appealing if that was even possible.

I ate my food without much distraction and sat down at my computer to play a few games while I waited for her to text me. Games were never my go-to distraction, but I couldn’t risk sitting down on the couch and falling asleep watching a TV show. Especially not without having any real reason to need an alarm. Two days off meant that I had no reason in the world to wake myself up before I was damn well ready.

Hours passed before I finally heard my phone chime at me. I nearly knocked over the glass of water by my mouse as I snatched up my phone and read her text, ‘Before you pull those big girl panties down for me, you should know something about me.’

I was just about to respond to that text when I got a picture of her from inside the restaurant bathroom. The first thing that caught my eye was the white lace of her panties before I noticed that long, thick bulge in them. Her cock peeked out of the leg hole just about half an inch before sliding into her jeans, creating a bulge that I could barely make out from that angle.

‘Son of a bitch, that’s a nice cock,’ I responded.

‘You know, I was hoping you’d say something like that, but I couldn’t be sure and I didn’t want to say it in public. Most people assume I gave birth to my daughter, but her mom split. I’d prefer people not give her shit for having a transgender mother, so let’s keep this between us.’

‘I know I’d love to have that thing between my legs.’

‘I was being serious, Triss.’

‘So was I, but you don’t have to worry. Believe it or not, Taylor, I really don’t have an issue in the world with it. But I am curious, is that why you wouldn’t go back out with me on another date?’

There was a bit of a pause before those three bubbles started dancing on my screen to signal she was responding. It wasn’t like her to be slow to the draw when it came to texting and I could only assume that she was having to tell me something she wasn’t quite comfortable with. That sent a flicker of fear through me.

My phone buzzed in my hand and I glanced down to read her text, ‘The truth? I was wanting to fuck you the night we hung out. Desperately. But I couldn’t imagine you’d be this comfortable with the idea of me having something special in my panties.’

‘I mean, let’s be real. I’d have begged for it back then and I’ll do my best to act like I don’t need it right now, but I understand that you’re a little busy,’ I responded.

‘Yeah, but I work tomorrow, you don’t. Unless your schedule changed again?’

‘It hasn’t, but isn’t that an issue?’

She sent a winking emoji, ‘Not if you don’t mind a quickie in the bathroom with me smelling like fries?’

‘You know I love the smell of a woman at work.’

‘Seriously? That’s what you’re going for… Fuck it, I’m calling you.’

Not even a second after I read the message, my phone’s ring tone sounded out and I quickly answered, “Hello there, hot stuff.”

“It’s time for a bit of a serious conversation,” she said, her voice slightly strained from what I hoped was arousal.

“I understand, feel free,” I said.

“Triss, I’m almost old enough to be your mom. That being said, if we have sex, I’ve got one major stipulation and it’s a yes or no answer when I ask the question, can you give me one of those?” she asked.

“Yes.”

She chuckled before mumbling, “Smartass. I don’t pull out and I don’t wear condoms. Period. If you want to have sex, you’re going to have to understand that risk and you’re going to have to be willing to at least risk getting pregnant. What you do after we fuck, that’s on you. But if this is going to be a common thing, you’re going to end up pregnant or on birth control.”

There was a slight pause before she let out a soft moan and whispered, “And I’d much rather move you in with me and have another daughter.”

The gravity of the situation hit me hard. It was a huge decision, but one that I felt somewhat comfortable to make. “Yes, I’m okay with that risk. So long as you promise me something in return.”

“What’s that?” she asked.

“If you get me pregnant, you’re taking care of the child with me and you’re not going to stop me from working. Especially if that means that I can support both of us. Is that fair?”

There was a pause before she let out a deep breath, “You know if you wanted to take care of me and our child like that, I’d be alright with it. That doesn’t mean we’re jumping into getting engaged or anything serious. Just, like roommates that somehow have a child together and somehow have sex, often. Not saying that we couldn’t get serious if we liked where things were going.”

“Believe it or not, that doesn’t sound all that bad. I’m not going to lie, Taylor, I do want to date. If we’re talking about something this serious, I want to be important in your life,” I said, slightly concerned that all she would want would be to knock me up.

“Hey, you already are important to me. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have sent you that picture. Even my daughter doesn’t know that about me. Triss, I’m taking a chance with you, being up front and letting you know what I want if we do this. You said I was too much of a pussy and that’s the furthest from the truth. I just don’t want you to get into something that you’re not ready for. You’re still young. You don’t have to try and date a woman like me, especially if my, uh, perversion is a little too intense.”

I couldn’t find words for a few moments. She wasn’t wrong and I wished that she would just sound even slightly unreasonable. Taylor wasn’t forcing herself on me and she made it clear that the things she wanted were intense. It would change my life forever, but I couldn’t find the idea of being with a man attractive. She was everything I could want, fun, playful, sexual, and still mature enough to not just be playing games with me. To top it off… I wanted a child. At some point in my life, but if that point had to be now, I wasn’t exactly against it.

“You know, it’s worth a bit of risk. But you have to understand, if something that serious happens, then you’re going to have to commit to some degree,” I said, a little apprehensive still, but willing to risk it.

She giggled and whispered, “I already have a nineteen-year-old. It’s safe to say I’m comfortable raising a child. Especially if the mother is in the picture this time, just understand that I’m not going to be as young as you. We’re going to get talked about, you’re going to get a lot of assumptions—”

“Shut up and tell me that you’ll try your best with me.”

“Well damn, that’s one way to go about it. I’ll do my best, Triss. See you tomorrow at two in the morning?” she asked.

I chuckled, “Is that your first break?”

“No, it’s my lunch, I’ll have thirty minutes and that should be plenty of time to make your legs not work right.”

“That’s tough talk for a woman who couldn’t tell me she even had a dick,” I purred.

She let out a quiet dinner and spoke in that lustful tone she used just to fuck with me, “My little ten-inch secret will be more than enough to make you shut that little trash talking mouth, baby.”

“F-Fucking hell, that’s a little on the huge side, don’t you think?”

“Shh, I’ll talk to you tomorrow baby. Go get some sleep, I know you’re tired,” she said.

That motherly care was something I was growing to love ever more. She would make a great parent, I mean, I already knew that she did a damn good job with her daughter. Still, it was something I’d need to think about a little more than I currently had. It would end up being a massive change if I did end up pregnant. That was a risk I was willing to take. I wanted to be with Taylor intimately and if that was the barrier to entry, then maybe she’d fall in love with my pussy and I wouldn’t end up pregnant from our first encounter.

But even if I did and she didn’t end up wanting me in the same way that I wanted her, I could see myself being content either way. Taylor was a good friend. She’d been there for me time and time again when I needed to vent about my job and she never once made me feel like I couldn’t talk to me.

To add onto that, she wasn’t even forcing me to do this. She’d made it very clear that this was nothing more than an option for me. An option I could absolutely turn down.

But I didn’t want to.

The following night, I got dressed at one in the morning wearing a black miniskirt and the sluttiest thong I owned. The tee shirt and jacket weren’t sexy, but I didn’t exactly care about being sexy. Taylor wanted me to fuck her at work and to do that without causing too many problems, all I wanted her to do was push me against a wall and slide my thong out of the way and destroy me.

When I pulled into the restaurant’s parking lot, it was just a few minutes before her lunch and I glanced over at the pill I’d bought just in case. I didn’t want to take it, but I needed to have that option. I needed to control my own fate tonight.

As I stepped inside, Lauren gave me a knowing smirk and nodded to the bathroom that had an out of order sign on it. Taking the hint, I glanced around and made sure that the one customer in the restaurant couldn’t see me before I slipped inside. Not so surprisingly, it was the cleanest I’d ever seen it and that was saying something. These damn girls ran a tight ship when it came to their place of work and if I could give them a raise, I would.

Still, I waited a few moments before the door swung open and Taylor turned the deadbolt to lock us in. Without so much as a word, she let out a deep sigh and undid her jeans and let them fall down around her ankles. The sexy black garters met with her stockings and I let out a soft moan as I saw that thick cock bulge against her panties, “If I didn’t get that part out of the way, I couldn’t promise I would.”

I nodded and giggled before turning around for a moment and leaned over to show her my tight ass, “I mean, not as sexy as what you put on, but it gets the job done?”

“You keep that ass on display and I might end up going in the wrong hole by complete accident,” she teased.

“Accident, yeah right,” I mumbled and straightened up. She shuffled around as I turned around and she’d stepped out of her shoes and pulled her jeans off by the time I turned around.

Her impressive bulge had certainly grown while I was bent over and she smiled warmly at me as she started unbuttoning her shirt, “Sorry this is going to be a bit of a quickie, baby.”

Taylor’s shirt fell away and I could only hope they cleaned the floor as well as they did everything else. Her lace bra matched the rest of her sexy lingerie and I couldn’t imagine why she went to these extents for a quick fuck. Surely things that looked that good had to be a little itchy on the skin.

“No, no, I definitely understand. Besides, I’d still like to grab a burger with you if you wouldn’t mind?” I asked.

She smiled and shrugged her shoulders as she reached down to pull her panties to the side, that thick cock rolling out and falling almost halfway down her thigh, “I’m not sure you’re going to be able to walk out of here anyway.”

Seeing that monster in person was definitely intimidating, but I’d already devoted and I wanted her. I needed that thing inside me because it meant being closer to Taylor. She stepped closer to me and pulled me towards her, that cock pressing against my thigh as she leaned down to press her lips against mine.

Her tongue danced against my lips for just a moment before I let her inside. As she deepened the kiss, her cock continued to throb against me, that warmth infecting my own thighs. I knew that I had feelings for her, but I had no clue that her cock could do so much to me without having done a damn thing to me yet!

She broke the kiss and let out a deep sigh, “You sure you want to do this?”

“If I wasn’t, I wouldn’t be here, Taylor. Just, remember what we talked about, right?” I asked.

Taylor nodded, “Believe it or not, I respect the shit out of you, baby. But I have needs too and I hate that this is how you find out about me. I would have loved to make things more intimate, but… When I want something, I can be a bit devoted to it, maybe too much.”

“Then I hope you end up wanting me,” I said softly.

She chuckled and took a step back, “I already do, Triss. Could you bend over for me though, baby? I don’t mean to be so blunt, but we don’t have too long and I don’t want to make you leave here hungry. Or horny.”

I turned around and put my hands on the wall, arching my back for her to provide a nice angle for entry. As desperately as I wanted her inside me immediately, I was pleasantly surprised to feel her hand cup over my pussy. Her fingers massaged slightly and she whispered, “You’re going to want to be wet for this, baby. I didn’t think to bring lube, but if you’re not warmed up, this might hurt at first.”

“It’s fine, I can take it, I promise,” I said, wanting to enjoy dinner with her as much as I wanted to just get started.

“If you’re sure,” she said softly before pulling my thong aside. That thick tip pressed against my pussy and she pushed slowly into me. While I’d used dildos in the past, Taylor’s cock was my first real one. The expensive collection I had at home seemed worthless. Just a taste of the real thing and I could already see that the toys were a complete mockery of what pleasure a cock could offer!

There was no denying the stinging pain around my entrance as her thick shaft pushed into me though. But I wasn’t going to gasp or even let out a single cry of pain. I called her a pussy yesterday and I wasn’t going to be one now. This was as close to me challenging her as it was going to get.

And she reacted in such a wonderful way. Instead of shoving into me to get a reaction out of me, she continued to slowly sink into me until I felt the warmth of her thighs press against me.

Her cock reached areas inside me that I didn’t even know existed. None of the dildos I had were above seven inches and now that her massive cock was inside me, I couldn’t do anything but moan softly as she ground herself into me.

“Do you like it, baby?” she purred into my ear.

“Y-Yeah, it’s okay, I guess,” I whimpered, struggling to keep my knees from buckling. The pleasure was one thing, but just knowing that we were doing this while she was on the clock, it was too much to think about. While I was sure that the other two women that worked her shift would cover for her, it was still risky enough to add a little spice to the situation for me.

She chuckled and slowly pulled out of me before pumping into me again, causing me to get up on my tiptoes. A gasp escaped me and she let her hands fall to my thighs before they slid under my skirt. Her hands spread my ass and I felt just a tiny bit more of her shaft slide into me, “Sounds like you’re enjoying it more than a little, baby.”

“S-Sounds like you’re the one enjoying it, T-Taylor,” I moaned.

There was a moment of relative silence as her thighs slapping against mine became the primary noise in the small room. After she settled into a faster rhythm, she let out a quiet grunt and whispered, “I’m loving every second of being inside you, Triss. You’re the first woman I’ve been with in…”

Once again, the sound of our bodies coming together was the only thing keeping the silence at bay. My breathing became heavier as I struggled to keep myself together. There was no denying it. I made the right choice by coming here, by sharing myself so intimately with her.

Her quiet grunts and the occasional gasp of air made me feel alive. Yet, I couldn’t help but let out a short giggle when the salty smell of french fries became noticeable, “F-Fuck I am going to be h-hungry.”

She gave my ass a gentle slap before slamming back into my greedy pussy, “I told you that you’d have to deal with it.”

“N-No, I’m sure this’ll be great. Trying to explain to our friends why I c-can’t look you in the eye at any burger joint,” I said, struggling to get the sentence out without moans constantly interrupting me.

She just felt too damn good inside me. Each time that thick shaft slid into me, I could feel every ridge of that monstrous thing massage my folds. As she pulled out, she squeezed my ass and brought my attention to another sensation before once again repeating the process. Each stroke felt like the first and all I could do as she pumped faster into me was let out pathetic gasps.

“S-So close!” I cried out.

“Not so loud, baby,” she groaned before reaching around to rub my clit through my panties. “Cum for me, squirt in your panties before I finish, baby.”

I bit my lip and my toes curled in my shoes as I got on my tiptoes, desperate to try and let the pleasure out. It was all-consuming, not a single inch of my body spared from the bliss that claimed me.

My core tightened and my walls clenched around her cock and I let out the start of a shrill yell before she quickly covered my mouth with the hand that had been on my clit, “Shh, be a good girl for me.”

Before the rush of my warm juices had even burst forth, I felt her cock throb within my depths. She let out a quiet gasp but didn’t stop hammering her cock into me. Knowing that she was pretending to hold back for the sake of my pleasure was the switch that unleashed the floodgates. My knees buckled and she had to quickly reach around my stomach with her free hand to keep me from crumbling onto the floor.

Taylor slammed her cock into my depths and held herself tight against me as rope after thick rope of her potent cum rushed into my fertile depths. I looked back to her, eyes wide and my jaw slack.

She smirked and whispered, “I’ve been desperate to do that since I met you, baby. Something about you.”

“S-Shut up and just tell me you love me,” I said as she pulled out of me.

She chuckled and nodded, “I do love you, Triss. But you’re going to have to at least try to act like you didn’t just get fucked.”

Taylor got dressed and we made our way back to the front counter where I had to lean against her heavily. Elizabeth took our order and smiled knowingly as she asked, “Is the bathroom fixed?”

Taylor chuckled and nodded, “I’m sure it’s good to go now. I checked it out, seemed fine.”

After we ate our meal, she begrudgingly went back to work and on the way back to my house, I tossed that damn pill out my window. To hell with how wrong it might be to get knocked up by someone the first time we had sex… If it meant locking myself into her life, I wanted every excuse I could reach for.


Story Fifteen

Fertile for the Futa

Katie’s Fun on a Country Road


There was nothing more disappointing than getting fired from a job for me. But it kept happening. I knew why and I knew I shouldn’t have been so promiscuous, but how could I not want to enjoy the perks of having a break room? Dragging random customers in for a little bit of fun. They didn’t mind, I didn’t mind, but my bosses… They didn’t appreciate it.

So for the first time in years, I decided to do the unheard of. I got a boyfriend. Being bisexual with a strong female lean, I wasn’t exactly thrilled about him in the bedroom. He loved that I had a cock, but he hated that I wanted to use it. Things were going fine for a little while, but after two months of working a job I couldn’t stand, I’d finally had enough of the job and my boyfriend.

I walked to the front of the store and unclipped my employee name tag, “I can’t do this anymore, Peter. I’m sorry, but this place isn’t working out for me.”

My manager looked at me with eyes that spoke of betrayal, “Seriously? It’s two hours into your shift, I’ve got no one to cover for you right now. Can you give me an hour?”

“I could, but I won’t. You’ve had enough of my time. You keep shorting my fucking hours and I’m not going to deal with that bullshit anymore,” I grumbled. Unfair, sure, but so was working overtime and somehow having my boss magically lose those hours on the books. As much of a carefree woman as I was, I never once considered myself to be unjustified. Even when I was sleeping with customers, it was on my breaks and I almost always clocked back in on time.

Even as I got in my car and headed home, ready to tell my freeloading boyfriend to fuck off, I didn’t feel like it was out of nowhere. He wasn’t interested in letting me satisfy my own needs with him and the thought of sharing me with someone else made him want to cry like a child. It was bullshit, plain and simple. If he couldn’t satisfy me and wasn’t willing to let me explore someone else then I wasn’t willing to keep dealing with his childish ways any longer.

Especially when the turd wasn’t paying rent.

I hurried up to the front door of my house and I could have sworn I heard a woman’s voice inside. Anger welled up inside me, but I knew better than to assume anything. Unlocking the door as quietly as I could, I stepped inside and crept to my room. The sounds of his moans and groans were followed by, “Are you seriously about to cum?”

A giggle escaped my lips as I pushed open the door, “Yeah, he never lasts more than about a minute and a half on a good day. Today won’t be a good day. Jordan, get the fuck out of my house. Don’t pack your shit. Just get your clothes on and go.”

“F-Fucking shit, this isn’t your place?” the woman cried out as she writhed away from him.

As bitter as I was at him, I wasn’t about to hold that same grudge against the beauty wiggling away on my bed. Her skinny legs led up to a beautiful set of pair of thighs and I would have been almost proud of Jordan if he probably didn’t lie to this woman until he was blue in the face to get her here.

Her long brunette hair fell around her breasts, still covered by a beautiful blue bra. A pink button-up sweater laid beside the bed and I had to give her credit. She was exactly the kind of pretty thing I wanted around my cock too. At least Jordan had decent taste.

“Katie, come on, don’t do this. You can’t blame me for needing to feel a real woman around my—”

I punched him in the mouth as hard as I could and let out a quiet groan from as the impact jarred my wrist, “Jordan, get out. I’m keeping your console and if you’ve got a problem with that, I’ll make sure your sister hears about what you just said to me, ass clown.”

“Yeah, fuck you, Jordan! She’s a real woman,” the woman on the bed cheered me on.

While she probably had no clue what Jordan was referring to, she was damn sure going to find out that I had a cock here in a little while. After he was gone, I wanted to turn my attention to her. Not my anger… Just the other needs that she might be interested in taking care of as long as they were mutual.

She wasn’t my favorite person right now, but between those killer legs and beautiful, plump lips, I wasn’t going to hold a grudge against her. If I had to guess, she wasn’t nearly as guilty as I might have hoped she would be.

My boyfriend’s choice actually made things a little easier for me. Sure, I wanted to break up with him, but I would have at least felt guilty. Jordan skittered around the room as he got dressed, seemingly dazed from being punched like that.

As he started out of the house, he yelled, “Y-You’re a cunt, Katie!”

“Yeah, well eat a bag of dicks!” I screamed back.

The woman on my bed was sitting up now, legs kicked over the side of it as she pulled her pants back on, “And where do you think you’re going, ma’am?”

“S-Shit, please don’t hit me. I didn’t mean to start all this mess I was just trying to have some fun,” she whimpered.

“Nothing like that. I’m not going to pretend like you knew he was with someone. Can’t believe that shrimp-dicked prick brought someone to my fucking house when he wasn’t even splitting rent,” I said, venom dripping from my tongue.

She nodded, “Honestly, I didn’t know. And he said he was, uh, loaded. And hung.”

“Yeah, well he’s none of those things and I’m one of those two things. I can’t tell you which one I am, but you can probably figure it out. Want to hit a fast food place so I can get something to eat before we do something that we both probably regret at some point in our lives?” I asked.

“Y-You don’t even know my name,” she said, her eyes wide.

“That’s what the fast food place is for. Besides,” I grabbed my crotch and casually exposed the long, thick bulge of my soft cock, “I can’t imagine you were even close to being satisfied by him. Not looking to be your wife here, chick, or your sugar momma. But I damn sure could use with a nice night after all this shit.”

She paused for a few moments before pulling her jeans back on. “Hannah.”

“Well, Hannah, I need an answer because if you’re saying no, then I’m going to kick you out before I jerk off. Or you could stay and watch, I really don’t care.”

Hannah let out a quiet sigh and mumbled, “If I don’t want to have sex, could I still have the food?”

“Yeah, why not?” I asked. “Just know that I have no intention of not staring at your chest at some point. I’m sorry that you’re meeting me like this, but I’m a bit pissed off, a bit horny, and fucking hungry.”

The thoughts tumbling through my mind barely included her. I’d have to reach out to my parents to try and get a job at dad’s business. They’d been asking me for three years and I tried the retail gig, tried fast food, and tried customer support. Maybe it was time to get into the family business as a mechanic. At least then I’d be able to talk all the shit I wanted in the garage.

I was tired of all the damn rules. The people that wanted me to conform to them in order to end up with my lips firmly on their asses for nothing more than terrible pay. Sure, I’d be back with the family, but they promised to pay decently even while I was learning how to get the job done right the first time.

“I don’t mind if you look, just try not to touch before asking,” she said softly. “And I don’t blame you. Really, if I knew anything about what was going on, I wouldn’t have come over. I promise.”

“It’s not important, I was looking for a reason to dump the asshole anyway. I mean, I had plenty, but I didn’t want to feel guilty about it anyway.”

“So you do have a heart?” she asked, that tone almost teasing.

I shrugged, “The only heart I care about is that heart-shaped ass.”

“Terrible joke,” Hannah said as she stifled a giggle.

“Yeah, I’m sure it was, but at least you had to pretend you’re not a terrible person for laughing at it,” I teased as I started back towards the front door.

Sure enough, Hannah hurried to follow me and gently punched me on the arm, not even hard enough to make a thud sound. “I’ll show you how terrible I am.”

“You know, I’m kind of counting on that, Hannah.”

We got in my car and she smiled at me as she put on her seatbelt. She really did look like she was from a completely different world than I was from. Hannah had an air of entitlement around her, not that she seemed to really be that way, but I couldn’t imagine many people told her no in her life. It shouldn’t have been a positive trait, but I was glad that she did tell me yes.

Maybe she felt guilty. Maybe it was sympathy. No matter the case, I wasn’t complaining about having a beautiful woman riding shotgun on the way to grab cheap food and possibly have a little fun.

“So what do you do for a living?” I asked.

She laughed openly, “Yeah, no, I don’t work. My dad owns the paper mill. I wouldn’t say I’m super spoiled, but they don’t complain too much about paying for college and some of the other things I want.”

“Fair enough, my dad owns the mechanic shop on the way out of town.”

“Boatman’s?”

“Yeah, that’s the one,” I mumbled.

Hannah clapped her hands excitedly, “My car is over there right now. I hit a deer the other day and they were super helpful. It’s nice to know those are your people. But, you definitely don’t seem too much like them. Similar attitude but they’re much less pushy.”

I glanced over at her for a brief moment before turning my attention back to the road. “I just quit my job, found my boyfriend balls deep in a woman sexier than I am, and I’m about to ask for a job at my dad’s place. I think being a little snippy is reasonable, but I’ll try to tone it back a little.”

She reached over and put her hand on my upper thigh, “Good because if you do, I might find a reason to come back to your place tonight. I’m not going to pretend that Jordan scratched my itch.”

“Yeah, tell me about it. He couldn’t get me off and he wouldn’t let me find a woman that could be a friend with benefits type deal,” I said.

That hand slid over toward my crotch and she let out a soft sigh, “Poor baby, sounds like you’re pretty pent up.”

“You wouldn’t know the half of it. I haven’t cum in almost three weeks,” I said, remembering the last time I enjoyed myself. It wasn’t with Jordan and I didn’t cheat on him. It was with my hand. Again. As it had been since I started dating him.

Hannah stroked my bulge through my jeans for a few moments before letting out a quiet gasp when it began thickening, “Fuck. You’re, uh. Yeah, you’re one of those two things we talked about earlier.”

I smiled and turned into the drive-through of a burger chain, “Not even going to brag about it. It just is what it is.”

“I’ll brag about it for you!” she exclaimed. “For a woman, you’ve got the biggest dick I’ve ever felt. I don’t mean to sound like a slut, but I’ve played with a few.”

“Then keep playing with it. I’m sure the clerk in the window won’t care,” I said teasingly. “What do you want, by the way?”

She leaned further over and swapped hands, stroking the entire length from base to tip as she whispered, “I’ll have a number one with no lettuce and I think I will put on a show for them. Or for you.”

I let out a soft moan and then the intercom crackled, “Hope you’re having a good afternoon, what can I get for you.”

“Two number ones. No lettuce,” I called out. “Sweet tea for one drink.”

“Lemonade for the other!” she called out.

“That’ll be fourteen twenty-six at the first window. Please pull around,” the male voice called out.

I let groaned as I grabbed my wallet. She never once stopped stroking my cock and when the woman at the window looked down at us, her eyes widened. I gave her a twenty and let out a soft sigh, “Nice day, isn’t it, ma’am?”

“Uh, sure looks like it is. Here’s your change,” she murmured, her eyes on my cock.

I took the cash and dropped it into the center console, not able to care about it at the moment. At the second window, a similar reaction was had and the man even offered me a high five. It was a little childish, but I definitely gave it to him!

Handing the bag to Hannah so that I could get back on the road, I called out, “You’re going to have to hold onto the food.”

“Why can’t we just put it in the backseat for now?” she groaned.

“Because if you don’t stop playing with my cock you’re going to end up in the backseat on your back,” I said bluntly.

She put the bag in the backseat and immediately reached over to keep stroking me, “Put your money where your mouth is.”

Another soft moan slipped from me and I spoke softly, “Are you sure you want to do this? I mean, just a few minutes ago you weren’t sure if you wanted to do anything and now you’re wanting to fuck in my car?”

Hannah giggled and gave my cock a squeeze, “You’re hung. I’m horny. You’re nicer than you sounded earlier. I’m horny. You bought my dinner. I’m horny. There, six reasons why I want you to find a place to pull over.”

I wasn’t going to argue with her. Besides, three of those reasons matched up with my own reasons for wanting to stop my damn car. I took the nearest road I could that would lead me to a gravel road. These roads were like a second home to me and when I was just learning to drive, I’d purposefully get lost out there and just let myself enjoy that freedom. I never got to take someone out to a secluded spot before but I wasn’t going to pass up the opportunity now. She was willing and I was desperate for release at this point.

“I’ll find us a nice place. As hot as it would be to have an audience, I’d rather a sheriff not ask me to pull out of you,” I said.

She laughed and shrugged her shoulders as her thumb rubbed across the head of my cock, “Yeah, well I’m not going to ask you to pull out either.”

“Excuse me?” I asked, nearly choking on my own spit.

“You heard me. I want you to cum inside me. Or are you scared of a little risk?” she asked.

I turned onto a winding country road and mumbled, “I don’t know how I feel about it.”

“It gets me off. It’s the risk that makes it so much hotter for me and I don’t want to think about you pulling out. Otherwise, I won’t cum and that means you won’t get to see me again,” she said firmly.

“Damn girl, fine. I won’t pull out but if you get pregnant, don’t get mad at me.”

Her hand fiddled with my jeans button and a few moments later, my cock was exposed and she unbuckled her seatbelt and leaned over, “If I get pregnant, just promise you’ll fuck me again sometime.”

Her mouth enveloped my cock and I let out a soft gasp before slowing down. Cruising at a very slow fifteen miles an hour, I whined, “F-Fuck, that won’t be a problem if you’re into some other kinky shit.”

Hannah’s only response was to take most of my shaft into her throat before sinking her teeth lightly into my cock before she pulled away. Those teeth weren’t putting enough pressure on me to hurt, but damn if I didn’t have to question just how crazy she might be in the sack!

Before long, Hannah was deepthroating me as if it were casual. Not only had I never had someone event take half of my cock before choking, but I’d never felt the bliss that was lips around the base of my shaft… Especially while driving. But I had to be somewhat responsible and I pulled off into the entrance of a field of cotton. Pulling ahead to hide my car behind the trees so that people would at least struggle to spot us if they did drive by, I turned my car off and groaned, “Shit that feels so good.”

She pulled away from me and let out a quiet sigh, “Yeah, tastes nice too, but I was only doing that to get it wet. I’m soaked, but that this is huge. Next time you’ll earn the blowjob.”

“Y-Yes, ma’am?” I asked, confused.

Hannah pushed open the door and didn’t even bother shutting it as she opened the back door and moved the bag of food to the passenger seat. Here I was, thinking that I was the one that was horny and yet, she was the one calling all the shots and making me feel like I was the one being taken for a ride.

Her shoes plopped into the grass and her legs shot up before those jeans were pulled off once again. Her sun-kissed thighs were more than inviting, but the real invitation followed seconds after, “You want to fuck me or am I going to have to finger myself instead? Come on, Katie, you’re going to let the sun set and then you won’t be able to see my pretty face when I cum!”

“I’m coming, I’m coming,” I said as I got out of the car and hurried around to the back where I was hit with yet another playful comment.

“You’re going to, that’s for sure,” she purred before kicking her right foot up to rest against the side of the car. Her left foot slid into the floor and I was left with the sight of her tight pussy. While I was once confident… I couldn’t deny that I was starting to question if I was the one that had gotten in over my head.

If this was her way of apologizing for the situation with Jordan, I wasn’t going to complain. But fuck… A large part of me hoped that I could get her to keep apologizing to me. And if it wasn’t an apology, even better. I’d have to try my hardest to keep her beautiful ass around!

I put my right forearm against the car and used my left to guide my cock to her entrance, “Please don’t tell me you were pranking me. If you let me start, please let me finish.”

“If you don’t start, you’re never getting to finish,” she said with a giggle. “So please get that fat cock inside me. I need it, pretty fucking bad.”

I didn’t want to ruin my chance to have a good night. If this was truly what she wanted, I could only imagine that she knew what was best for herself. My hips pushed forward and a soft moan escaped me as my crown slid into her needy entrance.

Hannah let out a groan and her hips lifted to force more of my cock inside her, “F-Fuck, don’t stop. I can handle it.”

Her confidence was more attractive than her plump breasts. Period. I loved most everything about her, but having a woman that finally could tell me what she wanted made my heart race. Of all the times I had a quickie with someone, I never once really felt like I wanted to see them again. But now? I couldn’t get my mind off the idea of coming home to Hannah.

My hips slid forward and her walls stretched around my thick shaft until I thought she might scream. She didn’t. My cock slowly pushed deeper into her until I finally felt my hips press against hers and she let out a long, deep breath of air before whispering, “Fuck it feels nice to be full.”

“Y-You’re handling this better than I am then,” I said, struggling to even make eye contact with her.

Hannah’s calmness unnerved me. Not in a bad way, but I couldn’t compete with her on that front. Even though she was willing to have sex and my earlier bravado hadn’t scared her off, I never imagined she would go through with it. I was just angry and venting about things that I would have enjoyed.

Never would I have dreamed that such a beautiful woman would be half naked in my car with my cock nestled deep inside her. But you never look a gift horse in the mouth, right?

I pulled out of her, nearly letting my cock slip from inside her before I pushed back into her. Hannah’s core tensed and she moaned quietly before muttering, “Damn that thing feels good. You sure you don’t want me to stay the night when we’re done here?”

“N-Never said you couldn’t,” my heart raced as I started pumping into her in slow, deep strokes.

She relaxed on the seat, “Do me a favor, put your arm on the passenger seat so I can put my leg over it. My hip is starting to cramp.”

So calm. So casual. So damn desirable.

I did as she asked and held onto the headrest. Hannah’s leg lifted up and rested on my wrist, pinning it to the seat. As she did so, my cock slipped further into her and finally brought a loud gasp from her, “T-That’s more like it, baby.”

Looking down at her perfection, I couldn’t stop thinking about how lucky I truly was. Quitting my job and getting cheated on aside, today had been one of the best in a long time. As I pumped into her tight pussy, I couldn’t help but think that this was going to be one of the hardest goodbyes of my life. But I didn’t want to tell her goodbye. I wanted to ask her to stay.

Maybe not live with me, but stay in my life. If this was even a glimpse at what we could be together, then I wanted to enjoy her for as long as she would let me.

Hannah’s soft moans graced my ears as I continued to work my cock into her in faster thrusts. Each stroke sending me ever closer to my inevitable orgasm, but I wasn’t the only one heading to that goal. Her moans turned into blissful cries. Between those screams came my name. Over and over, she repeated my name as I slammed into her.

Each time my balls slapped against her, I let out a desperate gasp as I fought back the orgasm that threatened to consume me. I didn’t want this to end!

“F-Fuck,” I groaned, “I’m so close.”

“Oh god, j-just do it. Fucking f-fill my cunt with your cum, K-Katie!” she yelled.

If anyone was around, I was sure she would have called them over with how loud she was being. Hannah’s stomach tensed and she went silent for a moment. Her walls contracted around my cock and she let out a whimpering moan as a rush of her juices splashed onto me.

Her walls were beyond tight and I couldn’t hold back any longer. I’d done all I could to make sure that her pleasure was secured before I came, but now that she’d soaked my hips with her orgasm, I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to.

My cock hammered into her a few final times before I threw my head back and slammed into her. A low groan flowed from me as my cock started throbbing within her fertile depths. Each pulse of my cock sending forth a burst of my seed deep inside her. Yet, even as my cum raced to try and impregnate her… All I could think about was trying to start a life with her. She might get off on the risk, but right now, I was getting off on the idea of being with her for more than a single night.

After my cock started softening inside her, she wiggled her hips away from mine and quickly repositioned. Before I realized what was happening, her mouth had once again surrounded my soft cock and she suckled and slurped the mixture of our pleasure from my cock.

Once she was done, she put my cock back in my pants and zipped me up before calling out, “Now, go sit back down so I can get my jeans on. I still want my burger, and I’ll be damned if I’m going to eat it in your car like a savage.”

“S-So I can bring you back home?” I asked.

“Yeah, I guess you can. Just don’t think I’m going to get all sweet and loving yet. At least, not until you’ve fucked me again and it’s time to cuddle before we go to bed,” Hannah said.

Her playful tone made my heart leap into my throat. Maybe there was a chance for us after all.

Six months down the road and I was excited to bring my girlfriend the food she asked for. Lettuce had become one of her favorite things since she got pregnant, and I’d be damned if I wouldn’t do my very best to take care of her.

As I stepped into our house, she called out, “Dad called, said he wanted you to be at work at five tomorrow.”

“Did he?” I asked.

“Yeah, something about giving you your grandma’s wedding ring. Told me not to tell you because you’d probably cry like a bitch, but I felt like that was a little fucked up. Shouldn’t I be the one being surprised with a damn ring?” Hannah asked.

I hurried into the living room and handed her the bag of food, “I had no clue. Didn’t even know how I would be able to ask you, but I mean, you kind of said yes, didn’t you?”

“I didn’t. But I will. Guess you’ll have to go into work early to find out if I’m going to say yes for sure though,” she said.

My lips curled into a smile and I kissed her gently, “I love you so damn much, Hannah.”

“You better. Now, let me eat before I have some fun with you,” she purred.


Story Sixteen

Fertile for the Futa

Stacey’s Client Wants a Special Favor


A smile danced along the corners of my lips as I whispered into my phone, “I can do a house call, yeah. Just make sure your husband isn’t home when I get there and we’re going to be fine.”

“Are you sure?” the hesitant voice asked.

“Baby, you didn’t get my number by accident, only people that know me get to recommend me to other people that my Mistress approves of. It’s just how this little business works. So, whatever you were told I would do for you, I can make that happen. Just don’t forget my hospitality when it’s time to tip,” I said in a sultry tone.

“Y-You’re not scared he would do something if he caught you in bed with me?” she asked.

I chuckled and held the phone against my cheek with my shoulder as I rolled my stockings up my legs, “All you’ve got to do is tell me how long he’ll be gone and when I should be there, baby.”

The woman let out a nervous sigh and whispered, “Hold on.”

A few seconds later, I heard her call out, “Baby! Could you please go check on my brother? He hasn’t texted me today. I’m just a little worried about him, please?”

A deep voice said something that I couldn’t make out and she followed it up with, “I know and I’ll make it up to you when you get back. Just try not to wreck or anything, okay?”

Once again, that deep voice said something and then about a minute later, the woman picked up the phone and whispered, “He’ll be out of the house for about an hour and a half at the least. It’s a long drive.”

“Oh, you want me right now?” I asked, acting surprised.

“I-Is that a problem?”

“Text me your address and if you want to make me really happy, make sure you’re wearing something sexy for me,” I said. A giggle escaped me and I whispered, “Besides, when was the last time you really got to feel sexy, baby?”

She returned my giggle with one of her own and mumbled, “I’ll try not to soak my panties while I think about your cock, Stacey.”

“I wouldn’t mind if you did. Shoot me that text when you’re ready,” I said and then hung up the phone.

Sex work wasn’t glamorous, but I’d long ago skipped over the uncomfortable time working street corners. One weekend was enough to make a name for myself, at least, it was enough time for me to get lucky with a very special client. A client that had more zeros in her bank account than I could probably count.

My life got a lot better after that. Since then, she managed to convince me to start branching out to women who weren’t being satisfied. The only thing that I never understood about my generous benefactor was why she paid me to fuck these women. Sure, they often gave me tips, but it was my charitable billionaire that really made it worth my time.

Granted, if twenty-nine orgasms in the span of two days wasn’t enough to make her remember her time with me fondly, I didn’t know what would be.

A smile played along the corners of my lips as I pulled a skirt up my thighs and buttoned up my blouse. I’d have to talk to her again soon, but tonight I had a client that needed my affection. At the ripe old age of twenty-five, I could say without question that I loved being a professional at my job.

My cock throbbed in my panties as I thought about the woman that I’d see tonight. Maybe she’d be some rich guy’s trophy wife that never truly felt what a real cock could do. Maybe she was just starved for a night of meaningless sex. Hell, maybe she just wanted to cheat on him. Whatever the case was, I couldn’t bring myself to really care about the why. I only cared about how I’d make this woman remember my name tonight.

A chime from my phone came with the message that I needed to get started. She was only fifteen minutes away. Lucky for her, that would leave us the better part of an hour to play.

I slid on a pair of heels and hurried out of my house and drove to hers.

As I pulled into the relatively modest, for this part of town, two-story house, a petite blonde in a black, velvet robe sat on the brick steps leading into her abode. I parked my car out front, not caring who might be watching, and got out.

“Stacey?” the voice asked softly.

“The one and only, baby. What are you doing outside? It’s a little chilly, isn’t it?” I asked as I walked closer.

The woman didn’t look to be older than maybe her late twenties, something that I was rather excited about. Just old enough to have expectations, but not old enough to make me feel like I was going to have to be gentle with her when I fucked her like the cheating slut she wanted to be tonight.

She stood up and made sure her robe remained snug around her as she did so, “It’s not that bad in the robe. I just couldn’t wait inside anymore, you didn’t say how long you would be and I got a little worried that you might not even show up.”

I headed straight for the door and spoke softly so that any neighbors that might be listening couldn’t hear, “Baby, you’ve got to get that cute ass of yours inside before someone thinks it’s a little weird that a stranger shows up a few minutes after your husband leaves.”

She giggled and led the way into her lavish home. The woman closed the door behind her and mumbled, “You can call me Hannah if you want. People come over pretty often, mostly people from my book club, but occasionally I try to have a hookup. I’m just not, uh, I don’t know how to say it. Normal women weren’t what I wanted. I, uh, well, penis is nice.”

“Baby, you don’t have to be rude to tell me that you’re into chicks with a little extra. Anyway, you said that you were into some things that you’d rather not talk about with your husband in the house. Why don’t you fill me in?” I asked.

She smiled nervously and gestured to the stairs, “Sure, can we go to the guest room to talk, though? The robe really is pretty warm.”

“Take it off and lead the way, Hannah,” I purred.

Hannah’s smile transitioned into a grin as she pulled the velvet belt out of the robe and let it open. All I caught was a glimpse of her light blue matching lace underwear before she turned around and started walking up the steps to the second floor. If I wasn’t such a damn lady, I’d have snatched her robe off those slender arms so that it couldn’t hide the sway of her hips from me.

Well, maybe I wasn’t that much of a lady. Getting paid to have sex did a slight bit to diminish my personal sense of self-respect, but at least I loved what I did for work. Or rather, who I did for work.

Hannah led me into a bedroom and let the robe slide down her arms until it was nothing more than a puddle of fine material on the floor. Her perky breasts might have been a B-cup, but that didn’t even register to me. They were beautiful and that was all I needed to say about their size.

She sat down on the bed and mumbled softly, “Can I see it?”

“Baby, you’ve seen pictures already, isn’t that enough?” I asked with a chuckle as I quickly pushed my skirt down my thighs and tossed it aside. When I was going to a client’s house, I never wore panties. My soft cock brought a gasp from her lips and her jaw went slack as she stared at my thick shaft.

“F-Fuck,” she whispered.

“I plan on it,” I said.

She giggled nervously. “Uh, so you wanted to talk about the special favor I wanted to ask you for?”

“Yeah, if that’s fine with you,” I said and sat on the bed beside her and leaned back.

Hannah hesitated for just a second before she reached over and put her hand on my cock. A quiet moan slipped from her lips as she started slowly stroking me, “Well, uh, my husband hasn’t been able to get me pregnant. He’s too proud to go to a doctor, even though he’s a psychologist, and get seen to find out if he’s just infertile.”

“And you want me to try and knock you up?” I asked.

She nodded slowly.

“If we do this and you get pregnant, you know that I couldn’t really be a part of their life, don’t you?”

“If that means you won’t do it, I’ll understand,” she said quietly.

I shook my head and put my hand on top of hers to stop her from jerking me off for a moment. “It’s fine. Just try not to be too upset if I want to come visit the tyke every now and then. I know I couldn’t claim them, but they’d be my child, you know?”

She smiled at me, “I didn’t take you for the kind of woman that would want to be a parent.”

“No one does, but one of these days, I’ll have enough money to retire early and finally settle down. Hell, who knows, maybe I’ll see how you and your husband are doing and sweep you off your feet some day,” I said jokingly.

Hannah bit her lip and mumbled, “Yeah, maybe.”

“I wasn’t serious,” I clarified.

She gave my cock a gentle squeeze and whispered, “Well, I was. But those are thoughts for later down the road. For all we know, I won’t get pregnant tonight and we’ll have to try again.”

I took my hand off hers, “Then we can try again when your husband isn’t around. Or even if he is. You did mention a book club, it wouldn’t be the first time I took care of a woman’s needs while her husband was still home.”

“Is there something we should talk about before we start?” she asked. “Like, is there some kind of method to this?”

I sat up and ran my hand through her hair before shaking my head, “Not at all, but I love starting the night out with a little tongue action. Why don’t you lie back and let me make sure you’re wet enough to take my cock, baby?”

Hannah’s eyes lit up like Christmas lights. She flopped back onto the bed and giggled for a second as she hooked her thumbs into her panties. I smiled at her as I got off the bed and onto my knees.

“Take them off nice and slow, baby. Didn’t you hear? Presentation is half the pleasure of eating your meal,” I purred.

She gave a half-hearted chuckle as she pushed her panties down much faster than I would have enjoyed. “Stacey, you’re smooth, but you’re not smooth enough to make that joke work. I’m horny and I’m desperate, you don’t have to try and make me feel like I’m not hiring you.”

I shrugged my shoulders as I leaned forward. There was no reason to say anything else at the moment, not if she didn’t want me to make this a little more sensual for her. Admittedly, I wouldn’t have minded seeing her again, especially if she got pregnant, but until that happened, she was just another client. That didn’t make a damn bit of difference about how wonderful this night would be for both of us.

Her smooth pussy looked freshly shaved and I didn’t hesitate to let my tongue run up her slit from her entrance all the way up to her hooded clit. The delicious taste of her sweet nectar washed over my taste buds and I let my mouth fall over her clit. Suckling gently on her sensitive bead, I moaned softly to send vibrations tingling through her pussy.

Hannah let out quiet moan of her own followed by a loud gasp as my teeth ever-so-slightly bit into her clit. Her hands fell to either side of my head and she whimpered, “P-Please don’t bite.”

I would never, but I wasn’t about to pull away from her perfect pussy to tell her that. Instead, I released her clit from my teeth and let my tongue swirl around it in firm circles that soon had her hips lifting from the bed. Hannah’s moans got louder and just as her breathing got heavy enough to make it sound like she was close to her release, I pulled away from her clit and dove hungrily back into her folds.

My tongue danced between her labia, teasing her lower lips and occasionally slipping into her entrance just enough to make her fingers dig into the back of my head.

“S-Stacey!” she screamed.

I calmly put my hands on her thighs and held them open. Her soft blue eyes stared down at me as if she was trying to anticipate my next move so that she could brace for the inevitable waves of paralyzing pleasure. She was my latest instrument and it never took me long to figure out how to play a new one.

Her thighs quivered under my hands as I continued to eat her out and when I felt them try to snap shut, I knew she was getting too close to the edge. Luckily for her, she didn’t ask to be teased. She wanted pleasured and impregnated. I’d never actively tried to do the second of those things, but the first was my job and I was good at what I did…

I turned my attention back to her clit, my teeth gently grazing against it as I lashed my tongue across it. The warm rush of her honey spraying onto my chin and neck was followed by a high-pitched scream that lasted for all of a second before silence fell over us. Her hips bucked wantonly against my mouth and she held me firmly against her pussy, those petite arms showing strength beyond expectation as she rode my mouth along with her orgasm.

Her hips spasmed a few final times before she finally let her hands fall limply onto her lap, “S-Stacey.”

I stood and smiled down at her as I ran my hands up and down her thighs, “Yes?”

“Y-You could leave if you wanted. I…” she paused and looked away from me, staring blankly at a wall, “I’ve never done that before. I-If that’s what sex should feel like, I think I’d be ruining my marriage if I asked you to do anything else.”

I continued to stroke her legs. “Do you want me to leave? If that’s what you truly want, I can, but I thought you wanted to get pregnant, baby.”

Her eyes flicked back to meet mine and she mumbled, “I do.”

“So then,” I took my right hand and grasped my cock. Guiding my thick crown to her soaked entrance, I gently ran it up and down her slit as I continued, “Tell me if you want me to have sex with you. Yes or no. No judgment either way, baby.”

“Yes,” she said without hesitation.

A grin spread across my lips, “That’s my girl.”

She smiled, but as soon as my cock pushed into her, her mouth fell open and she let out a surprised, “S-Son of a bitch.”

“Need me to go slower?” I asked even though I’d barely even started.

“N-No, please don’t,” she whimpered.

I ran my hands up her thighs and then took a firm hold on her hips. As many times as I’d done this before, I couldn’t help but watch my cock as it slowly disappeared further and further into this woman’s pussy. As petite as she was, I didn’t even know how she managed to fit my entire cock inside her, but when the warmth of my hips met with hers, I wasn’t about to complain.

Her quivering moan was all the incentive I needed to start slowly pumping into her. Those tight walls were teasing me, taunting me to fuck her harder so that I could truly enjoy all the pleasure she could offer me, but tonight wasn’t about my pleasure. It was about hers. Once her tight little pussy got used to my size, I’d be able to truly fuck her. I’d be able to breed her.

The thought coupled with the physical sensation of her pussy massaging my cock and pulled a deep moan from my lips. For the first time a long time, I didn’t have to exaggerate a moan. If I knew how fucking hot it was to actively try to get a man’s wife pregnant, I would have probably taken a few ‘jobs’ for free just to enjoy the same exhilaration I was feeling now.

Hannah’s eyes rolled back as my cock pumped into her. Short, slow strokes were all I could manage at the moment, anything else probably would have left her a delirious mess. While some of my clients might prefer to be left like that, Hannah didn’t seem like the type. She seemed sweet and desperate to finally be a mom. That was respectable, and by extension, so was she. I barely knew her, and yet, she’d become my second favorite client of all time.

When her legs wrapped around my waist, she threatened to knock the woman that started this entire line of work for me off that pedestal. Even with her mind rattled with bliss beyond anything she seemed to have felt before, the little minx had the wherewithal to try and keep me inside her.

“How hard can I fuck you, baby?” I asked. The question was blunt and I couldn’t imagine a less sexy thing to say to a woman like her, but I had needs too. Her needs just so happened to line up with mine. At least, if she wanted me to cum any time before her husband showed back up…

“H-Hurt me if you h-have to,” she panted between moans.

Noted.

My fingers gripped her hips harder and I didn’t hesitate to slam my cock into her. My balls slapped loudly against her soaked hips and she screamed in ecstasy even louder. I let out a low groan as I let my hips do the work they’d been trained to do.

Deep, vicious strokes into Hannah’s tight pussy came fast and hard. Almost as fast and hard as her second climax of the night. If not for the way her body tightened around my cock, I might not have even known that she was cumming. Then again, it wouldn’t have changed anything if she screamed at the top of her lungs to let me know she loved my cock.

All that mattered right now was making sure she was satisfied. As far as I was concerned, only a pussy full of my cum would make that happen for her.

I pulled her hips closer to the edge of the bed until the curve of her ass hung over it. I let her hips fall and the slight change of angle made all of the difference. As I continued hammering into her once-tight pussy, I could see the sight of my cock causing a slight bulge in her stomach. Skinny lovers made for the best play mates!

Hannah’s moaning quieted down, though it wasn’t for lack of pleasure. She whimpered and panted desperately in an attempt to find some way of clawing back her hold on her sanity, but I knew from experience that she wouldn’t be able to do a damn thing until I finished with her. It wouldn’t be the first time I ruined a couple’s sex life. No one fucked like I did. If their husbands could, then these women wouldn’t call me in the first place.

But it was seeing her like that, so vulnerable and strung out from the overwhelming euphoria, that pushed me over the edge. My balls tightened up and I let out out a quiet grunt as the first thick rope of my cum shot deep into her fertile depths. I pulled out one final time before slamming myself into her hard enough to force her back onto the bed a few inches. That final cry of bliss from Hannah was all I could have dreamed of having from one of my low-key lovers. Rope after rope of my potent cum pumped into her until my cock finally stopped throbbing.

I smiled down at her as I ground my hips gently into her, “Was that good enough for you, baby?”

She didn’t respond immediately. Instead, her eyes meandered around the room for a few seconds before they finally looked at me. A goofy smile crested her lips and she mumbled, “I-I think I’m in love.”

“Love is a strong word, but I know that you were quite a fun woman to spend some time with, Hannah,” I said and leaned down to kiss her gently.

Hannah’s legs tightened around my waist for a second before she relaxed and kissed me back. She must have enjoyed the taste of her juices on my tongue because hers pushed against my lips and into my mouth when I opened it for her. After a few seconds of a rapidly intensifying kiss, I had to pull away from her, “But I think I should be going soon, not that I’d mind if you saved my number in your phone.”

“I-I can’t afford you without her help,” she said, referencing our mutual contact.

I smiled down at her as I stood up straight, “Did I say anything about getting paid?”

Hannah beamed up at me and let her legs fall back down over the edge of the bed. Finally free, I slowly pulled my thick cock out of her red, puffy pussy and grimaced. “Damn, I might have been a little rough with you. Make sure your husband doesn’t see that.”

She nodded her head and put her feet on the bed so that she could lift her hips. As I eyed her curiously, she mumbled, “I don’t want any of your cum to get out.”

I smiled warmly and bent down to pick up her panties. Without so much as a word, I stepped into them and pulled them up my legs. They were tighter than any panties I had by far, but I didn’t care about that. I was taking a trophy. In the year and a half that I’d been selling my body, I never once found a customer that I’d fuck for free. Hannah was the first.

After putting my skirt on, I leaned over the bed and kissed her smooth stomach, “Tell me as soon as you find out if you’re pregnant. If not, we can try again when your husband can be gone for a few hours.”

“A few hours?”

“Next time, I want to cuddle when I’m done ruining your pussy, baby. Can’t say I’m not a little romantic then, huh?” I asked teasingly.

Hannah smiled and let her ass rest on the bed again. She shook her head slowly and whispered, “No, I couldn’t. I hope I can see you again, baby.”


Story Seventeen

Fertile for the Futa

Kara’s Maid Wants to Serve


The buzz at the front door came just as I finished stirring my coffee. Rose, my maid, came a little earlier than expected, but I didn’t mind at all. Any company around my house was well-received, even if I did have to pay for the time we occasionally spent together. Not being alone made it worthwhile, her work was just a plus.

I left my coffee on the counter and hurried over to the front door, not ashamed in the slightest for only wearing a thin robe and my underwear. Opening the door, Rose waited for me to take a step back and then came inside. Her soft, breathy voice spoke in barely more than a whisper, “Good morning, Kara.”

“Good morning. Did you sleep well?” I asked.

“I tossed and turned more than usual, but I think I’m just getting used to the new place,” she said.

“Well, I’m glad you’re settling in, even if it’s a little slow. Please don’t forget to clean up after you make lunch this afternoon,” I said softly, my hand slowly drifting down my maid’s lower back.

“A-Ah, sorry, Kara, did I forget yesterday?” Rose asked, her voice cracking slightly.

I let my hand linger for a moment longer than I should have. “Of course not, you’re always on top of your game. I just like pretending that I am guiding you through your day, Rose.”

She giggled and ran her hands over her tee shirt to smooth it out. “You hired me, it’s my job to keep your needs satisfied. If I couldn’t do that, then how could I accept your money?”

I took a step away from her and shut the door to my somewhat modest two-story home. With as much money as I had, I could have easily bought an island, built a mansion, hired a full suite of staff and even pay them up front for the next twenty years. The stock market was good to me… but that wasn’t what I cared to do.

Living a simple life was much more rewarding. Sure, I had more than most people, but that didn’t mean I needed to rub it in anyone’s face. Not even my closest friends knew exactly how much money I had, just that I always paid for dinner and our drinks. It was that same lack of knowledge that led Rose to be as sweet as she was with me.

If she knew that I had over a billion dollars, she might have wanted a raise. She might have wanted more because she knew I had more. Yet, through her not knowing just how deep my pockets were, she was ecstatic to get a dollar raise every few months as we agreed upon as part of the somewhat demanding schedule. Her Christmas bonus would be about a quarter of her salary so far… it wasn’t like she was being mistreated. I just couldn’t justify ruining whatever companionship we had by telling her that I could afford to make all of her problems go away.

What other reason would a twenty-year-old woman have to want to have sex with a thirty-eight-year-old cougar if not for money?

“You do more than enough to deserve your checks, darling.”

She smiled at me and her dimples melted my heart. Rose wasn’t stereotypical for a maid and I chose her for that reason. In her application, she literally requested to not be put into a silly outfit nor made to feel like she was being sexualized. That was different and confusing, but when I saw her for the interview, it made much more sense.

Her hourglass figure, tight ass, perky breasts, and all-around adorable soft-featured face made her the perfect candidate for being harassed. If I were in her shoes, I probably would have married into money, but then again, she wasn’t that kind of woman. She wasn’t fond of authority, she wasn’t into men, and she didn’t make it out of high school. In short, she was her own independent person in a society that wouldn’t accept her talents without a silly piece of paper that said she was qualified to flip a burger.

And so, I happily took her in. She didn’t seem to expect to actually land the job and when I told her she was hired, her slightly stern demeanor changed almost overnight. Instead of greeting me as “Ms. Woods” she called me by my first name. The baggy clothes shifted into skinny jeans and tank tops. The thing that changed the most was that she no longer hid her gaze when she stared at the bulge in my pants.

I’d almost called her out on it a few times, but she was the one that didn’t want to be sexualized and I was the one that didn’t mind at all. At least, I didn’t mind when someone I would have happily bent over my bed was the one checking me out.

“So, uh, was there anything specific you wanted me to do today, Kara?” she asked.

“I don’t think that you’re going to have to do anything wild. Make sure the pool is taken care of, I’d like lunch prepared a half hour earlier so that I can swim,” I said.

Rose nodded, “It’s a very nice pool, I was wondering if you ever used it.”

“Swimming alone isn’t the most fun, but I’ve got to keep in shape somehow,” I mumbled.

She laughed quietly and started slowly walking toward the side door that led to the patio built around my pool, “It’s a shame I’m on the clock or I’d join you.”

“If you like swimming, then join me after lunch.”

“Oh, I couldn’t do that. I didn’t bring a bathing suit and it’s not professional of me to play when I should be working. This job is how I’m paying my rent now, I’d hate to lose it,” she mumbled.

I clapped my hands together loudly to get her attention, “If I tell you something is fine, it’s fine. No bathing suit isn’t an excuse if you want to swim unless you’re not wearing underwear. So, do you have any excuse that would get you out of swimming now?”

“N-Not really, but I’m wearing a thong,” she mumbled.

“Excellent,” I said with a devious grin. “But if you’re not comfortable, I could always give you the keys to my car and let you go grab a bathing suit.”

“No, it’ll be fine. I don’t mind you seeing my ass, it’s not like you’d make it weird or anything,” she said.

I bit my lip to hold back the comment I wanted to make. I’d do much more than make it weird if she’d let me. I’d fuck her in the pool, bend her over the chair I tanned in, take her upstairs and fuck her in the shower, and probably fuck her in the bed for good measure. Rose was too perfect for my sexual tastes, but I wasn’t going to force her to do anything.

If she made the first move, though, the gloves would come off.

“We’ll see how it goes, Rose. Just don’t expect me not to glance,” I said.

Rose smiled at me and shrugged her shoulders, “I don’t know if I should take that as a compliment or not.”

“That’s up to you. Can’t have it being a surprise if I enjoy what I see.”

Her cheeks flushed and she hurried over to the side door, “I’ll come get you for lunch, Kara.”

What I wanted to eat couldn’t be prepared in the kitchen. That woman was something else and I needed to make sure she knew how I felt by the end of the day. Maybe I would have to be the one that made a move on her. After three weeks of seeing her, she’d opened up quite a bit. Not so much about her personal life, but she didn’t shy away from my touch and if anything, she seemed to enjoy my compliments.

It might have been abusive of the power I had as her employer, but if I thought she was uncomfortable I’d have stopped. When she went outside, I headed upstairs to enjoy some time to myself. Most of that time was spent online, looking through recent market trends and debating on if I should bother investing in a few startups. In the end, I found myself watching videos online about the silliest things. One video led to another and before long, I’d managed to burn through the four hours that led up to lunch.

Rose’s knock at the door saved me from yet another video. “Kara, the food is ready if you wanted to eat now, if not I can put it back in the oven until you’re ready,” she called out.

“Now is fine, let me get on a bikini!”

I heard her clear her throat. That could have meant nothing, but I held onto the hope that she was at least a little excited by the prospect of seeing me mostly naked. If her eyes wandered nearly as much as mine did, it’d be a treat for her.

As I went through my drawers, I couldn’t help but hate how plain my bathing suits were. And so, I made a decision that would make my intentions absolutely clear. I pulled out a matching set of red and black lingerie and changed into them. The panties fit tight enough to make my already impressive bulge stand out even further. Trying to keep everything inside the skimpy outfit was hard enough, but when my cock threatened to get hard at the thought of seeing Rose in a thong, I nearly lost my nerve.

And yet. I left my room. With my semi-erect cock tenting my panties enough to tug the waistband away from my hips, I headed downstairs following Rose and made my way into the kitchen. Every step she took made her ass sway hypnotically and when she finally did stop and turn around to face me, her jaw dropped.

“Something wrong?” I asked.

Her eyes drifted from my face to my large chest, and then down to my cock where her gaze lingered as she whispered, “N-Nothing at all.”

“I couldn’t find a bathing suit I liked enough. Do you think this will be okay?”

She nodded slowly.

“Use your words, darling,” I said softly.

Rose turned around and hurried to portion off some of the food onto a plate for me as she mumbled, “I think that you look really nice and that I shouldn’t get in the pool with you.”

“Why the change of mind?” I asked.

She hesitated as she turned around, “Should I be honest?”

“Would anything less be acceptable?”

“Because I’m turned on and I know that if I go out there, something stupid is going to happen and you’re going to fire me,” she said bluntly as she sat the plate on the table.

I chuckled and shook my head slowly, “Oh, don’t think like that. If something happened, you wouldn’t lose your job. My turn to be honest. I’ve been trying to avoid this moment for as long as possible, but with a woman like you, I can’t help myself. You’re sexy, funny, sweet, hardworking, and most importantly, you’ve got a reason to keep coming back here. I don’t like one night stands.”

She raked her teeth over her lip and let out a frustrated groan, “But what happens if we do something and it messes up how I work?”

“How so?”

“Y-You’re fucking hung, I’m not going to pretend I haven’t looked. The one thing I like about a man you’ve got in abundance and I want to have it. If I did get it, I wouldn’t want to give it up,” she mumbled.

I smirked and put my hands on her shoulders and gently pushed her down to her knees. Rose didn’t resist at all. “Sweetie, I can always hire another maid. I doubt I could find another woman nearly half my age that would want to do something like this. Besides, who said you couldn’t start taking care of business around here while undressing a little bit?”

She licked her lips as her hands slid down my sides and she whispered, “I’ve got to earn my pay. That’s all there is to it.”

I didn’t hesitate to reach down between us and push my panties down so that my cock could finally spring free. “I hate to break it to you like this, sweetie, but I’d be more than willing to give you a bonus if you started taking some initiative around here,” I purred.

Her eyes flashed up to meet mine, “I’m not doing this for money and if you think I am, then you’re going to miss out on a good time. This is because I want to do this, not because I’m some kind of whore that you can throw money at.”

I took a half-step back and smiled down at her, “That’s perfectly fine, but I’ll admit that I don’t think I’ll be able to not give you gifts at some point. When someone does me a favor, I like to do something nice for them.”

Rose giggled and extended her arms so that she could put her hands on my hips. “That’s not the same thing as paying me. Now, come here so I can take care of that.”

I didn’t make her wait. As serious as the topic seemed to be for her, I didn’t think for one second that she didn’t want to keep going. She’d made it clear that she didn’t want me to treat her like a slut and I didn’t quite think I had so far. If anything, it seemed that we shared values when it came to our lustful adventure with one another.

Her left hand slid across my crotch and then wrapped around my thick shaft to support its heavy weight so that she could guide it into her mouth. As soon as those soft, warm lips surrounded my sensitive crown, I let out a deep sigh and put my hand on the top of her head. “That’s it, baby,” I cooed.

She moaned softly, whether from pleasure or just to let me know she acknowledged mine, I couldn’t tell. It didn’t really matter, honestly. All that mattered right now was getting my cock stiff enough that I could fuck her, even if she didn’t know that was the goal. As wonderful as a blowjob could be, it wasn’t nearly the same as being able to pleasure her while getting myself off.

Rose slowly bobbed further onto my cock, each time she tried to take even more of my length and more often than not, she gagged quietly around my shaft. Still, she didn’t stop trying to deep-throat my cock and that seemed just like the maid I hired. Always willing to perform above and beyond expectations, even if she was in a little over her head.

As she found her rhythm, she let her hand drop from my shaft to my balls. Her lithe fingers rubbed over the panties that cover my balls and made sure to massage them softly while she greedily sucked my cock as if expecting me to cum already. Poor girl, she wasn’t going to get to enjoy my taste that easily.

I let my hand fall from the back of her head to her shoulder and I spoke softly, “Baby, that feels so damn good, but I think I’d like to take care of both of us, if you’re comfortable with that?”

Rose pulled away from my cock and stroked it slowly with her hand, “I was hoping you’d ask. H-How do you want me?”

“That’s the wrong question, baby. Tell me what you want and I’ll finally be the one serving you,” I said in a sultry tone as I ran my hand up her neck and gently cupped her chin.

“On the table, on my back?” she asked more than said.

“Perfect,” I purred. I helped her to her feet and she wasted no time in getting her shoes off. Rose bounced over to the table and sat on it before leaning back and unbuttoning her pants. Instead of helping her get undressed, I enjoyed the show while I unclasped my bra and let it slide down my arms. By the time her pants were over her ankles, I’d started tugging my own panties down my thighs while I continued to watch her.

The massive damp spot in her light blue panties betrayed her somewhat timid nature up to this point. There was no way in hell that she hadn’t been turned on before we started, she was far too wet. If that was the case, then how many times had she imagined being fucked by me? How many times could I have asked her to bend over and fucked her?

The questions were ultimately selfish and I wasn’t going to pretend they weren’t. At my age, having a woman like her think of me at all was a massive ego boost, one that I probably didn’t need. But I wanted it. Everyone wants to be wanted and to have my sexy maid be the one that wanted me was just… convenient.

Rose carefully took off her panties and tossed them to the side. Instead of leaving well enough alone, I walked over to the messy panties and picked them up with my index finger and thumb and dropped them back onto the table beside where her head should have rested. “We wouldn’t want you to forget how much you want this too, right?”

“O-Of course not, Kara,” she whispered with a tinge of shame in her voice.

I frowned and stepped between her thighs, my hands rubbing her smooth legs as she pulled her shirt off, “This is what you want, right? If I’m pushing you too far, we can stop right now and act like it never happened.”

Her body tensed and she held her shirt just above her breasts for a moment before she let out a deep breath and took it off. “This is fine, I’m just nervous. I haven’t done anything like this in over a year,” she admitted.

I smiled down at hear and let my hand rest over her pussy, my thumb gently teasing her clit, “You can tell me to stop whenever you’d like. If you don’t like something, tell me. But if you think that you could get used to being my maid, maybe even full-time, I’d also like you to let me know that.”

“A-Are you inviting me to live here?” she asked.

“That does depend. As much as I hate to admit it, I’m thirty-eight and I’m not getting any younger. I’d be lying through my teeth if I told you I didn’t have desires. I want them taken care of from time to time, but it isn’t all about me. I want someone in my life that I can finally give a shit about. You’ve been a great maid, but I’m hoping that after today, you can be more of a companion and a friend. Maybe more?” I asked.

She smiled up at me and nodded, “How about we talk about that after you finish? I can’t stand being teased.”

I smirked at her and slid two fingers down to her entrance and pushed them into her. Without so much as a word, I let my fingers curl within her and rubbed her sensitive g-spot as my thumb started brushing over her clit again, “Do you really think that foreplay is teasing?”

Her desperate gasp for air was followed by a pleasured moan. Rose writhed on the table, both trying to get away from the overwhelming pleasure and trying to get more of it at the same time. Poor girl, she must not have realized that these hands were more experienced than most any of the people her age.

Rose tried to stammer an answer, but when she failed time and time again, I finally pulled my fingers from her pussy and quickly replaced them with the crown of my cock. Rose’s eyes locked with mine and while she couldn’t form words just yet, that look conveyed enough desire that I didn’t feel guilty as I pushed my way into her tight pussy.

Her walls clenched around my cock and I let out a soft moan as I sank deeper into her. By the time I was halfway inside her, she finally managed to call out, “F-Fuck!”

“That’s the plan, baby,” I teased as I put my hands on her thighs and gently pulled her closer the edge of the table. My size wasn’t something that I was ever, ever going to be ashamed of, but some women couldn’t take my cock fully. Rose was an exception. As my hips pressed against hers, I leaned forward and brazenly pressed my lips to hers.

For a brief moment, she seized up, but then her lips opened and she flicked her tongue against my lips. I didn’t need more encouragement. My tongue pushed into her mouth and the deepened kiss made my heart flutter. As lustful as this moment was, I couldn’t deny that I felt something more for Rose. Sure, she was sexy, but that didn’t mean that there wasn’t more to her. I enjoyed being around her, spending any amount of time with her, and now that we’d taken this step together, I got the feeling that we would be enjoying one another’s company a lot more.

I slowly pumped my cock into her as we kissed and every time I ground my hips into her, she let out a deep moan into our kiss. After a few moments, I finally broke the kiss and spoke softly, “Still enjoying yourself?”

Rose nodded, “Y-Yes, ma’am.”

“That’s my girl,” I purred. Where the ma’am came from, I didn’t know, I didn’t really care. All I wanted was to fuck her until my cock shot its load deep into her pussy. The thought of getting her pregnant made my balls tighten and I had to hope that she wouldn’t get too angry with me for cumming inside her. Even though I knew I should have asked for permission, I silently decided that I’d deal with the repercussions after the fact.

I straightened my back and spread her legs further so that I could watch every inch of my cock push into her petite body. The slight bulge in her stomach was unnatural but certainly appealing to the eye. I let my left hand rest over the bulge and gently pressed down on it so that when I slid into her, the forced tightness would squeeze my cock even tighter.

Her vice-like pussy was already enough to eventually push me over the edge, but I didn’t want to fuck her for an hour, not right now anyway. Rose made a wonderful lunch for me and I still intended on eating that and getting in the pool. Hopefully, she’d get in with me and we could see just how hard I could fuck her with the water holding me back…

My right hand slid under my left forearm and I rubbed her clit furiously while I hammered into her even harder. I needed to cum soon, if I didn’t, I’d end up getting too aggressive with her. Without spending much more time with her to get her more accustomed to my cock’s size, that could be a bad thing. Maybe one day I could fuck her like I truly wanted to, but for now, this was as close to making love as it was going to get.

Rose let out a loud scream and she leaned up, her hands locking behind my head to help hold her up, “Oh my g-god! I’m going to c-cum!”

I pulled my left hand away from her stomach and let it rest on her upper back as I continued slamming into her. Rubbing her clit became a lot harder with the change of her position, but I did what I could as I purred into her ear, “Look at you, getting my cock all wet. That’s fine, baby, you’re going to clean it up though, aren’t you?”

She nodded her head, silently moaning as her walls clenched around my cock. The answer was good enough, but I didn’t want her to hear the sound of my moans when I came. Not yet, at least, they were far too pathetic for how assertive I’d been up to this point. So to maintain appearances, I kissed her again. This time, she didn’t bother waiting for me to take the lead, she pushed her tongue into my mouth as she bucked her hips against me, loudly rocking the table as she did so.

My balls tightened and I could feel the pressure snap within me. At the same time, I felt a gush of Rose’s juices spray onto my crotch and I knew that she was taken care of. That helped remove a lot of my guilt as the first hot, thick shot of my cum pumped deep into her.

She tensed up for just a second before she made the kiss more intense, pulling me tighter against her as she wrapped her legs around my waist. As nervous as I’d been about cumming inside her, she didn’t seem to have that same concern. Fuck, maybe I would get her pregnant… maybe that would be a damn good thing.

My cock continued pumping her fertile pussy full of my cum until it finally started going soft within her. As it did, she let out a soft groan and broke the kiss, “F-Fuck, I was hoping you could keep going.”

“Baby, I’m not as young as you,” I grumbled.

“After lunch?” she asked.

A smile crested my lips. I gave her a quick kiss on the tip of her nose and whispered, “Set the table and get my plate ready. I’m sure you wouldn’t mind cleaning my cock while I eat, would you?”

She raked her teeth across her lip and shook her head, “I wouldn’t mind at all. Promise you’ll fuck me again before I have to leave?”

“I promise, but you don’t have to leave tonight if you don’t want to, babe,” I said.

Rose smiled at me and got off the table. As she limped over to the counter, I couldn’t help but reach down and stroke my cock. What else was I supposed to do when I saw some of my creamy cum trickling down her thighs?

My maid might have been helpful around the house, but I don’t think either of us truly expected things to go this far. I knew they’d go further. With her personality and my desires, I knew a lot of things would work out just fine. Especially if that little belly of hers showed signs of life soon…


Story Eighteen

Fertile for the Futa

Jamie Takes a Risk at the Bar


“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.”


Story Nineteen

Fertile for the Futa

Ivy Enjoys Her Summer Surprise


“Ivy, we can’t get in the water yet, we just ate like, fifteen minutes ago,” Fiona said.

I smiled at her and cupped my breasts through my bikini’s top, “That’s a myth, besides, you think I put this on just to sit around in the hotel room?”

“Ivy, chill with that shit, you know how I feel about you talking like that,” she grumbled as she turned her head away from me. Those soft blue eyes lingered on my swimsuit, even if she wanted to pretend that she wasn’t all that interested.

“Talking like what? It’s not a crime to want someone to look at my body. Fuck, you were the one that got me into the gym in the first place,” I said as I crossed the room. My hands fell on Fiona’s shoulders and I gently massaged them as I whispered, “Besides, can you imagine how many people would want to see what you hide in your bikini?”

Fiona stiffened and mumbled, “I’d wear a pair of shorts or something in the water anyway.”

“Why? If guys can get away with having their bulges poking out for everyone to see, why can’t you?” I asked.

“Aren’t you supposed to be encouraging me to make a healthy choice or something? Like, I don’t know, maybe not having everyone at the beach staring at my dick?” she grumbled.

“What are best friends for if they can’t get you to live a little?”

She let out a deep sigh and leaned back against me, “We could always just stay here. I’m really enjoying the massage and if you’re down, we could just order room service or have someone bring us a bottle of whiskey. That’d be more fun than the beach.”

“For you, maybe. I want to get out there. It’s been so damn long since I’ve been able to just have a one-off with a stranger. The problem with living in a small town is that you can only have a one night stand once or twice before everyone knows your name and expects you to spread your legs,” I said.

Fiona laughed and tilted her head back to rest against my chest, “Yeah, but if we’re being fair, you usually do spread your legs if they’re sweet enough.”

“That’s not the point. If I let them fuck me, that’s because I want to get fucked, not because they expect to get laid if they make me laugh,” I grumbled.

“So what made me different?” Fiona asked.

I wasn’t ready for that question. My fingers kneaded her tense neck and I thought back to the night we met. It was at a party, the first and probably only one that Fiona would have gone to if I hadn’t talked her into going to more. She was sitting by herself in the corner of the living room, sipping on a glass of wine that she didn’t seem to want at all.

At the time, I thought I’d just let her have a pity fuck, maybe finger her on the couch or something. The more I got to know her, the more I realized how deep her personality went. Besides, her getting hard when I put my hand on her arm really confused me at first. That bulge in her panties was one I’d wanted for a while, but she just never seemed ready to take that step. And thus, the dreaded friend zone.

I used to see Fiona as a challenge, how close did I have to get to her to get her to fuck me? And now… now I just wanted her to be happy and come out of her shell a little.

“Honestly, you didn’t make a move. That was all that really stopped us from doing it the night we met,” I said softly.

She sighed and let out a soft giggle. “That makes sense. I thought it was because you weren’t into women.”

“Oh, no, definitely into women. I’d happily hold you down by your ponytail while you ate me out,” I said teasingly.

“Glad to know that you think of me as a chick,” Fiona said.

I chuckled and gave her shoulders a firm squeeze, “You’re the most beautiful chick I know. Even if you do have a massive cock in those panties.” Her gasp almost made me blush. “Now, go get your bathing suit on, I want to go swim.”

Fiona was never one to argue when she got flustered. She grabbed her bathing suit from the dresser and hurried into the bathroom. When she came back out, I was a little surprised by how well the frilly skirt on her bikini bottom covered her crotch. I could still make out the bulge of her balls in the panties, but most anyone else probably would have only guessed that she had a puffy pair of lips.

I grabbed my robe and put it on before tying the sash around my waist to keep it in place. The beach was only a mile from the hotel and I wasn’t interested in putting on a full set of clothes just to drive for a few minutes.

Fiona slid on a large tee shirt that draped down past her mid-thigh and looked at me sheepishly, “I’m not taking it off to swim.”

“Aw, you sure? Why can’t you let me see those tits when they’re nice and wet, baby?” I asked.

“D-Don’t talk like that!” Fiona yelped.

“Scared of getting turned on?”

She shrugged her shoulders as her cheeks and neck flushed with color, “Let’s just go before I change my mind.”

I wasn’t going to argue with her. As much as I hated to admit it, I still wanted her cock in me. I wanted to corrupt her and make her mine. Fuck, I wanted to date her, that might not seem like much to many people, but Ivy Evans didn’t date anyone…

The drive to the beach was shorter than my attention span and as soon as we parked, I shed my robe and draped it over the back of my car seat. As happy as I was to get wet, I really didn’t want to get sand in my seat. Fiona, true to her word, didn’t take off her shirt and nervously followed me out of the car.

While I would have loved to tan in the sun for a while and let random people stare at my tits or ass, I knew Fiona wouldn’t have the patience for that. She always got uncomfortable when I scampered off with someone else to scratch my itch for a good orgasm, but that would probably still end up happening. If she would just grab me by the hips and pull me against her, she wouldn’t have to watch me run off with someone else…

I reached over and took Fiona’s hand and started walking toward the water. Without even making it two full steps, she pulled her hand away and mumbled, “What are you doing?”

“Dragging you into the water?” I asked, not quite sure why she took her hand away.

“No, why were you holding my hand?”

I shrugged, “Is it that much of a problem? I was just trying to be sweet.”

Fiona hesitantly took my hand and spoke in a near-silent voice, “P-People are going to think we’re a couple, that might hurt your chances of getting laid.”

“Eh, I’ve had plenty sex. Maybe this should be more about our friendship rather than getting laid,” I mumbled. Whatever was bothering her about holding my hand seemed a little more personal. The conversation in the hotel didn’t seem like it was that important, but maybe it meant more to her than I understood.

Fiona took the first step toward the water and smiled at me, “I think that would be nice.”

I reached across with my other hand and brushed a lock of her golden hair out of her face and smiled back. “You know that you can talk to me if there is something on your mind, don’t you?”

“I know, I just don’t know how I’d say anything I’ve got on my mind without making things weird.”

“Weird and I are good friends. I’m sure you’ve seen some of the pictures I’ve saved on my phone,” I said with a smirk.

She giggled and shrugged her shoulders. “You mean the hentai you’ve shown me a thousand times? Yeah, I think I can remember a few anime women tied up with tentacles in all their holes.”

“Ooh, is that something you liked? Is that why it stayed in your memory?” I asked.

The hot sand under our feet shifted almost immediately into the cool, wet sand that I loved feeling between my toes as we reached the edge of the water. Fiona glanced over at me and shrugged her shoulders, “I don’t think I’d like to be the one tied up.”

“Sure could have fooled me, I pegged you for a submissive,” I teased.

“What happens in the bedroom is a lot different than what you’re used to seeing,” Fiona said as she took a nervous step into the water.

The temperature was nearly perfect, but the heat of the sun contrasted against the relatively warm water and made it feel a lot colder than it really was. A smile formed on my lips as I looked at Fiona. I gave her hand a gentle squeeze and waded further into the water.

By the time we were up to our waist, she let out a quiet gasp and stopped moving for a moment. I let go of her hand and put my arm around her waist, “Is everything okay?”

“F-Fuck it’s cold on my junk,” she mumbled.

I laughed and shook my head, “Need some help with that?”

“W—What are you going to do, pee in the water?” she asked.

Against my better judgment, I turned in the water to face her and pulled her deeper into the water as I slid my hand under the surface. Taking a deep breath as I looked her in the eyes, I let my hand cup her balls and spoke softly, “Just until you want me to stop.”

Fiona’s cheeks filled with color and she froze in place, “O-Okay.”

That wasn’t the answer I was expecting. I let my fingers curl and uncurl to tease her. It was strange to be able to feel her balls drawing up closer to her body, whether from arousal or from the cold, I had no clue. Either way, I could feel her cock hardening against my wrist and she let out a few soft moans as I continued to play with her.

Instead of stopping me, she reached down and held my wrist loosely with her hands and whispered, “F-Fuck that feels good. S-Should we stop? There are p-people around, someone could s-see.”

“They could, but the water is pretty good at hiding what’s going on. Besides, it’s not that busy here, we did decide to come here on a Tuesday,” I said softly.

She tilted her head back and let out a low moan before mumbling, “Maybe a little further in, then?”

“Yeah, I’d love for you to be a little further inside me,” I said teasingly.

Her cock tented her bikini and she looked me in the eye, “That would ruin our friendship and you know it.”

“Maybe, but what about a relationship?” I asked.

“D-Don’t tease me like that,” she mumbled and pushed my hand away from her crotch. “That’s really not funny.”

“Fiona, I wasn’t joking.”

She hesitated for a moment before looking away from me, “And how long would it last? A day or two until you got bored of me?”

The words probably weren’t meant to hurt, but they bit deep. “Do you really think that little of me, Fiona? I figured if anyone would appreciate me being serious with them, it would have been you.”

Fiona ducked her head, “I think the world of you, Ivy. That’s why I don’t know what the hell I’m supposed to do right now. I know you love sex, but I’m not stupid enough to think I could be the only person you’d want. I can’t do an open relationship, Ivy. I just can’t do that and if I couldn’t satisfy you, then what the hell would we end up being?”

“I do love sex, but the thing about sex is that it’s only physical with the people I’ve been fucking. It’s not making love. It’s not passionate. It doesn’t mean a god damn thing. So you tell me, Fiona, why the fuck would I want someone like you?” I asked, an angry tear threatening to spill down my cheek.

She sighed softly and put her hands on my waist, “Please don’t get upset, Ivy.”

“H-How can I not?” I asked. “I’m trying to tell you how I feel about you and I’m not sure that you even want to be with me. I don’t know what the hell I can even offer you. In the year that I’ve known you, you’ve never had sex. You haven’t even admitted to touching yourself. If I didn’t want to be with you for something other than sex, why did we keep hanging out?”

Fiona sighed and pulled me closer to her. Her arms wrapped around my lower back and she hugged me tight, “Ivy, please calm down. I don’t want to tell you how to act, but I think we’re already on the same page and we’re just approaching it differently.”

I took a deep breath to try and calm myself. That didn’t work all that well, but if she needed me to calm down to make her more comfortable, I’d at least pretend that the breathing worked.

“Tell me what page you’re on before I lose my shit,” I whispered.

“I’m on the page that says that we both want a relationship but we’re not quite sure what we’d give one another. It says that I want to try and take care of your needs, but that you have needs that aren’t just sexual,” she said softly. The warmth of her body against mine felt damn good, but it was a little difficult to have an emotional moment with her cock pressing against my stomach. “It also says that we should probably go a little deeper in the water because there are a lot of people staring at us right now.”

That last bit drew a chuckle out of me and I nodded before carefully pulling away from her. Maybe I was wrong about her being a bit of a submissive. When push came to shove, she knew what she wanted, but I really didn’t know what I wanted aside from wanting her. That had been my problem for years. Sex was the outlet I used to try and fill the hole within me, no pun intended. It obviously wasn’t working. Maybe it did fill a certain hole for the night, but I always woke up feeling like I needed something more.

But when I was with Fiona, I didn’t really have those needs. The only hole that needed to be filled when I was with her was sexual, it was the only thing she left me wanting. It seemed so obvious now, but approaching her about a relationship felt so damn hard. Then again, the conversation we just had wasn’t easy, but we made it through.

As we went deeper into the water, I tried my best to swim a little ways away from the small crowd of people near the shore. Just around a small bend, we were left relatively alone. In the distance, a few jet skis blew by and I could see a couple of boats further out, but as far as people swimming went, there were none.

In the comfort of isolation, Fiona pulled me against her again. While I was up to my neck in water, her chest was visible. I didn’t want to make it too sexual yet, not before we finished our chat, but I really wanted that shirt to come off.

“Ivy, I’ve been hoping that I could figure out how to talk to you about how I feel about us at some point. It’s not as easy as just saying it, as I’m sure you know. But, if you feel the same way, I think it’s worth a risk to tell you exactly how I feel.”

I nodded slowly, “I’ll try to keep my cool. Sorry about how I reacted a minute ago, but I felt like you were making me out to be some kind of cock hungry whore. I mean, I am in the bedroom, I’ll admit that, but this is different.”

“It is,” Fiona said and put her hands back on my waist. “When you tease me, I love and hate it. I want to tell you how much I’d love to make you scream, but then I think about all the people you’ve slept with. I probably can’t compare to them, I’m okay with that from a performance standpoint. I haven’t slept around. I really don’t know what I’m doing, but I know that I want you. So when I tell you that I hate when you talk to me like you do, it’s not because I don’t want to hear it. I don’t want to have to live up to expectations I can’t meet.”

“Trust me, most of the people I’ve been with aren’t good. There are the outliers, but it’s not like I’ve fucked a ton of people. Thirteen, if you wanted to count. Three of them were women, so it’s not all about the cock, I promise,” I mumbled.

“I’ve been with zero,” she said. “Which is why I don’t know how to say that I want you. That I want to make you scream my name, that I want to try out some of those kinks you’ve got porn of, that I want to taste your honey. There’s nothing I want more than to satisfy you than to just hold you in my arms. But I know that you met me as a shy, nervous woman. I still am, I’ll admit that, but I know what I want. Maybe I couldn’t sweep you off your feet or be the life of a party like you can, but that doesn’t mean I wouldn’t try if you wanted me to.”

I smiled at her and put my hands on her shoulders and then bounced in the water so that I could wrap my legs around her waist. “You’re saying a lot of things that make me feel like you’re just waiting for permission. Well, you’ve got it,” I said.

Fiona’s eyes locked with mine as she slid her hands further around my waist and then down to my ass. Her hands cupped my cheeks and she let out a soft groan as she pulled my hips against hers, “F-Fuck, I’ve wanted to do that for a while. B-But that wasn’t quite where I was going with that. I was going to ask you if you wanted to make this official.”

“Fiona, you’re my girlfriend. Got that?” I asked as I squeezed my legs around her to help grind myself against her rapidly hardening cock.

“Got it,” she groaned.

“Want to lose your virginity in the ocean?” I asked.

Her cheeks flushed again and she mumbled, “I don’t think I could fuck you like you want me to if we’re in the water.”

“You don’t know how I want you to fuck me,” I said. “But I can tell you that I don’t want you to pull out when you cum.”

“W-What?” she asked. “Isn’t it a little early for that?”

“The worst that could happen is you knock me up. I’ve got a thing for impreg, but you’re not the kind of woman that’d run off and leave me with a kid to raise by myself. Think of it as the first and most intense kink we’ll try,” I purred.

Fiona let out a quiet whimper before mumbling, “But what if you don’t want to be together in a few weeks?”

“I don’t think that’s going to be a problem, but even if it is, then we’re probably still going to be friends,” I said. “So, sex at the beach?”

Fiona smiled at me and took a few steps toward the shore. “You mind holding onto my shirt while we do this?”

“Only if you don’t mind fucking me from behind,” I said.

She reached down to push my knees away from her, “Get the hell off me so I can get the fuck in you!”

I wasn’t going to argue with her. I expected to have sex today, but I didn’t know it would be with Fiona. I might have fantasized about it a time or two, but it seemed like a pipe dream. I knew how I felt about her, but that didn’t seem like it would ever be a reality. Then again, some of life’s greatest surprises happened in the blink of an eye.

As soon as I had my feet down on the sandy floor, Fiona pulled her shirt off and draped it over my shoulder. Without so much as a warning, her hand pushed into the back of my panties and she pushed a finger into my pussy. A shocked gasp escaped me and I moaned, “W-What?”

Fiona kissed my neck as she pushed a second finger into me. She left a trail of kissed up my neck until she reached my ear and then pushed a third finger into my tight pussy. The stretching sensation was amazing, but her words nearly made me cream my panties, “I told you that I knew what I wanted.”

Her warm cock pressed against my naked lower back as she whispered, “It’s been you for so long. I’ve thought about everything I’d do to you, but I don’t think you could handle my cock without a little foreplay, Ivy.”

“F-Fuck, you’re probably r-right,” I gasped as she kept pushing her fingers into my core. Never in a million years would I have expected her to be so damn confident when it came to playing with my pussy. Well, playing wasn’t the right word. She was claiming me and stopping her was the furthest thing from my mind.

Her fingers curled within me, teasing my inner walls like no one else had done with me before. For a virgin, she seemed to have a pretty fucking good idea of what she was doing and my moans were loud enough to encourage her further.

Fiona’s cock rubbed against the back of my bikini as she kept fingering me. It didn’t take long for her to start rubbing it against my ass, but with her hand in the way, she couldn’t tease my holes with it and I hated that. She seemed to as well. Her fingers slowly slipped out of me and she let out a long, low moan as she pulled my bikini to the side.

A quivering breath escaped her lips as she pressed her hot, thick crown against my entrance. “D-Do you want it?”

“Please don’t tease me right now, b-baby,” I purred.

Fiona pushed her cock into me and even though I’d seen the outline of her thickness quite a few times, my pussy wasn’t ready to be stretched that wide. And yet, the stinging pain in my cunt was something I welcomed. The cool water around my hips helped keep me from losing my mind, but that pain kept me grounded in reality. My best friend was inside me. She chose to let me take her virginity… fuck, that meant more than I could have imagined.

Her hands slid to my waist for a moment as she pushed deeper inside me. Inch after inch of her cock pushed into me until I could feel her cock pushing against my stomach. Just when I thought I’d have to beg her to stop, her warm hips pressed against me. The weight of her body against mine felt too damn good and I was relieved to not have to pussy out about taking her impossibly huge cock.

I would have been happy to take a second to gain my bearings, but my best friend didn’t have the same plan. Her right hand slid down my stomach and into my panties as her left hand moved to cup my breast through my top. Fiona’s fingers started rubbing my clit as she pumped slowly into my pussy, “You’ll have to let me know if I’m not doing something right, Ivy. I… I watched a lot of videos about how to get a woman off.”

My toes curled in the sand and I could do nothing but moan as she wracked my body with unbearable pleasure. Of all the times I’d been fucked, I’d never been this close to cumming this fast. The sheer size of her cock was a huge factor, but knowing who it was that was pleasuring made much more of a difference.

The friction of the water was my savior at the moment, if not for that, she probably would have been able to fuck me hard enough to make me finish within seconds. That wouldn’t save me for long, though. As she built a rhythm, my cries of pleasure got louder until I had to shove her salty shirt in my mouth to keep from drawing too much attention to us. The cotton was disgusting in my mouth, but I couldn’t risk someone coming over and interrupting Fiona.

Her left hand pushed under my top and she started tweaking my nipple with her fingers as she kept rocking my clit from side to side. So far, I’d managed to keep myself from being pushed over the edge, but Fiona did something that no one else had ever done when they fucked me. She spoke the not-so-dreaded words, at least, they weren’t dreaded coming from her.

“I love you, Ivy,” she moaned.

My walls clenched around her cock and Fiona gasped loudly. Her cock pushed deep into me and I screamed at the top of my lungs into the shirt as my juices gushed into the ocean. She’d never know that she made me squirt if I didn’t tell her, but I probably would. Fuck, I’d probably make her prove that she could make me squirt again later.

Her hands moved to my hips and she gripped them tight enough to cause her fingernails to dig into me, “I-I’m about to cum!”

I opened my mouth and let the shirt fall out so that I could whimper, “F-Fucking breed me, baby.”

Fiona let out a soft, feminine moan as she shoved herself into me as hard as she possibly could with the water holding her back. The pressure within my stomach intensified and only got more distracting as her cock throbbed within me. Each pulse of her shaft sent a thick glob of her cum into my fertile pussy and I literally crossed my fingers in the water, praying to whatever deity could hear me that I’d get pregnant from this. My best friend losing her virginity and getting me pregnant at the same time, it would have been too fucking perfect.

My pussy seemed to agree as it clenched around Fiona’s cock a second time. Another wave of ecstasy coursed through me as Fiona’s soft moans continued to pour out into the warm summer air before being carried away on the gentle breeze.

We stayed like that for a few more moments before her cock finally started softening within me and she slowly pulled out. I quickly reached down to pull my panties back into place and I held my pussy tightly to both help ease the stinging from being stretched by her huge cock and to keep her cum from sliding out of me. It’d probably ruin this expensive fucking swimsuit, but I didn’t really care.

Fiona put her arms around my shoulders and spoke softly, “Not to sound too clingy, but you don’t mind if I say I love you again, do you?”

“F-Fucking say it again and I’ll cum,” I mumbled.

“I love you,” she whispered sultrily.

I let my head hang limp and giggled. “You’re going to eat your cum out of my pussy when we get back to the hotel. Do you understand me?”

“Only if you’re on your hands and knees and it’s a fresh load, baby,” she said.

“Mm, you know, I think I like the more dominant version of you, Fiona.”

“Enough to say it back?” she asked.

I turned around so that I could look up into those beautiful blue eyes, “I fucking love you.”

Her smile made the sun seem dark in comparison. Yeah… this was the woman I’d be spending the rest of my life with.


Story Twenty

Fertile for the Futa

Khloe Helps her Boss's Wife


There was nothing better than a vanilla mocha to start my day with. As I took a sip, I turned off my car and let out a quiet sigh, another eight hour day in the office. I didn’t mind working for my company at all, but I doubted I was the only person that would have rather been doing something else with their day. Bills had to get paid, though.

I got out of my car with my coffee in hand, but before I could even make it inside, the voice of someone I would have rather never heard from called out, “Hey, you’re one of my ITs, aren’t you? Khloe, yeah?”

I turned around to see my boss leaning against her cherry red Ferrari. Her blonde hair was put up in a bun and where a smile usually warmed her face was nothing but a blank expression. If she didn’t look so serious, I might have let myself enjoy the sight of her a little more. The suits she wore always clung to her a little more than they should have and my cock appreciated that a little more than it should have.

Maybe I was a little bit of a pervert…

“Yes, ma’am, that’s right,” I said as calmly as I could. She’d always been decent to me when we did talk, but speaking directly to someone that could fire you on a whim was never comfortable.

“Great, do you know how to fix personal computers?” she asked.

“I don’t know if you’d have hired me if I couldn’t do that, ma’am,” I said and chuckled nervously.

Mrs. Scott didn’t laugh. “My wife’s computer won’t turn on. I’m going to need you to head over there and fix that for her, she’s going to lose her mind if it’s not taken care of soon,” she said.

“Alright, is that after work or before?” I asked.

“Right now. Look, you get her computer fixed and you can have the rest of the day off. She’s a gamer and I don’t want to go through the damn phone book trying to find someone that can fix her computer before lunch,” Mrs. Scott said.

I nodded, “I can take care of it for you, ma’am. Is there anything else you need me to do?”

“Yeah, I need you to hurry the fuck up. She’s already in a mood, please don’t make it worse by standing around any longer,” she growled.

As cheerful as Mrs. Scott usually was, the change of attitude didn’t surprise me. She was known to be a bit firm in her dealings with people, but I was doing her a favor, wasn’t I? She could have at least said please or thank you…

“Where do you live?” I asked.

“It’s the first three-story on the left when you hit Adams street,” she said.

“Thanks, have a good day, ma’am,” I called out as I got back in my car. Mrs. Scott didn’t seem to even acknowledge me a second time as she bolted past to get into the building. Someone must have a busy day planned, that or her wife was really chewing her ass about not being able to get on her computer this morning.

It was a damn good thing I came in a few minutes early, otherwise, someone else might have gotten the opportunity to have the day pretty much off. If I had to guess, Mrs. Scott’s wife had managed to unplug her own computer and that was fine by me.

The trip over to the wealthier side of town wasn’t one I’d gone on often, but it wasn’t that far away. As beautiful as the other houses were, Mrs. Scott’s house was truly a modern marvel. The large fountain in the center of her circular driveway depicted a Greek Goddess spouting water in various directions from her fingertips. While I couldn’t say which Goddess it was off the top of my head, that detail didn’t make the decoration any less amazing.

Her driveway was lined with a neatly trimmed hedge and on either side of the hedge were flowers of multiple colors. A small part of me was jealous, but then I thought about how much money she spent to have these nice things and felt much more content with my cheap apartment. Maybe one day I could afford to have things like Mrs. Scott had, but until then, I had a job to do.

I parked my car in front of the fountain and grabbed my slowly cooling coffee before getting out again. One thing was for sure, I’d definitely enjoy working in my boss’s house much more than I’d enjoy working in my cubicle. As I approached the steps that led to her front door and raised my hand to knock, the door simply swung open.

Behind it, a beautiful brunette stood smiling warmly at me. Of all things she could have been wearing, she had on a matching black bra and panty set. I should have known better than let my eyes drift down the slender woman’s body, but the stockings she had on were too eye-catching and before I could even apologize for my wandering eyes, the woman’s soft voice asked, “Are you here to fix my computer?”

“Y-Yeah, uh, were you not expecting me?” I asked.

“Anna said someone would be here soon, but I didn’t expect you’d be so fast. I was on my way to get on a bathrobe, sorry if I’m a little underdressed,” she said, though her tone didn’t seem apologetic at all. If she did mind my eyes wandering her sexy body, she didn’t seem to want to say anything about it.

“Ah, yeah, well I’m Khloe, it’s nice to meet you. Where is the computer?” I asked as I offered her my hand to shake.

She smiled warmly and extended a hand as well, “It’s upstairs in my our bedroom. Bella, but I doubt you’d need to know my name.”

“Formalities are nice, helps separate us from the animals, Bella,” I said.

Bella pulled her hand away from me and turned around to lead the way further into the home. Her tight ass swayed from side to side so damn tantalizingly that I nearly lost my mind. As horrible as it was to already be fantasizing about my boss’s wife, I couldn’t help but think of the things they did together.

Anna was at least fifteen years older than Bella. Hell, Bella looked closer to my age, somewhere in her early twenties. Maybe it was the money that drew Bella to Anna, but I could already tell what Anna saw in her wife. That sexy body was certainly befitting of a trophy wife and while I hoped that they loved one another, I could imagine a world in which I’d be just fine with Bella riding my cock so she could take my credit card out for another trip to the mall…

“So, when I tried to turn it on this morning, nothing happened. The monitor didn’t even try to come on and I made sure all the cables were plugged in,” Bella said, disrupting my thoughts.

“Did it beep at all?” I asked.

“Not that I heard, but I wasn’t exactly listening for a beep, I didn’t know I was supposed to,” she grumbled.

I chuckled under my breath, content to listen to her ramble on about her computer problems for hours so long as that ass kept bouncing from side to side. As we reached the stairs, she put her hand on the rail and spoke softly, “Watch your step, the stairs were waxed yesterday, they might be a little slippery.”

It had to be my lucky day. Bella took each step carefully and with each one she took, I caught a damn good look at her slightly puffy pussy through her panties. By the time we reached the third floor, my cock was straining against my own panties, but luckily enough for me, the bulge in my pants was somewhat hidden by the white button-up shirt I had on.

This wasn’t my first rodeo, my sex drive was a little ridiculous and while that might be a bad thing at work, the right set of clothes could help hide my cock when I was off fantasizing about what I’d do to some of the people I had to help. Secretaries were the worst for turning me on!

“Thanks for the warning,” I mumbled as she kept walking.

She let out a soft giggle and opened the second door on the right, “You’re more than welcome. Come on in.”

I hoped she was referring to the show she gave me coming up the stairs. Fuck, if she was, I’d love to come in, just not so much in the room. Those lovely lower lips of hers did look pretty fucking inviting…

“Alright, I’ll see what I can do,” I said as I stepped into the room. The soft scent of lavender was welcoming and relaxing, and I couldn’t help but appreciate the decoration in the room. A massive bed was on a raised platform for seemingly no reason, but it looked nice. The wall-mounted TV must have been at least seventy inches, but I was only used to measuring ten by eye.

A smirk played along my lips as I wondered just how much Bella would enjoy those ten inches. My cock throbbed painfully against the confines of my panties and jeans and I quickly sat down. I put my coffee cup on the corner of the desk and started going through the basic troubleshooting steps.

The power button proved to be a failure and the cables were fine. About five seconds later I was on the floor checking the surge protector. Sure enough, when I flipped the switch on her surge protector, the power button suddenly worked again. Magic.

Before I could even get comfortable in the chair and make sure everything worked fine, Bella let out a frustrated groan and stormed over to the desk. “Are you serious? The power switch was off? That’s so fucking stupid, I’m so fucking stupid!” she yelled. “Where the hell is the cat, that little fucker was playing around behind my desk yesterday. No fucking wonder!”

“Hey, it’s alright, it happens. I’m just glad it was an easy fix,” I said.

Bella turned back to me and the back of her hand caught my coffee cup. As if in slow motion, the lid popped off and hit me in the chest, but the cup was the real aggressor here. The still-hot contents of the cup splashed in my lap and on my stomach and I let out a shocked gasp.

The good news was that the coffee was almost thirty minutes old which gave it time to cool down. The bad news, it was still fucking hot!

Bella shot off to what I assumed was a bathroom. Her voice trailed behind her, “I’m so sorry! Wait one second, I’ll help you clean it up!”

And so I sat in Bella’s comfortable chair with a lap full of burning coffee until she came back with a towel. Instead of handing it to me, she immediately started dabbing it across my thighs and crotch as she mumbled, “I’m so sorry, I really didn’t mean to do that. I was just frustrated and…”

The pause lingered in the air as she flattened her hand within the towel. That hand was right over my hip and under that hand was something I almost wished she’d stop touching. Almost.

“I-Is that a dick?” she asked.

I slowly nodded my head and muttered, “A very hot dick.”

“I-I mean, it’s nice, but—”

“The coffee,” I interrupted. “It’s hot because of the coffee.”

“And it’s hard because?” Bella asked as she ran the towel over it, slowly stroking me from base to tip again.

While it was a little tender from the heat, I wasn’t going to pretend that the slender hand playing with my cock wasn’t welcome. As desperately as I wanted to hope that this would turn into something more, I had to ground myself in reality and stop this before it got too far.

“Because you’re only wearing underwear and stockings that I assume your wife wanted you in?” I asked.

Warm hazel eyes met with mine for a moment as she smiled warmly, “I’m glad you noticed. So, you helped me with my problem. Would you be against me helping you with yours?”

“Mrs. Scott would kill us both,” I said as I pushed with my feet to send the computer chair rolling back across the hardwood floor. She wasn’t interested in taking the hint, apparently.

“Mm, I wouldn’t tell her. You fixed my problem and I spilled your coffee. The way I see it, I owe you a little favor,” Bella purred.

“You don’t owe me anything. Why the hell would you even cheat on a woman like Anna?” I asked.

Bella shrugged her shoulders and tossed the towel in my lap, “Why do you think a woman like me is with a woman like Anna?”

“The money,” I said without hesitation.

“Damn straight. She pretty much pays me to fuck her. I mean, you two have more in common than where you work, but your cock is so much bigger,” Bella said with a soft giggle.

The very thought of Anna having a cock would have never occurred to me. With as revealing as her outfits usually were, I thought I’d notice a bulge in her pants. Then again, maybe it was because I was a little distracted thinking about her ass. And yet, here I was with Mrs. Scott’s wife…

“I still don’t know if this is something I can let you do,” I mumbled as I wiped at my jeans with the towel.

“It’s your call. I kind of want to have a real cock in me, but if you’re worried that I’ll tell Anna, whatever. I’ll just use a dildo when you’re gone if you’re not going to give me what I want,” she said.

That last bit brought a smirk to my lips, “You’re used to getting what you want, huh?”

Bella giggled and brought her hands to her chest. She gave her perky chest a squeeze and purred, “If I didn’t get my way, who knows what would happen?”

“So if I didn’t fuck you, you’d get me in trouble, wouldn’t you?” I asked.

A wide grin spread across Bella’s lips as she caught on. As silly as it was, she seemed more than willing to play along with my game. Her hands slid from her breasts down to her slender waist where she toyed with the band of her panties, “If you don’t fuck me, I’ll have to tell Anna that you ruined my computer and tried to have your way with me.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Alright, I guess you win. But, what’s in it for me?” I asked as I tossed the towel aside.

Bella strode across the room and sank to her knees between my legs and leaned in until her chin rested on the thick bulge running down my right thigh, “Well, first, we could get you out of these messy clothes. Second, I’d wash them for you like a good host. Third, I’d let you do whatever you wanted to me for about an hour or however long it takes to wash and dry your clothes.”

“Whatever I wanted, huh?”

“Anything except anal. A cock like that isn’t going in my ass,” she said without breaking eye contact.

As serious as she sounded for that split-second, I couldn’t help but laugh. It had crossed my mind, but then again, that was before I knew she would actually want to have sex.

In one last effort to try and get her to remain faithful to her wife, I ran my hand through her hair and spoke softly, “And if I wanted to cum inside you?”

“Like, in my mouth or…”

“Your pussy, Bella,” I confirmed.

She hesitated for a moment before shrugging her shoulders, “Then you’d have to cuff me to the bed and make sure I couldn’t push you off me.”

“So it would look like I forced myself on you? No thanks,” I grumbled.

Bella tilted her head and then gently bit my cock before giggling again. She stood and turned around before putting her hands behind her back, “Not at all. If I get pregnant, it’s whatever, I’d just tell Anna it was hers and she’d keep showering me with gifts. I just want to make sure I have a good time if I’m going to take a chance like that. From what I hear, being pregnant makes you crave cock more than anything else.”

I reached forward and roughly grabbed her by her wrists and pulled her into my lap. The momentum sent the chair rolling back and we thudded softly into a wall as I reached around her waist to slide my fingers into her panties. Sure enough, her pussy was drenched and I rolled her clit between my fingers as I whispered in her ear, “Sounds like you should tell your wife how helpful I was today and make sure that your computer has a few problems every so often.”

“F-Fuck, that does sound like a good idea,” she groaned.

I let go of her wrists but kept playing with her clit, “That’s a good girl. So, just cuffs or did you want something else?”

“Cuffs are fine, but I wouldn’t say no if you wanted to pull my hair, Khloe,” Bella purred.

Her hips ground against my fingers for a moment as I let myself enjoy the simple things in life, like the weight of her body as it rested on top of my cock. I knew better than to think this would ever turn out well, but I also knew that I wouldn’t have a chance like this again in my life. Fucking a rich woman’s wife while getting to skip a work day? Fuck yeah…

I pulled my hand out of her panties and pushed two of my dampened fingers into Bella’s mouth. She didn’t hesitate to start sucking on them. “Get your cute ass off me so I can strip,” I said in a gruff tone.

Bella hopped off my lap and I reached down to untie my shoes before tossing them aside. After I unbuttoned my pants, I spoke softly, “Take them off while I take care of my shirt and bra, baby.”

She got back down on her knees for a second time and pulled my jeans and panties down to my ankles. Before I even finished unbuttoned my shirt, Bella’s warm lips took the head of my cock into her mouth. I let out a soft moan as I leaned forward so that I could take off my shirt.

Draping it over her shoulder, I sighed and put my hand on the back of her head, “We could always skip washing my clothes if you wanted to stay on your knees.”

Bella slid a hand up my leg and wrapped it around my cock and started quickly stroking me as she pulled her mouth away from my thick crown with a loud pop. “I don’t want to waste all morning on you, Khloe,” she said. Her hand twisted slightly as she stroked me, working my shaft so fucking wonderfully as she whispered, “So either cuff me to the bed and fuck me or let me swallow your cum. Either way, I want to get back to my computer soon.”

“What happened to letting me do whatever I wanted to you?” I asked.

She smiled up at me and mumbled, “I tasted your cock?”

“You know, that’s not the first time I’ve heard that.”

Bella didn’t say anything as she leaned back in and gave my cock a quick kiss. As desperately as I wanted her to keep blowing me, I’d much rather fuck her than cum down her throat. Possibly knocking up my boss’s wife wasn’t something I was going to miss out on.

“Get the cuffs, Bella.”

She shot off like an arrow. Bella’s upper half disappeared under the bed and a few seconds later, a heavy box slid out from underneath the bed’s frame and she wiggled her hips at me. “C-Cuff me and put me on the bed. A-And dirty names are a plus if you’re cool with that,” she called out.

For someone that seemed so confident just moments ago, she sure seemed like she’d lost her nerve. Maybe she really didn’t get what she wanted all that much. Maybe that was why she was letting her wife’s employee scratch some itches that she had. That line of thinking did make me feel a tiny bit better about what I was about to do to her.

I opened the unlocked toy box and ignored the impressive collection of dildos. While I certainly wouldn’t have minded stretching her ass so that she could take my cock, she’d already agreed to satisfy a craving of mine. Impregnation wasn’t a casual thing, having this stranger willing to take that risk was something I didn’t want to miss out on by testing my limits even further. I grabbed the heavy steel cuffs and the set of keys that went with them and shut the box.

Her hands were crossed behind her back again and I didn’t hesitate to cinch the cuffs around her wrists. I grabbed the chain that connected the cuffs and pulled her from underneath the bed. Bella let out a gasp and whimpered for a moment, but she didn’t ask me to stop the rough treatment. I figured she had to be something of a masochist, but I wasn’t going to get too abusive with her. As much fun as it could be, leaving marks on her would definitely let her wife know what we did.

After pulling her to her feet, Bella turned her blushing face away from me and mumbled, “T-Take my panties off.”

I was about to, but hearing her suggest that made me not want to. Fuck it, she wasn’t going to get her way with me. Or was this some kind of reverse psychology bullshit?

Either way, I put my hands on her shoulders and pushed her over the side of the bed, “I don’t take orders from sluts.”

Instead of her trying to kick me in the balls, she let out a soft moan and nodded her head. “S-Sorry, Mistress!”

“Well, that was easy. I thought you’d need to be spanked before you started acting like a good whore for me,” I purred and let my hands run over her ass. Taking her panties off would have made things easier for me, but I didn’t really care about easy right now. I just wanted to get off…

Bella buried her face in the bed and let her hips grind against the bed as if that would help satiate the burning lust between her thighs. It wouldn’t. But I could help.

I let my left hand’s fingers slide into the gusset of her panties and I pulled them aside before speaking softly, “Tell me you want my cock, Bella. Tell me that your wife isn’t good enough for you.”

There was a moment of pause before Bella turned her head to the side and whispered, “P-Please fuck me, K-Khloe.”

“That isn’t all I asked you to do, slut,” I growled.

She balled her fists up and shook her head, “I-I can’t say it.”

I pulled my hand out of her panties and moved both of them to her lower back and gently rubbed, “Hey, you don’t have to. I was getting a little carried away, that was fucked up of me. If you want to stop, just say so, sweetie.”

“I don’t want to stop, please don’t stop, but leave Anna out of it, okay?” she asked.

As happy as I was to hear her say that, I couldn’t help but feel a pang of guilt. Even though Bella was cheating on her wife, she still cared enough about the woman to not say things just for the sake of turning me on. I could respect that… hell, Bella was a better woman than I was.

I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of Bella’s panties and slid them down to her knees. Without so much as another word, I guided my cock to Bella’s soaked entrance and eased myself into her tight pussy. For all of my bravado, I couldn’t hold back the low moan that poured out of me as I pushed deeper into Bella. She was so damn tight, so perfect, and having sex with her on her wife’s bed felt so damn wrong. But that was what made her cunt feel so damn right around my cock.

Bella’s quiet moans turned into hissing gasps as I pushed further into her. She wasn’t joking, her wife wasn’t anywhere close to my size and while I couldn’t complain, Bella must have felt like she was being split in two. Still, she didn’t ask me to stop and I wasn’t going to until my balls nestled against her pussy.

I ran a hand through Bella’s hair and took a firm grip before pulling her toward me, “Is this what you wanted, slut?”

“F-Fuck yes!” she cried out. “D-Don’t go easy on me!”

I could hear the pain in her voice, but I didn’t deny her. With one vicious stroke, I bottomed out inside her and reveled in the high-pitched scream she let out. If she wanted me to be rough with her, I’d happily do that. Of all the women I fucked, I rarely got to go at a pace that I wanted. It was always dependent on how much they could handle and this little slut wanted it all.

My grip tightened and I forced her back to arch as I started pumping into her. Each stroke came harder than the last and Bella’s grunts turned into pleasured moans within moments. I couldn’t pretend that I wasn’t enjoying the moans more than the groans. I hated hurting people, even if my cock’s size tended to do that more often than not.

As our hips clapped together in an ever-increasing pace, I found myself hoping that Bella was enjoying herself as much as I was. While she probably wanted me to ignore her pleasure, I couldn’t. I slid my free hand around to her chest and pulled her bra up to free her breasts. My fingers teased her nipple as I kept slamming my cock into her.

“Are you going to cum for me, slut?” I growled down at her.

“F-Fuck, I-I’m already c-close,” she managed to whimper out.

I pinched her nipple and forced my hips to work faster. I needed her to finish. If I was going to be the person she cheated on her wife with, I needed her to enjoy herself as much as possible. Especially if she was going to let me breed her tight cunt.

Bella’s pussy clenched around my cock just as she let out another ear-piercing scream, this one borne of pleasure rather than pain. And then came the gush of her juices onto my cock and the bed beneath her. A rich, flowery scent flooded the room as her orgasm burst out of her with an intensity I’d never experienced before.

I wished that I could have held out a little longer, that I could pretend that I wasn’t nearly as shocked by her body’s reaction as I was. But I couldn’t.

My balls tightened and I untangled my hand from her hair and reached around her torso to pull her tight against me as I bottomed out in her one last time. The ecstasy coursing through me was too much to take and with her pussy still quivering around my cock, the first of many ropes of my thick cum shot into her fertile depths. Her soft whimpering moans accompanied my own sounds of pleasure as I filled her with as much seed as I could.

I tried to be the tough woman she seemed to want, but I wasn’t that woman. Collapsing on top of her, I kissed her neck a few times before I whispered, “I-I don’t want to go.”

“T-Then stay for a bit. W-We can still wash your clothes and I wouldn’t mind if you ate me out while I played some games,” she purred.

“That sounds perfect, B-Bella,” I said.

She let out a weak giggle and shook her hips with my cock still inside her, “Maybe it was a good thing that you learned my name, Khloe.”

“Why is that?”

“Because I think we’re going to spend a lot more time together,” Bella whispered.

I ran my hand down her side and slowly pulled out of her, “I’d love that.”

“So would Anna,” Bella purred.

“W-What?” I asked, somewhat shocked.

“You thought this was random?” Bella asked. “What kind of woman would let her wife answer the door in lingerie? And why would Anna let someone like you into our home if she didn’t know what you’d end up doing?”

Here I was, thinking I’d had the day of my life and this little brat was telling me that it was all planned. Well, I wasn’t going to complain too much. I kissed Bella’s shoulder and mumbled, “And here I was thinking I was the slut…”

“You’ve got all day to be my slut,” Bella purred.

“Isn’t that backwards?”

“Is it?”


Story Twenty-One

Fertile for the Futa

Crystal’s First and Only Affair


“Baby, what do you want me to say? I still love you, I always have and I always will,” I reached for my wife’s hand, but she pulled away.

“How can you say something like that when I know that you’re not happy with me?”

“Something like what? That I love you?” I took a deep breath and tried to calm down. Getting emotional wouldn’t help much right now, not when Jane was already upset. “Baby, can you tell me what happened that made you think I don’t love you anymore?”

She looked away from me and crossed her arms. A tear trickled down her cheek as she mumbled, “I saw you with that slut you work with. You went into her apartment with a goofy ass smile on your face.”

“Did you stick around to see what happened after I went inside?” I asked.

Jane shook her head, “Why would I? If you’re fucking that whore, why would I want to stay, Crystal?”

As much as I loved her, my wife really wasn’t the kind of woman that blindly trusted anyone. But I wasn’t just anyone, I was the woman that married her. The person that I hoped was making a real impact on her life. I was there for her when everyone else betrayed her. It’s not like I wanted some kind of award for being a decent human being, but I did want her to stop assuming that I was out to get her.

“I had to help her move. She put in her two weeks notice, she’s going to be moving to Oklahoma. No one else was willing to help her move out. We both know how expensive hiring movers can be, so I thought I would do something kind for her. Had I known that I would piss you off because you didn’t trust me to take care of something after work, then I guess I would have let her pay for someone else’s help.” I probably shouldn’t have been as sarcastic as I was, but Jane would have to get over it.

She looked over at me and shrugged her shoulders, “Why would I trust you after the past few weeks? You’ve been staying late for,” she brought her hands up to make air quotes, “work.”

“Yes, because some of us have to make money so that the people we love can live lower stress lives. Isn’t that what your therapist wanted for you?” I asked.

“If you think that knowing you’re out there fucking random bitches while I’m supposed to be at home cooking and cleaning is low stress, then you’re dumber than I thought,” she snapped.

My jaw clenched and I spoke through my teeth, “I’m sorry that I’ve been trying to support you.”

“Support me? You’re barely around at all.”

“I’m here every damn night, Jane. What the fuck do you want from me? Should I quit my job so you can spend more time with me? I’m sure we could live for a month or two if you sold some of the shit I’ve bought for you. Maybe you’d want to pawn your wedding ring so that you wouldn’t have to be married to some kind of cheating womanizer who just wants to hurt you,” I shot back.

Her eyes dipped to the floor, “Maybe it’s time to talk about divorce then.”

Even as frustrated as I was, I didn’t want to divorce her. But that seemed to be what she wanted. She didn’t even have it in her to tell me that I wasn’t hurting her. If that was how she felt I was treating her, then what could I rationally do?

“Is that what you want?” I asked.

She shrugged. “I don’t feel like things are the way they used to be. When we first met, you were so much nicer to me. The sex was so much better. Fuck, you were so much better back then. Back before you decided to transition…”

I stared at her as if she’d lost her mind. “I’ve never changed how I’ve treated you. You just got comfortable being treated right and now it’s not good enough for you. The sex used to be better because you didn’t bitch about making it more romantic. If I was better back then, maybe it was because you didn’t have the time to corrupt me yet.”

She opened her mouth to say something, but the words didn’t come. After all I’d done for her, all the times I’d been there for her, all she had to say to me was something negative? My blood boiled at the thought of how ungrateful she was. I loved her, I did, but I wasn’t going to pretend that she was some kind of saint that served to only make my life better.

It seemed that she didn’t have anything else to say. No apologies, no doubts in her mind. Just silence.

“I’ll let you know when you need to come to sign the papers. I’ll let you stay here for another two weeks. After that, you’re out. If you think that I’m so god damn bad to you that you’d rather divorce me than see that you’re creating your own problems, that’s fine. I’ll tell you one thing though, I’m not waiting for you. I’ve tried everything I can think of to show you how much I care about you over the years. But fuck that shit. I’m tired of this. I’m tired of being kept on a leash!”

Jane said nothing, but I didn’t want her to anymore. I stormed out of the house with my destination already in mind. My coworker might not be all that bad of a person, but my wife was right about her being something of a slut. Granted, as far as I could tell, she rarely got anyone to follow through on their teasing. Most of my coworkers at my place of work were married or otherwise committed. Tonight, my wife made it clear that I wasn’t committed anymore.

I didn’t need to be loved tonight. I needed to break the damn chain that my wife kept me on.

When I arrived, Sara was outside leaning over the railing of her second-floor apartment smoking a cigarette. Even from this distance, it was impossible to ignore her tight round ass in those yoga pants. Smoking wasn’t a healthy habit, but I wasn’t there to talk to her about her life choices unless they involved what she’d be willing to do with me tonight. I climbed the steps and cleared my throat to catch her attention.

She turned around and smiled warmly as she put her cigarette out, “Wow, Crystal, talk about a pleasant surprise.” Her neck-length blonde hair was slightly damp and I smelled a hint of strawberry in the air as she moved.

“Yeah, I just found out that things at home weren’t as good as I thought they were,” I mumbled. “Didn’t really know where else I could go to talk about it.”

“I hate to hear that you’re having problems. You’ve always been so sweet to me. I hate to get too personal, but do you want to talk about what happened?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders, “I’m going to be really blunt with you, Sara. I came over here to ask you if you wanted to have dinner and maybe do something else after.”

“Something else meaning that you want to have sex?” she asked.

I looked away, embarrassed that she called me out so quickly. “Yeah, if you want me to be honest.”

Her hand fell over mine and a finger tapped against my wedding ring, “Is this going to be a problem if I said I’m down?”

“Not tonight. That’s the problem I’m having, seems like I’m about to go through a divorce,” I mumbled.

Sara threw her arms around me and pressed herself tightly against me, “Aww, I’m so sorry.”

I hugged her back and spoke softly, “I appreciate that, but I do have to tell you something before you start thinking about what might happen tonight.”

“You don’t have any kind of disease, do you? I’m clean,” her response sounded like it was rehearsed.

Maybe she really was a bit more of a slut than I thought, not that I was complaining in the slightest. Sex wasn’t something to be ashamed of. Fuck, before I met my wife, I used to be a lot more promiscuous.

“No, definitely don’t have anything that you could catch. I do have something that you might not expect,” I said quietly. Glancing around to make sure there wasn’t anyone too close to hear, I whispered, “I was born a male and I’d rather you keep that between us.”

“Ohh, so that’s what I’m feeling in your pants,” she said and pressed her hips even tighter against me.

The extremely long hug became slightly more awkward and I let go of her, “Yeah. That’d be it. Anyway, you want something specific for dinner?”

“Your cock?” she asked teasingly. “Seriously though, I’m down for just ordering something and talking for a bit. Let’s be honest, sex is sex. I want to talk to you and make sure that you’re going to be okay.”

The thought of her cute eyes looking up at me as she swallowed my cock was certainly appealing, but she seemed so much nicer than I remembered from our time together in the office. “Sara, I don’t want to take advantage of you or anything. If you’re uncomfortable with this or anything I do tonight, please say something,” I said.

She pulled away from me and headed for her apartment door, “The only thing I’m worried about is if you’re fine with being on the floor tonight. I hate doing that to you, but you helped move my furniture out, so that’s a thing.”

We stepped inside and it was just like I left it with the exception of an inflatable mattress in the middle of her living room. She sat down on the edge of the bed and patted the spot beside her.

I joined her on the bed and pulled out my phone to order a pizza. After ordering my usual, I smirked at her and laid back on the bed, “I don’t mind being on the floor, but this mattress wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world to fuck on.”

She smiled back and shook her head, “For two reasons, no. First, I don’t want to wake up on the floor because the cheap thing deflated. Second and most importantly, you couldn’t fuck me like I want to be fucked if we’re on this piece of shit.”

It was impossible to ignore the growing bulge in my pants. Just hearing a woman as sexy as Sara say something so filthy was a massive turn-on. She might have a slight reputation, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t a worthwhile companion.

“I don’t know if I can even fuck you like you want to be fucked. Let’s be honest, my wife wasn’t the most sturdy of women. She didn’t like it when I got rough,” I said.

Sara smiled and put a hand on my hip, “Don’t you worry about that. If you’re too much of a pansy to give me what I want, I’ll just take it.”

I rolled my eyes at her. “If you keep talking shit, I’m sure I’ll figure out a way to make you wish you hadn’t.”

“I hope you can, it’s been way too long since I’ve been laid,” she groaned.

“How long?”

She sighed, “About six months. Believe it or not, being known for being a whore is actually really bad for your sex life.”

I nearly choked on my own spit. I knew I was making assumptions about her, but as often as people said things about her, I imagined that some of it had to be true. That just went to show how much I let other people influence my perceptions. Everyone told me I was a good person for taking care of my wife, too. They didn’t know how awful she could make me feel at times…

“I’m going to be honest, I came over here because of that reputation and I’m feeling a bit like a bitch right now,” I muttered.

Sara rolled over on top of me and straddled my hips. She leaned down over me and smiled as she ground against me, “I’m glad you did come over here. I’d hate to leave town without at least one good memory.”

“You’re not a little bit mad at me?” I asked.

“Not really. What’s there to be mad about? I joke and tease, everyone thinks that I get way more action than I do. If I was too upset about what people thought about me, I guess I’d stop doing certain things. But honestly, fuck all that noise. I just want to be me and enjoy myself. Sex is nice and all, but I have almost as much fun joking around about it,” she said.

A quiet sigh fell from my lips. Just feeling her hips roll against mine was more erotic than anything my wife did for me in the past few weeks. Jane was terrible about just lying on her back like a doll. Sure, it was better than using my hand, but when she wanted me to try and be romantic with her, it was just bullshit. I didn’t look forward to sex with Jane, but Sara… she already had me craving more of her.

“I hope that we can change that tonight. I might be out of practice, but I’m pretty sure I can make you remember me for a few more years,” I purred.

She giggled and got off me, “Let me go brush my teeth, believe it or not, I like being kissed when I have sex. Not much, but a little.”

“Before we eat? That doesn’t make a whole lot of sense,” I called out after her.

“Pizza takes like, ten minutes to get here. I can at least get this party started, otherwise, you might pussy out and run off before I can have some fun with you!”

I understood where she was coming from. I still had a wedding ring on my finger and that meant that I wasn’t single. Theoretically, my wife and I could still be together after tonight. That being said, I wasn’t skipping out on the chance to have sex with someone that actually seemed to want me. Jane could apologize all she wanted, if she even wanted to, but that wouldn’t change tonight.

It didn’t take Sara long to brush her teeth. When she came back into the living room, her yoga pants and t-shirt were nowhere to be found. All my blonde fling had on was a matching set of red lingerie that left little to the imagination. My eyes drifted down from her face to her perky breasts, then to her slim waist and flared hips, and finally, down to her panties. As much as I wanted to pretend that I wasn’t controlled by my lust, my cock fought painfully against the confines of my jeans at the thought of this beautiful woman being mine tonight.

“You’re still dressed?” she asked.

“Someone has to answer the door when the food gets here,” I mumbled.

Sara laughed quietly and reached down to rub her hand across my thick bulge, “I’ll answer the door naked as fuck with your cum running down my legs. I’m leaving soon, you really think I care what people think about me?”

I sat up on the bed and snatched my shirt off, “I think that you care more than you let on.”

“Even if I did care, I’m much more interested in finally feeling a cock inside me again. It’s been way too long, Crystal,” she said as she reached behind her back to unclasp her bra. Her small breasts were barely more than a handful, but that wasn’t something I was complaining about. Sara’s perky nipples were already hard and begging to be shown some attention. Lucky for her, I was definitely in the mood to shower her with much more than attention.

I stood and smiled at her. After I quickly took off my shoes and tossed them aside, I pointed down to her floor, “I want you to take my pants off.”

She knelt down and quickly unbuttoned my jeans, “So you’re the commanding type? I love that, it makes it so much easier to just enjoy myself when I know what you want me to do.”

I put my hand on the back of her head and ran my fingers through her hair, “I’m sure you don’t need to be told what to do after you take these off.”

A wicked smile crested her lips as she unzipped my pants. As she pulled them down, my cock jumped up to greet her. Panties were always optional.

“Mm, I don’t need to be told, but I really want to hear you tell me anyway,” she purred.

When my pants were around my ankles, I lifted each foot and Sara happily pulled my jeans fully off. Instead of taking my cock into her mouth, she looked up at me and her soft green eyes melted my heart. If she wasn’t on her knees in front of me waiting to be told to blow me, she’d look innocent…

“I don’t want to be teased tonight, Sara, if you want—”

“Don’t bother threatening me. If you want me to suck it, say something, otherwise shut up and fuck me already,” she said without raising her voice.

I wasn’t quite expecting that, but I nodded and rolled with it, “Then you can suck it after I’m done fucking you. How’s that sound, Sara?”

“Just call me a slut if you’re going to address me. Trust me, I wouldn’t let someone call me that if I didn’t like it a little bit,” she purred. Sara leaned in and gave my cock a quick kiss before she turned around and put her hands on the floor.

Doggy style was always one of my favorite positions, but my wife hated it. Sara was much different from my wife, though. Instead of bottling up her emotions, Sara spoke her mind. Instead of making me question if what I said bothered her, Sara just told me. It would take some time to get used to that, time that I didn’t have. Time that I wished I had…

I got on my knees and wasted no time in pulling her panties aside. If she left them on, I had to assume it was for a reason. For the first time in forever, I felt nervous about having sex. With Jane, it was uncommon and even when we did have sex, it felt like a rehearsed event. All she ever wanted was missionary sex without even letting me look her in the eye. How the fuck was that supposed to be romantic?

I let out a nervous sigh as I guided my cock into Sara’s wet pussy. As my crown slipped inside her, she let out a soft moan. Something so simple shouldn’t have sounded so damn beautiful to my ears, but I loved knowing that she was already enjoying herself.

My hands fell to her shoulders and I pulled her gently against me as I pushed deeper into her. She was so damn tight, tighter than my wife. Tight enough to draw a low groan from me as my hips pressed against her ass. It had been far too long since I found passion in this act. Everything about Sara made me feel like I was missing out on life. I’d been with my wife for six years. During that time, I couldn’t recall feeling this damn turned on.

I let my hands drift down her back until they reached her waist. She let out another soft moan as my hands curled around her hips to hold her against me. Sara arched her back and then relaxed it to ride my cock as best she could without moving too much, “Mm, bigger than I thought it was. I’m not complaining, but fuck, I wish I would have known how nice it was before. I would have definitely tried to get you to cheat on your wife forever ago.”

I knew what I was doing, but hearing her say it aloud was uncomfortable. I’d always considered myself somewhat chivalrous, but this was anything but. I was having sex with another woman because of a problem with my wife. There was a certain amount of guilt involved, but I wasn’t going to pretend that it would make me stop. If this was what I was missing out on because I was married, the divorce couldn’t come soon enough.

If I could find someone like Sara, then I wouldn’t miss being bitched at about every little thing I did. Sure, someone like Sara might not be perfect either, no one was, but if they didn’t make me feel like shit for trying to make their life better, then I’d call that a win.

For now, I did have Sara. That was who deserved my attention at the moment. She was who deserved to feel better right now…

“I think you’d say that to anyone, slut. Anything for a cock, isn’t that right?” I growled as I started thrusting into her with slow, deep strokes.

Sara groaned and pushed back against me as I pushed into her, “Fuck yeah I would. If that cock was yours, anyway.”

I slammed abruptly into her, drawing a sharp gasp from Sara. Just when I thought I might have pushed my luck, she let out a low moan. As much as I wanted to let go and just annihilate her pussy, I still worried about her.

“Sounds like you’re getting attached already,” I taunted while holding her tightly against me.

“It’s a damn good cock and when you’re not fucking me like a little bitch, I love it,” she shot back.

I chuckled and gave her ass a light slap, “You saying that I can fuck you like a cheap whore?”

“Fuck me like you hate me. I don’t care, I want it rough. I want you to fucking humiliate me and make me your bitch tonight!” she screamed.

There was a flicker of panic in my mind as I thought about what would happen if I did give in to my urges. But that was what she wanted. So I’d give it to her…

I leaned forward and pressed my weight against her and forced her to the ground. She’d already given me all the permission I needed to truly fuck her. This wasn’t making love. This didn’t have to be passionate, but my heart felt otherwise. Even as I started viciously slamming into her, I didn’t feel like I wasn’t doing enough for her.

Her loud, pleasured cries filled the apartment and echoed throughout its emptiness. If her neighbors were home, they must have heard her. I didn’t care about anyone hearing. All I cared about was making sure we both got what we wanted tonight.

Every time I drilled into her tight pussy, I felt like I was on the precipice of an orgasm. Her walls milked my cock and her moans made my heart soar. This was what I used to love about having sex with my wife. I loved feeling like I was all they could need. But unlike my wife, Sara seemed to appreciate my efforts.

The wet slap of my balls against her soaked pussy kept coming faster and faster, but I couldn’t hold back much longer. My arms ached from holding the position, but I couldn’t stop slamming into her until she came. I needed her to finish for me, she might love being fucked like a slut, but she wasn’t some disposable chick that I could forget about after tonight. She deserved pleasure. She deserved love and for whatever fucked up reason, my heart wanted me to give it to her.

I bit my bottom lip and held my breath as if that would help keep me from cumming too soon, but that didn’t help. Each vicious stroke into her brought another ecstatic cry from Sara, but I couldn’t keep myself together any longer than I had. “Sara, I’m fucking close!”

“Oh fuck, don’t stop! I didn’t tell you to stop!”

The warning I gave was good enough. If she wanted me to pull out, she should have said something. Even as the flame in my core burned hotter and hotter, all I could think about was what might happen if I ran away with Sara. As fucked up as it would be to leave everything I loved behind, I’d have her, if she’d have me.

The thought of living a happy life was too much to handle. It shouldn’t have been nearly as erotic as it was, but after what felt like years of a loveless marriage, this one night with someone that appreciated me was everything I needed.

I let out a pathetic gasp as the first shot of my cum pumped deep inside Sara. She told me not to stop, though, so I didn’t. Even as my balls unloaded into her, I kept hammering into her.

Her moans grew louder until they just stopped. My heavy breathing and the clap of our bodies colliding sounded so wrong without hearing her moans, but her walls clenched around my tender cock and Sara let out a quivering breath as an orgasm wracked her body. Her hands curled into fists and she pushed against the tiled floor until her back arched. Sara’s shoulders pressed against my tits and she whimpered softly until her climax ebbed.

I stayed with her like that for a little longer, until the doorbell rang. Sara let out a quiet groan and then mumbled, “Get up, I’ll get the food. We can eat and then do that again, right?”

“Maybe if I stayed the night. I’m not sure I could do that again just yet, I’m not as fit as I used to be,” I admitted as I slowly pulled out of her and rocked back to sit on my heels.

She chuckled and got up, “Then I’ll ride you in the morning just to be sure.”

“Sure of what?” I asked.

“Sure that I at least try to get knocked up before I leave here,” she purred as she walked away.

My blood ran cold for a moment. Was I even ready to be a mother? Was she? Did she even want me around if she did get pregnant?

A few seconds later, the front door opened and I heard a man stammer, “G-Good evening. S-Should I come in?”

Sara giggled and purred, “I don’t think my fuck buddy would appreciate that. Thanks for the pizza.” She shut the door and came back into the living room and sat the pizza down in front of me, “You look like you’re constipated.”

“Yeah, well when you drop a bomb like that on me, I’m not sure how I should feel.”

“Eh, if you want to be around, you know where I’m moving. If you don’t, I’m not going to make you pay child support or whatever. I’m twenty-three, I’ve wanted to start a family for a few years. Whether you show up or not isn’t really important. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I’d love to have someone like you in my life, but I get that you’re still probably staying with your wife. You’re probably going to forget I exist soon—”

“Stop talking like that. I’ll be there if you want me to be there. Sara, I can’t say if I’ll ever marry again, but if you want to give whatever this is a fighting chance, I’m down to try it. Can’t be worse than marrying your best friend and ruining a marriage and six years of my life,” I said.

She smiled weakly, “I don’t think they were wasted. You and your wife found out that you’re not a good couple. That’s normal. People divorce all the time. Personally, I think marriage is stupid, I don’t need a piece of paper to tell me that I’m in love with someone. I mean, there are perks, especially if I do end up getting preggers.”

I flipped open the pizza box and grabbed a slice, “Then I guess we’ll see how it all goes. Fuck, it’s going to be weird to put in my two weeks notice.”

“If you can’t find a job, I can cover rent for a few months by myself. If you never found a job, I could just make you my designated sex slave, that’d be fun,” she said as she grabbed a slice of pizza as well.

I chuckled and shook my head, “I don’t think I’m going to let you pay for everything, but I wouldn’t mind being a sex slave if it meant more of what we just did.”

“Oh, sweetheart, that’s just the start.”


Story Twenty-Two

Fertile for the Futa

Donna’s Very Public Affair


My hands gripped the barbell tightly as I squatted down. In the mirror, I could see more than a few guys looking at my ass, but I didn’t really care about them. I couldn’t even judge them for being predatory. If anything, it was nice to hear a few of them murmuring about the “MILF’s thick ass,”. Being fair to them, I couldn’t even be mad. I was doing the same thing to another woman. The only difference? I was looking at the thick bulge in her shorts as she jogged. My husband would have been pissed if he saw me staring at her, but I couldn’t bring myself to really care. If he gave a fuck about my needs, I wouldn’t be fantasizing about them being met by a stranger.

Her perky chest bounced slightly with each motion, her exposed core tensing and relaxing as her legs carried her effortlessly onward. From where I was standing, I couldn’t see her ass, but I could imagine it was just as toned as the rest of her body. To put it simply, she was a petite woman with a cock that didn’t seem to match her proportions.

I finished out my set and hurriedly wiped down the bar before grabbing my phone and keys. The twenty-something redhead I’d been gawking at for the past ten minutes finally got off her treadmill and I didn’t hesitate to approach her. As desperately as I wanted to ask her to come back to my place and fuck me until I couldn’t walk with my husband in the next room, the only thing I could get out was, “Hey, I’m Donna. Would you mind if I joined you? It’s a bit of a sausage fest in here and I’d love to have another woman to hang out with.”

The woman smiled at me and shrugged her shoulders. “Taylor. I was wrapping up in here, I don’t really like coming to the gym, but it’s a little hot outside to go for a run. You might have to find someone else to help you out with your workout.”

I couldn’t hide the slight frown that took my lips. Her rejection stung more than it should have. Then again, I didn’t really let her know what I really wanted from her. I couldn’t expect everyone I met to want to fuck me, but at the same time, I wasn’t oblivious to the fact that I was definitely a MILF. You can only hear so many people whispering about you behind your back before you caught on to something like that. “Oh, well, would you want to grab a bite to eat or something else?” I asked softly.

She chuckled and ran a hand through her damp hair. “I don’t know if you noticed, but I’m not like most of the women here, I have a—”

“I noticed, I just don’t care about what you’ve got down there.” I could feel my cheeks warming as I glanced down at her cock for a second, “Well, I do care, but I don’t know if it’s polite for me to say anything about why I care.”

The woman smirked at me, then gestured to my wedding ring. “How about you just give me your number and we can talk about what you really want after I’ve had a shower? Maybe talk it over with your partner?”

I bit my lower lip. There were quite a few times that I wanted to have sex with a stranger, but this was different. As much as I hated to admit that I wanted to try something new, I’d never been with a transwoman. I would have happily approached her even if she didn’t have a bulge in her tight-fitting shorts, but she just happened to have something extra that I needed tonight.

If there was any way for us to get together and spend a little quality time, that would be everything I could want from a night like this. It wasn’t every day that I found someone that I considered worth cheating with, I wasn’t a saint. My husband refused to satisfy most of my base needs, so that left it up to me to find someone else that could fill that gap.

“How about we leave my husband out of it?” I asked softly.

“Donna, I’m not going to be the reason you ruin your marriage. Been there, done that, not a fun time,” she muttered. “I’m not a whore. I get that I’m wearing something revealing, but most guys leave me the fuck alone when they realize that I’ve got a bigger cock than they do.”

I pouted and lowered my head, “Sorry. I’m not sure what has gotten into me.”

She reached out and put a hand on my shoulder. “I just wouldn’t want you to feel guilty and end up saying something to him. You’re an attractive woman and all, but I don’t think you’d want to do what I’d want to do.”

“I wouldn’t feel guilty. If he wanted to make sure I didn’t have these kinds of moments, he should have listened when I told him what I needed from him,” I muttered.

Taylor smiled weakly at me and put her hands on my waist for a second, “If we did anything, I’d just fuck you and leave. I’m not looking for love.”

I looked into her dark blue eyes as I spoke quietly, “Did you think I wanted something other than that?”

She let out a soft groan and pulled away from me. “Then I don’t even want your number. Meet me at the lake around seven. I’ll be near the picnic area. If you’re not going to show up, say so now. I don’t want to waste my time.”

I nodded. The lake was definitely not my first choice of places to be, but if she was willing to scratch my itch, then fuck it. I could be there in a heartbeat. “I’ll be there. Do you want anything special brought with me?”

“Wear a skirt or a short dress, no panties.”

“Done deal.”

We went out separate ways and I couldn’t help but feel a slight flutter in my heart as I drove home. My husband wasn’t home at the moment, but by the time I finished in the shower, he had arrived.

I stepped into the living room and he didn’t even acknowledge my presence. I wished I could blame it on not wearing something eye-catching enough, but I was in a short white dress that barely covered my ass. Maybe if he noticed me and was willing to have sex, I might not have wanted to go meet Taylor tonight. Instead, the sports channel was on and was transfixed to the TV.

“Greg, I’m going over to Mandy’s tonight,” I called out.

“You going to be back before dinner?” he asked.

I rolled my eyes, but he didn’t wasn’t paying any attention to me anyway. He never did. I couldn’t help but think of when we first met one another. Things were different back then, there was still a spark between us. We met in quite a similar way to how I met Taylor, but when the lust between us faded, there was little love. But we’d already spent almost ten years together, divorce didn’t feel right. It would have been the best move, but that also meant I’d have to uproot my life and figure out where to go from there. It just wasn’t worth it. There wasn’t any love in this house, but it was still a house I could sleep in.

“I’ll make you something to eat before I leave, don’t worry,” I mumbled.

He didn’t respond to me.

I went into the kitchen and made dinner. The entire time I was working, I couldn’t get my mind off the petite redhead that was going to rock my world. Even if the sex was bad, at least I could feel like I was worth something to someone. Being wanted for my pussy wasn’t what I craved, but at the same time, after four months of not having sex, even I was wanting someone for the sake of having sex. I wasn’t looking to elope with Taylor and ride off into the sunset. I just wanted to ride her until the sun set.

By the time I finished with dinner, it was close to 6:30. I made my husband a plate and left it on the counter without even bothering to let him know it was finished. If I said something, I was pretty sure he would have ignored me anyway. I was sick of being ignored.

I slid on a pair of sandals and hopped in my car. As excited as I was to be dressed like a slut for this random woman, there was no denying that it was slightly embarrassing to have a dress so short that it showed my pussy when I sat down. I was a little curvier than when I bought the dress, fuck, that was the entire reason I went to the gym in the first place. My weight wasn’t out of control by any means, but my husband at least seemed to pay more attention to me when I was thinner.

That was probably part of why I occasionally sought out other people. People that made me feel like I was still sexy. I was only thirty-three, I didn’t deserve to be made to feel like I wasn’t worth my husband’s time. If he couldn’t appreciate what he had, other people sure as fuck would. With renewed confidence, I leaned back in my seat and spread my legs slightly. If someone in a tall truck drove by, they could have an eyeful if they wanted it.

When I arrived at the park, the parking area was nearly empty. There were three other cars, but only one of them had Taylor leaning against it. She was dressed in a t-shirt and a pair of short shorts that didn’t hide her bulge in the slightest. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out that she intended to leave our clothes on while we fucked.

I was a couple minutes early, but so was she. I parked and got out of my car, but not before I caught Taylor gawking at my shaven pussy. A warm smile crested my lips and I glanced around to make sure no one was around before calling out, “Do you like what you see?”

“Lay down in the back seat,” she commanded.

I opened the rear door of my car and sat down on the seat before leaning back. The boldness of her words shocked me, but a part of me craved more. There was something to be said for someone as young as her telling someone my age what to do. My husband slowly chipped away at my self-confidence, but once upon a time, Taylor’s approach to sex was very similar to my own. There was a reason my husband put a ring on my finger, after all. He liked what he got, but when he got bored, everything went downhill. But tonight wasn’t about him. Tonight was about me.

Taylor crossed the distance between us quickly and reached down between my legs. Without so much as a whisper, she cupped her hand over my pussy and let two fingers slide up and down between my lips, “Tell me what I can’t do with you.”

“N-No anal if you didn’t bring lube,” I whispered.

She chuckled, “Is that really all you’re taking off the table?” The two fingers slid down to my entrance and she pushed them slowly into me.

I gasped at the sudden insertion. It was exactly what I wanted, but I imagined that she would be more hesitant. After how she talked at the gym, I thought that she would have been concerned about the morality of what we were doing. But if Taylor wasn’t worried about it, I wasn’t going to bring it up. “T-That’s it.”

“So if I wanted to fuck you bareback and cum inside you, you’d be fine with that?” she asked sarcastically.

My inner walls clenched around her fingers as a flash of heat burned through me. Of all the people I’d slept with during my marriage, I never even thought about letting someone cum inside me that wasn’t my husband. While I willingly claimed the title of MILF, I’d never even been pregnant. But I’d also never been with someone as bold as Taylor. If it would make the night better for her, I didn’t see the harm in it. Even if I did get pregnant, I wouldn’t mind the fallout. Worst case scenario, I’d divorce my husband and fight for the ownership of our house. It was a low blow, but fuck it, I wouldn’t feel like that if he’d just show me some kind of attention. “Whatever you want, Taylor,” I whispered.

Taylor chuckled and pushed her fingers fully into my drenched pussy, “Are you that desperate, Donna?”

A ripple of shame stole some of the pleasure away from me as I muttered, “Yes.”

“Then you’re in good company,” she purred. Taylor pumped her fingers into me for a moment as she sank to her knees. Her fingers pulled out of me, but her warm, slick tongue immediately replaced one pleasure with another.

I clamped my hand over my mouth as her tongue explored my pussy. She alternated between quick flicks of her tongue tip against my clit and long strokes from my entrance all the way back to my clit. My thighs quivered and occasionally tried to snap shut, but Taylor wouldn’t let them. Those dark blue eyes glanced up at me occasionally as she continued to work her magic on my slit.

I couldn’t remember the last time someone had eaten me out. Taylor might not have wanted me to love her, but there was a stupid portion of my mind that did, if only for the moment. I didn’t want her to stick around in my life until the end of days, but god damn, I wasn’t looking forward to tonight ending. Luckily for me, it was just getting started.

Taylor pushed her tongue into my entrance and snaked her hand around my thigh so that she could reach my clit with her fingers. Within seconds, her tongue was twisting and writhing within me as she rocked my clit back and forth furiously.

There was no hiding from the orgasm that she drew out of me. Each time her tongue would graze against my g-spot, my hips would buck upwards.

Taylor responded by using her fingers to press against my clit to force me back down on the seat while furthering my pleasure.

When I would whimper in an attempt to keep from being too loud, she would moan quietly into my pussy and send a wave of ecstatic vibrations through my sensitive slit.

I reached down and put my hands on the back of her head and pulled her as deep into me as I could get her. Everything she could offer me wouldn’t be enough in that moment, but it was everything I needed. The expectations I had coming into this night were low, but she was making me feel like no one had in years. My toes curled and I ground myself against her mouth as my core spasmed.

Taylor’s muffled moans as I rode her mouth were icing on the cake. A high-pitched cry ripped out of my throat as my temporary lover’s mouth was filled with my sweet nectar. Jolt after electric jolt tore through me, leaving my mind a wasteland of pleasured fantasies and desperate cravings. I wanted more of her. I needed all of her…

When my thighs finally stopped clenching her head, she slowly pulled away from me and stood up. Where previously was a bulge, Taylor’s thick cock had worked itself free by sliding out of the left side of her shorts.

I was breathless, but if I could have moaned, I would have. Her thick, veined shaft throbbed with desire and a glistening bead of precum trickled out of her cock’s head. I didn’t wait for her to slide it into me. Instead, I did what any grateful partner would have done. I shuffled around in my car to get on my hands and knees on the back seat. Anyone behind me would have easily been able to see my soaked pussy from under my dress. The damn thing was up around my lower back and I just didn’t care. Let the world see…

I didn’t hesitate to take Taylor’s cock into my mouth. There was no debating on what I should do for her, it was simple. Give her the best blowjob that I knew how, and after years of satisfying an ungrateful husband, I knew my way around a blowjob. I leaned onto my left hand and used my right hand to gently grasp the base of her shaft. As I took her cock deeper into my mouth, I let my tongue glide along the thick vein underneath her wonderful cock.

Even though it was her turn to be pleasured, I couldn’t deny the burning heat in my core building again. It was one thing to imagine how her cock would feel in my throat, pussy, and possibly my ass, but it was another to actually be able to handle such a perfect cock. Her thick crown spilled the most delicious precum I’d ever tasted, its sweet flavor washed over my tongue and drew a succulent moan from me. As amazing as her cock was, Taylor’s moans were what really coaxed me on.

Those low, soft moans poured out of her like honey as I took her deep into my throat. All the while, I stroked her cock with my hand to ensure that not even a single inch of her length went unnoticed. If she was going to do me the favor of helping me cheat on my husband, the least I could do was show her that I wanted her to enjoy herself too.

Taylor’s hand fell to the back of my head and she groaned, “Stop. I’m not wasting my cum by shooting it down your throat.”

I begrudgingly pulled away from her delicious cock. “What do you want, then?”

Taylor took a step away from my car, bringing her face back into view. Her eyes locked with mine and she spoke in a sultry whisper, “I want you to bend over your car and take my cock.”

I licked my lips. There was nothing I wanted more in the world right now than to be filled with her long, thick cock. I hurried out of the back seat of my car and closed the door behind me. After glancing around to see if anyone was watching, I hurried over to the back of my car and bent over. “I can’t believe we’re doing this here.”

Taylor didn’t waste any time. She stepped behind me and pressed her saliva-soaked cock against my pussy and pushed into me until her thick crown slipped inside me. “You wanted to fuck. What’s the point of fucking if we pretend that we care who sees us do what? I could have taken you to a hotel room, but that’s too personal. I just want your pussy, baby.”

Her cock’s girth stretched me like I’d never been before. It wasn’t exactly painful, but there was no denying that I’d never get to have a cock like hers again. This was a once in a lifetime opportunity that I wasn’t going to pass up. “Then shut up and fuck me if you want me so badly.”

Taylor slapped my ass hard enough to make it jiggle. “You’re the one that wanted me. Don’t forget that,” she growled.

A gasp escaped me before I let out a low moan and pushed my hands against my car, forcing her cock deeper into me. Inch after inch pushed into me almost effortlessly with how much of my slick juices were coating her cock until I felt her hips press against my ass. “But you’re the one that ate me out. Don’t act like you don’t want me too,” I shot back.

A low groan fell from Taylor’s lips as she pulled back and then slammed herself forcefully into me. “Fuck, you’re as tight as you are desperate.”

I crossed my arms in front of me and rested my head on them. I couldn’t tell if Taylor was trying to assert some kind of dominance over me or not, but if she was going to fuck me that hard, I wasn’t going to complain. “And you’re as hung as you are cocky,” I purred.

Taylor’s hands fell to my ass and she spread my cheeks as she started pounding into me. “I’ll take that as a compliment, but I ate your pussy for a reason, Donna. You’re doing me a favor by letting me cum in your juicy pussy, so let me have what I came here for without all the talking, yeah?”

I nodded my head as she continued hammering into me. Each stroke forced my hips to grind against the back of my car, but it didn’t hurt bad enough to even think about asking Taylor to stop. Of all the times I’d had sex, I never let myself be so exposed to anyone. We were outside at the park where anyone could see us, but she didn’t even make it seem like it mattered. Some of my friends could have come by. Some of the people that were driving across the dam could have easily seen us. I didn’t care. I just wanted her to flood my pussy with her cum so long as it made her happy.

The slap of her hips against my ass grew louder and louder as she continued to build her pace. Streams of moans flowed out of both of us, drifting into the steadily darkening night. Echoes of our passion sounded out and there was no hiding what we were doing. From across the parking lot, I could see a man staring right at us. He wasn’t approaching, he just stood there with his hand rubbing the bulge in his pants.

I didn’t care if he watched. Fuck, I wouldn’t have cared if Taylor was streaming what was happening life to a million people. So long as she didn’t stop, I didn’t care.

Taylor’s hands slid up my back and she put her hands on my shoulders and pulled me towards her, forcing me to arch my back. Her moans took on a more desperate tone, almost matching my own. Taylor’s thrusts became less predictable, losing any sense of rhythm as she came over closer to her orgasm.

Loud cried poured out of me as she fucked me hard enough to bruise my hips. Each heavy impact of her body against mine drove me into my car hard enough to form small dents where my hip bones were. I didn’t care about the fucking car, all I wanted was her to fuck me like she hated me. And she did until she couldn’t.

Taylor’s lustful voice rumbled out, “You want my cum, don’t you, baby?”

I nodded furiously. “F-Fucking breed me!”

Her hands slid down from my shoulders to my hips where she held me tightly. “That’s a good girl,” she snarled as she slammed into me one final time.

My hand shot down between my legs and I brutally rocked my clit back and forth as her hot cum shot deep into my fertile depths. I was too close to my second orgasm to let it fade.

Taylor’s moans rolled out of her, but she wasn’t completely out of it. A hand moved from my hip and I felt a finger pressing into my ass. Without so much as a word, she pumped it into my tight pucker.

I loved anal, but I didn’t even think to ask her for help with my second orgasm. My pussy clenched around her thick cock as it continued to spew its thick cum into me and another wave of my sticky juices burst from my slit. Trails of my wetness trickled down my thighs, but those weren’t the only juices that spilled. Thicker globs of her cum overflowed from my pussy and dripped down my legs, and yet, she kept unloading within me.

If there was any doubt in my mind about getting pregnant before, that was only because I didn’t know Taylor could cum gallons. Whether that was literal or not was up for debate, but by the time she finally pulled out of my wrecked pussy, I knew that I wouldn’t be seeing another period for nine months.

Taylor let out a deep groan and gave my ass another rough slap before pulling my dress down. “Is that what you wanted, Donna?”

It took me a little longer than her to catch my breath, but when I did, I panted, “F-Fuck yes it was.”

“Good. I want your number. Maybe we could do this again sometime?” she asked.

A soft giggle flowed out of me and I nodded my head. I hobbled over and opened my car door to bend over and reach in to grab my phone. A finger slid into my abused pussy and swirled around for the briefest of seconds before it quickly pulled out of me. I let out a whimpering moan and stood back up and turned to face her.

Taylor pushed her finger into my mouth, which was covered in both of our juices. She locked eyes with me as she took my phone with her free hand.

I didn’t fight her. I didn’t want to. My tongue danced around her finger and I happily sucked it clean of our sweet, salty mess. Taylor didn’t seem to mind making me do whatever she wanted, but that only served to make me look forward to our next encounter even more. Some people might have hated being treated like a walking sex toy, but the fact that a woman as beautiful as her was turned on enough by me to do anything made me feel like my husband couldn’t. I felt wanted.

Taylor put her number in my phone and then slowly pulled the finger out of my mouth. I expected her to walk away, but she leaned in and kissed me gently on the lips before muttering, “Next time, I’m bringing lube. I want a piece of that ass of yours.” She didn’t wait for me to tell her that I would bring the lube. Instead, she walked back to her car and got in. Within moments, she was gone.

I didn’t linger, the guy that was practically jerking off was started to pace slowly in my direction. I might have looked like some kind of cheap whore, but so long as I had Taylor, I didn’t feel like I needed anyone else to satisfy my urges. I certainly didn’t need my piece of shit husband…


Story Twenty-Three

Fertile for the Futa

Getting Rough with Kyra


I bit my lip as I looked out of my car window at my boyfriend, Chris. Chris’s arm rested around my best friend’s waist while they were in line to get tickets to a movie. I didn’t want to believe what I was seeing, but the proof was right there. I wouldn’t have been too upset about Chris seeing someone else if he at least had the balls to tell me that he didn’t want to be together anymore, but that wasn’t the kind of man he was. I knew our relationship was coming to a close, but damn, I didn’t want it to end with one of us cheating on the other.

They looked happy together, just like we used to be. There was no reason to be jealous of my best friend, he would end up just like I had. Once Chris got bored, he’d find someone else. And then another person. Then another. Relationships weren’t sacred to Chris. He enjoyed the thrill of the chase, but once he caught his prey, he was just as quick to let them go.

One thing I could say for sure, I wasn’t going to send my ex-boyfriend another text after the one I was about to send. The relationship might have been dying, but cheating was still cheating. I snapped a picture of the two of them cuddled up together in the line and sent that to him with a quick message that read, “Don’t worry. I’ll be out of the house before you two finish your movie.”.

Chris pulled his phone out and checked the message that came through before turning to glance around the parking lot. Once he spotted my car, he turned back to face forward. He didn’t even leave the line to come talk to me. He did respond to my message, though. “Chelsea, we can talk about this later. Timothy just needed someone to make him feel like he wasn’t alone tonight. That’s all.”

I didn’t bother responding to the message. Instead, I blocked his number and drove away. There was nothing left for me with Chris. We’d already been having relationship troubles, but I thought it was because I was transgender. He didn’t seem to mind that I had a cock, but it made a hell of a lot more sense now. I was just training wheels for him to move up to what he really wanted.

A chill ran down my spine at the thought of him just using me to transition from dating women to being with men as well. It was hard enough to be transgender as it was, throw in some more reasons to be insecure and I’d have one hell of an uphill battle to fight to just be comfortable in a relationship. But that would imply that I wanted to be in another relationship sometime soon. Chris fucked up. While I might not give up on dating entirely, I did want a night to really wash myself clean of his stupidity. The warning signs of our relationship failing had been cropping up for weeks, but that didn’t mean I was happy about it. I tried with him, but it was clear after nearly a year of being together that nothing was ever good enough for him.

I went to our apartment and packed as much of my shit into my trunk and back seat as I could. Chris was willing to cheat, but he didn’t know how many of my friends were curious about the reputation I used to have back in college. Admittedly, it was one of those friends, Kyra, that tipped me off to what Chris was going to be up to tonight. I wasn’t stupid enough to think that she would have told me something that might ruin my relationship if she didn’t want to have sex with me. Maybe I’d take her up on it as a way of saying thank you…

Tonight wasn’t going to end on a sour note. If I was finally unchained, I was going to enjoy something I hadn’t been able to in what felt like an eternity. How long had it been since I was deep inside a soaking wet, tight pussy? Over a year, that much I knew, but I didn’t even want to think about how long it had actually been.

Chris was one of the few guys I dated, but that was because he pretended to be something he wasn’t to get me into a relationship. The sweet, shy, mostly submissive personality that he used to have melted away as the months passed. A smirk played on my lips as I texted Kyra to see what she was up to. She was probably the most seemingly innocent person I’d ever met, but some of the things we used to talk about still fueled my fantasies. One thing that she never stopped being was shy.

There was something about the way she acted that drove me wild. I wasn’t going to pretend most of it wasn’t how sexy she looked when she got embarrassed, but there was more to it than that. I wasn’t one to believe in chemistry and all that shit, but if there was someone that made me feel otherwise, it was her. The only reason I didn’t chase after her back in college was that she didn’t really seem like she wanted to date anyone. No one ever told me about her being interested in anyone, and the few times I did poke at the question, she didn’t give me a clear answer.

Our texts used to be much spicier than they were after I started dating Chris. But back in the good old days, she would let a fetish of hers slip and then I’d be able to tease her for quite a while about it. Whenever we’d meet up for lunch, I could make her cheeks so fucking red. And that was something I missed when I was dating Chris. Breakups were never easy, there would be plenty of shit for me to have to process later down the line. Tonight wasn’t going to be about him. Too many nights had already been wasted on trying to fix our problems, but he didn’t want to put in the same amount of work I did.

My phone vibrated in my hand, pulling me from my thoughts. Her text read, “Nothing much, I was cooking dinner and getting ready to camp out on my bed for some Netflix. You?”.

“You were right about Chris. But he’s not going to be a problem again. I’m done with his ass. Any chance you’d want someone to camp out with you tonight?” I asked.

“Sorry about being right about that. I thought you would want to know, though. They came to the cafe earlier for lunch and I heard them chatting about their dinner date. If you want to come over to talk about it, I’m making plenty of pot roast.”

“Kyra, I’m not sure I could eat at your place without wanting something for dessert.”

“Are you talking about what I think you’re talking about?”

“Would you be fine with it if it was what you thought it was?” I sent back. Looking up at the third floor where my apartment used to be, I didn’t feel much attachment to it. Finding another place would be annoying, but it wasn’t like I couldn’t couch surf for a few days until I could get another lease. This time, it’d be in my name and my name only. If Kyra wasn’t willing to let me come over now that she knew my intentions, then I’d just crash in a hotel room for tonight.

My phone buzzed again after a few minutes. There was no text, instead, there was a picture that made my cock start throbbing to life almost instantly. Kyra’s lithe body had on a sexy black set of lace lingerie. Her perky breasts filled out the bra quite nicely, but it was her hips and thighs that I couldn’t tear my eyes away from. I was always a sucker for lingerie, but seeing her lace garter belt, nearly transparent panties, and sheer stockings all at the perfect angle to keep her pussy just out of view was too much to handle at once. If there was one thing she was good at, it was teasing.

About a minute after the picture came through, a message followed that said, “If you’re here in ten minutes, I won’t put my PJs back on.”.

I put my phone in my pocket and wasted no time getting to Kyra’s house. I arrived at her two-bedroom white, modular home with two minutes to spare. Speeding probably wasn’t good, but neither was the thought of missing out on one of Kyra’s sexual moods.

I walked up to the door and knocked. A few seconds later, she cracked the door open and peeked out before taking a step back so that she could open it the rest of the way. The soft glow of light from deeper within the home formed an aura of yellow around her, making her seem even more angelic than I remembered. Kyra’s already beautiful wavy blonde hair was worn down, falling around her shoulders naturally. A bright smile warmed her face, but as respectful as I wanted to be, my eyes dipped down to her chest. I could feel my cock fighting against my panties at the sight of her mostly exposed body. Lingerie barely counted as clothing in my eyes…

Our eyes met and she glanced down to the bulge in my jeans and raked her teeth over her bottom lip. Without a word, I stepped inside and shut the door behind me. My hand moved to cup Kyra’s chin. She didn’t pull away from me. Her bright green eyes locked with mine for one last moment before I leaned in and closed my eyes as my lips pressed against hers.

Kyra let out a soft moan and parted her lips. Her hands fell to my waist and she let them lightly rest there.

I let my hands fall to her wrists and I pulled her hands behind my hips and held them against my ass until she gently groped. I wasn’t sure if she was nervous to touch me, but given that I was kissing her, she shouldn’t have been worried in the slightest. Kyra was never one to take what she wanted, but I refused to leave here tonight without making sure we both had everything we needed.

Her fingers curled up and she slid them into my pockets before squeezing my ass.

I moaned into our kiss before forcefully pressing her against her front door. My hips pressed against hers, my thick bulge undeniably resting against her lower abdomen. I didn’t expect her to be so willing, but I wasn’t going to complain about her wanting me just as bad as I needed her.

Kyra’s hands pulled out of my pockets and grabbed my hands. Instead of putting them on her ass like I almost hoped she would, she slid them to her outer thighs. She hopped slightly and quickly wrapped her legs around my waist.

I broke our kiss and whispered, “We don’t have to do this yet.”

“We don’t, but I’ve wanted to do this for so long, Chelsea. B-Besides, we can do something else later.” Kyra ground her hips against me and let out a soft moan. She unwound her legs from around my waist and reached between us to start unbuttoning my pants.

I didn’t bother stopping her. I needed her. I needed to fuck her like she used to tease me about over texts. She might want to pretend like I’d forgotten about those times, but I wasn’t going to let her believe that. “Something else like tying you up?”

Kyra’s cheeks flushed and she went silent. As soon as the button popped loose, she unzipped my pants and slid her dainty hand into my panties to grasp my cock. Her hand slowly stroked back and forth as she mumbled, “I-I don’t know.”

I reached down and guided her hand out of my panties. Ignoring her poked out her lower lip, I took a step back and pushed my jeans and panties down to my knees and let them slid the rest of the way down. I stepped out of the clothes and quickly pulled my shirt off before smiling at her. Reaching behind my back, I unclasped my bra and let it fall down my arms as I purred, “If I let you have my cock, will you tell me what you want later?”

She nodded her head but said nothing.

As bright red as Kyra’s cheeks were, I knew that I wouldn’t be getting any more out of her until she had time to calm down. But we weren’t going to be calming down anytime soon if either of us had our way. For the first time in almost a full year, I felt truly excited about sex.

Kyra hooked her thumbs into her panties and I quickly stepped over to grab her wrists. “Leave them on, baby,” I said softly.

She looked at me with a furrowed brow, but I slid my hands back to her thighs and lifted her. Kyra wrapped her arms around my shoulders and nuzzled into my neck. The heat of her cheek against my tender flesh was something that never knew I’d be so turned on by. As shy as I knew her to be, the fact that she was letting me have control over her like this, even in a limited capacity, showed that she trusted me. That wasn’t something I could say about my ex.

There would be time for foreplay later. If anything of what she told me she was interested in was true, we’d have plenty of time to take things slow later. Right now, this was just about satisfying the burning lust that had grown rampant since we first laid eyes on one another almost three years ago.

I pinned her against the door again to help carry her weight and quickly pulled her panties aside. Warm juices spread over my fingers when I moved her underwear out of the way. I figured she was turned on, but Kyra was a damn faucet. I let my other hand slide up her thigh until I reached her ass and held her panties out of my way for just long enough to guide my cock to her soaked entrance.

Kyra pressed her shoulders against the door and forced my cock inside her a few inches. I would have loved to tease her a little longer, but it was clear that Kyra wasn’t in the mood to play.

A low moan slipped out of my throat as her hot, tight walls welcomed my thick shaft. I didn’t waste any time as I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her body against mine. If she wasn’t going to let me take it slow, I wouldn’t bother taking it easy on her. Neither of us was there to play games with one another. I slammed into her, forcing my cock into her as deep as I could.

Kyra let out a high-pitched yelp before digging her fingernails into my back and drug her nails towards my shoulders.

A fiery trail of pain burned from the middle of my back up to my shoulder blades where she finally stopped. It wasn’t often I found someone that was into more intense sex, but I wasn’t going to complain. As painful as it was at first, that burning sting almost immediately faded. All her little act did was further serve to make me want to leave her a whimpering ball on the floor, soaked with my cum and her own juices. I wouldn’t be that vicious with her, not yet… but that didn’t mean she was getting off with a slap on the wrist.

I pulled out of her and drove myself into her hard enough to send her thumping loudly into the door. Her loud gasp brought a smile to my lips, but I wasn’t going to be able to stay standing all night. My hands shifted from her waist to her ass and I turned her around.

Even though I was walking with her through her house, Kyra didn’t stop rolling her hips against me. Each short motion of her hips caused her pussy to tighten around my cock and massage my shaft as her hips lifted and fell ever so slightly. Her panties gently pulled against the side of my cock, reminding me of the lingerie I was assuredly going to ruin.

Once in her well-lit living room, I shuffled over to the couch and lowered her down onto her back. There was a brief moment where our eyes met again. A warm, bubbling sensation filled my chest as I looked down at her. There was nothing I wanted more than to make her plead for my cock, but I didn’t have the patience to tease her. I straightened up so that I could reposition myself on the couch, causing my cock to fall from her perfect slit.

She pouted at me as my cock slipped out of her drenched folds. “Get it back in!”

Kyra didn’t have to tell me what to do, by the time she finished her command, I was already on top of her. My hand darted between us and I pulled her panties aside for the second time tonight. I lined my cock up with her entrance again and sank into her in one fluid motion. A soft moan spilled from my lips and I leaned down to kiss her as I started pumping into her with a growing sense of urgency.

I didn’t want to make love to her, but there was no denying the passion I felt for her. Whether that was lust or something else, I didn’t even want to think about. I wanted to fuck her until she couldn’t stand me. Luckily for both of us, that didn’t seem like it was going to happen tonight.

Almost every time my hips crashed into hers, Kyra let out a low, sultry moan that sounded like a mixture of a gasp for breath and a sigh of delight. Kyra’s hands moved to my shoulders and she squeezed them tightly as she kept rolling her hips upwards to meet my thrusts. Whenever I started to feel comfortable with the pace we wordlessly agreed on, Kyra would dig her fingernails into my shoulders until I slammed into her even harder. I couldn’t maintain the kiss, not with how badly my lungs burned from the need for air.

My breaths came in labored gasps as sweat trickled down my back. Even though I knew we hadn’t been at it long, I could already feel the warning signs of my orgasm. The quickening of my heart, the extra sensitivity of my cock, and worst of all, the desire to do all of this again. I hadn’t even made her finish yet. Try as I might, there was nothing I could do to stop myself from cumming if she wasn’t going to let me slow down. “Baby, we need to take it down a notch.”

Her fingernails released from my shoulders, but she didn’t stop bucking her hips upwards to meet my thrusts. “Please don’t stop! I’m so fucking close, Chelsea, please!”

I tried my best to not think about how good Kyra felt beneath me. Not even thoughts of my ex could bring me down, though. For every little thing that Chris did that pissed me off, just being in Kyra’s presence seemed to balance out and even tip the scales. There was no reason for her to be so perfect, but I knew that this night couldn’t last forever. Better to just enjoy it and let the fires of lust fade to embers if things went downhill from here.

Each vicious thrust made Kyra’s petite body tremble. Her breasts jiggled in her sexy bra, her thighs quivered, but it was the way her eyes never left mine that pushed me over the edge. There was nothing that I could do to stop the warmth spreading through my core. Even if I stopped slamming into her tight pussy, it was already too late.

Her walls clenched around my shaft and she let out a low, desperate moan. The first warm wave of her juices shocked me, but I didn’t have time to think about it.

My balls tightened and I couldn’t maintain such a brutal pace any longer. With her slick nectar coating my cock, I forced myself fully inside her and let out a deep groan as my hot, thick cum shot deep into her.

Kyra’s hands slid down my back and she gently cupped my ass and pulled me tighter against her.

We stayed like that for a few moments. Our deep breaths were the only noise splitting the silence. Once I finally caught my breath, I spoke softly, “That was fucking wonderful, Kyra.”

She smiled weakly and let her hands slide off my body. “If you want to leave, that’s fine.”

“Why would I go?” I asked.

Kyra shuffled away from me, causing my cock to slip out of her heavenly pussy. “We both got what we wanted. I can’t imagine that you really wanted to stick around.”

I sat back on the couch. Kyra wouldn’t look me in the eye anymore, but that told me more than her words did. I’d been where she was so many times in my life. Sex was all people wanted from me, and outside of that, what was I even worth to them? Why would someone want to spend their time with me? The problem with that line of thinking was that not everyone wanted to just use and abuse someone. I couldn’t pretend like I didn’t want to have sex with her, that much was obvious. But that wasn’t all I wanted from her. She invited me over for dinner, and I’d be damned if I wasn’t going to keep her company for a little while longer if she’d let me.

I put my hand on her ankle and gently rubbed it. “You said you were making pot roast and watching Netflix. I said I’d camp with you if you wanted. If you want me to leave, that’s one thing, but if you think I’m just going to abandon those wonderful plans because I got my rocks off, then you’re in for a pleasant surprise.”

Kyra glanced up at me, finally making eye contact for the tiniest fraction of a second before her eyes darted away again. “The food is probably getting cold. Chelsea, I’m not sure what I want from you. If you want to stick around for a movie or whatever, that’s okay. But don’t stay if you’re just going to leave first thing in the morning.”

“I’ve got nowhere to go yet, Kyra. I’ve still got to find an apartment and all that shit, but that’s not even important. If you’d have me, I’d love to stick around for the night. I’m not sure what you’re thinking about when you think of me, but I know that when I think of you, I can’t help but smile. Yes, a part of that is because of some of the things we used to say to one another, but if it was that simple to make me happy, then I’d probably not care if Chris cheated on me or not. Sex isn’t the end all be all, it’s nice, but there are other things in life, Kyra. I’m tired of feeling like I can’t have those things.”

She sat up and reached down to adjust her panties. Kyra let out a deep sigh and shook her head. “That all sounds beautiful in concept, Chelsea, but I don’t know what you actually mean by any of it. I’ve always been willing to tell you what I want. I’m not going to pretend I don’t know why. I’m comfortable telling you things because I truly feel like you will act on them. Maybe I shouldn’t be so selfish about this, but I don’t want you to go tonight because I don’t want to miss out on my chance to show you that I could be someone you can be with.”

My lips parted as I tried to speak, but I couldn’t find any words. Her words hit me harder than they should have. All those nights we stayed up late talking to one another, I never really got the impression that she really wanted me to act on anything she said. Kyra was shy, that much I knew for a fact, but her honesty made my stomach twist into a knot. Had I really not given her the consideration and attention I should have? How the fuck could I have missed that she wanted to have a relationship with me?

Kyra’s hands moved to my knees and she gave them a gentle squeeze. “I’m not going to sugarcoat this. I told you that Chris was going to cheat on you with the full understanding that you would break up with him. I don’t want to be a simple rebound, but if that’s all I am, just tell me. I’ll understand.”

“It’s not that.” I put my hands over hers and took a deep breath. “I’m not mad at you for telling me. I don’t even feel like you were being selfish. If you want the truth, I feel like a complete bitch for not realizing that you were interested in me in college. So much could have been different if we did hook up back then. Maybe I wouldn’t have even bothered with Chris. Maybe I wouldn’t have been such a slut in the first place…”

“Or maybe you’d have been too much of a party animal to stay with me, Chelsea. There’s a reason I never told you that I wanted to date you before.” Kyra thinly smiled at me. “But now that I’ve told you, you can take all the time in the world to think about it. You’re welcome to stay the night, you’re welcome to sleep in my bed, and you’re welcome to do anything you’d like with me while you’re here. I’m not a saint, Chelsea, your reputation is something I’m very turned on by and I’m not going to pretend that I didn’t just enjoy what we did. The only thing I don’t want you to do is to feed me any lies tonight. I don’t want sweet nothings, either tell me that we’re friends with benefits now and get it over with or tell me that you’re not sure. Just… tell me something.”

The emotion within me bubbled up until it overflowed. Tears trickled down my cheeks and I quickly reached up to wipe them away. “You’re a wonderful person, Chelsea. I will absolutely take you up on staying the night, but I already know that I’m ready to be more than friends if you are. Please don’t take that as meaning we’re in a relationship yet, but I’d like to get to know you. The real you, not just the kinky perfectionist who used her schoolwork as a reason to avoid coming to visit.”

Kyra’s eyes locked with mine and she let out a deep breath before pulling away from me. She stood and offered me a hand. “We don’t have to put a label on it yet, but if you want to get to know the real me, you’re going to have to spend time with me. Now that we’re out of college and you’re not taken, I’m sure I’ll stop finding excuses.”

I took her hand and she guided me into the kitchen. “It’s a little weird to stand eat dinner while I’m naked and you’re in lingerie. Is this how you usually win over your dates?”

Kyra giggled and shook her head. She let go of my hand and went about getting bowls of pot roast for us. “I haven’t had anyone over for anything but hanging out in a long time. You might have to take my word for it, but offering dinner to a guest who’s cum is making a mess in my panties isn’t exactly normal for me.”

“So I get to be special?” I asked.

She put the bowls down on the kitchen table. Kyra might not have been intending to be so damn sexy, but the way the warm lighting washed over her back and led into the curve of her ass was truly a work of art. Even though I’d just gotten off, I could already feel the blood rushing to my cock.

Kyra turned back towards me and her eyes dipped to my cock for a moment before she let out a low hum. “I’ll be right back. Go ahead and start eating, I won’t be long.”

I did as she asked. There wasn’t much else I could do. I didn’t want to make the rest of our night all about sex, but given that she admitted she was still a bit of a freak and I was still just as horny as I’d ever been, it was impossible to ignore the building tension between us. There was nothing I wanted more than to make sure she knew I wasn’t just here for her pussy anymore, but that didn’t mean that I wasn’t still interested in it. My heart might have wanted her gentle touch to help heal it, but my cock craved the sting of her nails down my back while her tight walls milked me.

Time seemed to drag along until Kyra finally came back into the kitchen. Instead of wearing lingerie, she was dressed just like I was, so not at all. Her perfectly smooth, sun-kissed skin held my attention for far longer than I should have let it, but Kyra was truly the most beautiful person I’d ever laid eyes on. Maybe that was my fondness for her or the fact that she just let me fuck her like a damn toy… regardless, I was addicted to her.

She approached the table with her hands behind her back and once she closed the distance between us, she brought her hands around to her front. From one hand, a pair of handcuffs dropped onto the table with a loud thunk. In her other hand was a black leather collar. “I never forgot what you said you wanted to do to me.” Kyra left the cuffs on the table and sat down across from me. She clasped the collar around her neck and reached for the fork in her bowl. “Y-You said you wanted dessert, right?”

I watched as her cheeks burned brighter and brighter as she waited for my response. After a few seconds of her uncomfortably squirming in her seat, I finally broke the silence. “I would have happily just put you on the table and enjoyed dessert, but if you want my cock again, that’s something I can manage.”

She nodded her head and started eating, but the blush from her cheeks spread down her neck and towards her chest. It didn’t take long for her to mumble, “I want to swallow your cum.”

“You make it sound like you should be embarrassed to say that, baby,” I said teasingly.

Kyra shrugged a shoulder. “I’ve never done that with anyone before.”

“But you’ve had a few partners, right?” I asked.

“It’s one thing to have sex with someone, but it’s kind of like kissing someone. I won’t kiss just anyone, it’s much more personal than letting them fuck me. And I’ve only been with two people before,” she mumbled. “Including you.”

I almost choked on the chunk of beef I’d just poked into my mouth. After finishing my bite, I stared across at her in disbelief. “You own cuffs, a collar, and didn’t even hesitate to fuck me as soon as I got here. How the hell have you only been with one other person?”

Kyra pushed her nearly empty bowl to the side. “Do you have to have gone skydiving to know you’d want to go? Could you say that you like sports even if you had no intention of playing?”

“I don’t know if that’s the same thing as sharing something as personal as your body with someone like me.”

“Maybe it isn’t the same, but I know what I’m interested in. I’ve played out the fantasies in my head until I rubbed myself raw. Chelsea, you’re fucking hot and you’ve got a huge cock. If you think I was joking about wanting you to fuck me when we used to sext, you’re horribly wrong. I’ve had dreams about you taking control of me, fucking me until I passed out, making me your bitch, whatever the fuck you want to call it… I’ve been wanting you for a long time. How I choose to have sex shouldn’t change how you feel about having sex with me. If I was supposed to fuck twenty people before I could play around with BDSM, then I’m going to have to beg for forgiveness later.”

I pushed my bowl aside and stood from the table. Kyra’s intense stare softened immediately and she looked away from me as if expecting to be scolded. I stepped over to her and put my hand on the back of her head and let it slide down to her neck. My fingers toyed with her collar as I spoke in barely more than a whisper, “You could beg for forgiveness later, or you could beg for my cock right now. I wouldn’t mind a little bit of both.”

She let out a quivering breath. Her perky nipples stood proud as she fidgeted slightly in her chair. “I want your cock so fucking bad, Chelsea. I’ll do anything you want, just please let me have it.”

My cock throbbed to life as I let her words sink in. For someone that I used to think was such a shy woman, I realized that she wasn’t that shy at all. She knew what she wanted, but much like myself, she didn’t always know how to get it. Tonight, however, she knew exactly how to get what she wanted from me.

I gripped her collar and gently pulled it upwards until she stood. My hand slid to her upper back and I gently pushed her forward as I kicked the chair she was just sitting on aside and stepped behind her. “You know that I appreciate this, don’t you?” I asked.

“Please don’t talk like that right now. J-Just do what you want with me. Please, Chelsea, I’m begging you to do anything you want with me, just like I said you could years ago,” she said in a soft, whimpering voice.

So long as she knew how I felt, that was all that mattered. If she was willing to let me emotionally open up to her after we already physically explored everything about one another, that was fine too. I did what I felt was right when I let her know that she was more than just another hole for me to fuck.

I reached over and grabbed the handcuffs. “Hands behind your back, slut.” Kyra did as I commanded and I quickly cuffed her. After making sure that they weren’t too tight around her wrists, I reached forward and grabbed her by the collar with one hand while my other hand guided my cock to her drenched entrance.

There was only a moment of hesitation before I thrust into her hard enough to draw a loud cry from Kyra. Without a word of apology, I tightened my grip on her collar and pulled her towards me with it. Her breathing turned rasp as I viciously pounded into her. There was no attempt at showing her how much I wanted to appreciate her body, only that I was willing to do what she wanted me to. It might have seemed like sheer abuse to an onlooker, but they didn’t know her like I knew her.

A long, low moan rolled out of my throat and I let go of her collar. My hands slid down to her ass and I spread her cheeks to make it easier for me to give her every last inch of my thick cock. Loud, lustful cries ripped out of her as I hammered into her.

Her warm walls massaged my cock every time I sank into her, and for a moment, I almost forgot that she wanted me to be rough with her. It was so damn easy to get wrapped up in how much I adored her when she seemed so damn innocent and sweet, but that wasn’t what Kyra wanted from me. I might change her mind about that in the future, but I’d show her that I could give her what she wanted tonight. If I got to enjoy a much more passionate night with her another time, then I’d treat her like a princess then.

I slapped her ass with both hands as hard as I could and a loud scream ripped out of her. Before the echoes of that scream could die away, a shuddering moan slipped out of her as I kept slamming into her. If I wasn’t sure about how she felt about pain before, I had a much better idea after I spanked her the first time.

I slapped her ass each time I pulled out of her until they turned light red. By then, her moans stopped and were replaced by soft whimpers. When my hips crashed into her ass, her pussy would tighten around my cock as the pain washed through her.

But spanking wasn’t all that she wanted. I closed my eyes as I continued hammering into her. My hands trailed up her back until they reached her shoulders and I let my fingernails rest against her shoulders. I wanted to whisper that I was sorry, but she wanted to be dominated, not pitied.

It was that moment that the light bulb went off in my head. There was nothing to be sorry for. This was what she wanted from me, and I’d rather never have sex again if it meant that I couldn’t give this angel what she wanted.

My nails bit into her skin lightly and I raked them all the way down her back, leaving eight red streaks in their wake.

Kyra let out an ear-piercing scream. That would have been enough to make me check on her, if not for the sudden burst of wetness from her pussy. Her walls clamped around my cock and the first jet of her nectar was joined by a second, less intense wave of her juices.

I couldn’t handle the blissful embrace of her lower lips around my cock much longer. She told me that she wanted dessert and her treat was seconds from being ready. I pulled out of her and roughly grabbed her arm and pulled her away from the table. “On your knees, slut.”

She knelt before me and opened her mouth while making eye contact with me.

I put a hand on the back of her head and pulled her onto my cock. She gagged around my shaft as I pushed into her throat. I almost lost my nerve, but that wasn’t what she wanted. Her eyes watered as I pushed deeper into her throat until the tip of her nose pressed into the tender flesh above my base. I held her there for just a second before I pulled out of her throat and thrust back into her.

Her pussy was one thing, but I’d never fucked someone’s mouth before, a blowjob just couldn’t compare. The way her throat tightened around my cock, squeezing it as she fought to breathe, it was insane. As much as I loved the feeling, I didn’t let myself get lost in the moment. After every few strokes, I gave her time to take a deep breath and then started the process again. I’d like to pretend that I lasted longer than a few cycles of that, but I didn’t. I couldn’t.

Kyra’s slightly reddened eyes never mine as I used her mouth. Never once did she try to pull away from me. Kyra was perfectly content to let me violate her throat like I’d never done with anyone else. And yet, she was the one that I considered innocent.

A sudden snap of tension in my core was all the warning I had before the first thick jet of my cum shot deep down her throat. I quickly pulled back until only the head of my cock lingered in her mouth.

Kyra’s tongue flicked along the underside of my sensitive crown even as I filled her mouth with my thick seed. Even if I wanted to feel guilty about having just abused her poor throat, she wasn’t letting me. There was nothing about what she was doing that made me feel like she didn’t love every second of it as well.

Once my orgasm finally subsided, she let the head of my cock fall from her lips and opened her mouth to show me the pool of cum she collected. Kyra closed her mouth and swallowed heavily to make sure I could hear the sound of my cum rushing down her throat to join up with the first shot of my seed in her stomach.

I let out a deep sigh as I reached for the key to the handcuffs. “Are you okay?” I asked as I knelt down behind her and unlocked the restraints.

Her hand lifted to her throat and she rubbed it for a moment before she whispered, “I loved it.”

I couldn’t help but feel a bit guilty. As I helped her to her feet, I noticed the second puddle of her juices where she had previously been kneeling. I couldn’t pretend I knew when she came a second time, but I was sure glad she did.

After helping her clean up the mess we made, both from dinner and sex, she led me into her bedroom. I got into bed with her and pulled her tightly against me as I hugged her from behind. “I want to talk about what you want next time, baby. Not right this second, but I didn’t know what might be too much before.”

“You were perfect and we can talk about it later. But uh, I’m not on the pill. I don’t mean to make this sound like entrapment, but I kind of hope I get pregnant from earlier,” she said.

I bit my lip and almost panicked. Almost. As much as I felt like I wasn’t ready for something that life-changing, I also didn’t think that Kyra would be able to handle what I did with her. The only way to know was to find out when the time came.

I kissed her shoulder and whispered in her ear, “Then I’ll make sure the next load goes in that greedy pussy of yours, baby.”

She giggled and pushed her ass against me, “Don’t tease me like that.”

“You’re just lucky I’m getting tender,” I grumbled before letting out a deep sigh. “I think I’m ready to say that we’re much more than friends.”

I couldn’t say how things would turn out a year from now, but I did know for a fact that I would be there in the morning. And the next. And as long as she’d let me stay by her side. It was long past time that someone appreciated me as much as I appreciated them…


Story Twenty-Four

Hot for the Futa MILF

Megan’s Cheating Neighbor is a Sweet Treat


One of the few perks of owning my own online business meant that I got to take time off when I wanted it. While I never spent an entire day doing nothing, I did have the tendency of being lenient with when I needed to start working. Unless I had a meeting scheduled, I was free to start work at one in the morning, or six in the afternoon.

I cherished that freedom. The other freedom I got to enjoy was not having to answer to anyone but myself when things came up that pulled me away from work.

As soon as I got out of the shower, I heard a knock on my door. With nothing but a towel on to cover my breasts and my cock, I nervously approached the door and glanced out of the peephole. Anna stood there, patiently waiting with a small wicker basket filled with fruits and desserts.

Her baby blue eyes were as inviting as could be. But that wasn’t quite what held my attention. The tight white tank top she wore and silky pink shorts were a little too revealing for this to be just a casual visit.

That might just be my perverse mind hoping for the best. After two months of not having someone in my bed, I was ready to fantasize about damn near anything. I’d been living here for almost two years now, since my business finally started taking off. Never once had my neighbors come over to just talk to me, so I could only assume something was up.

I cracked open the door and peeked out at her, “I just got out of the shower. The living room is off to your right if you don’t mind waiting for me to change.”

“Of course not, Ms. Miller,” she called out. Her sweet tone started waking my cock from its slumber. One of the downsides to running my own business was that I didn’t really get out all that much. At the nice age of thirty-eight, I still had a rampant sex drive that my poor toys couldn’t satiate.

I quickly turned away and headed into my room to put some real clothes on. If I was going to get hard, I could at least try to hide that from her.

Anna was my neighbor’s wife. George was a good man, but I didn’t quite know him all that well. He invited me over once or twice and I did go, even though I felt guilty for my reasons for being there. Seeing his wife dressed up in that cheerleader outfit while we watched football was a memory that would live on in my mind until I died.

After I pulled on some shorts and a long t-shirt that fell to my mid-thigh, I walked back into the living room and called out, “Want something to drink?”

“Please and thank you,” she said.

“Soda, water, tea, milk, or something else?” I asked.

Anna paused for a moment and giggled, “Milk please, Ms. Miller.”

I stepped into the kitchen and grabbed a bottle of water for myself and poured her a glass of milk. While I didn’t think she was too strange, most people didn’t ask for milk as a beverage around here. Then again, maybe I just didn’t know that many people. Either way, I stepped back into the living room and sat beside her on my sofa, “So what do I owe the pleasure of having you here?”

“I was getting a little lonely at home. George is back on the road. I hate his trucking job so much, but it pays the bills,” she said. Anna leaned forward and the silky shorts she had on pulled down enough for me to see the top of her panties. She grabbed the basket and leaned back up, just as I was trying to make out if the designs on those panties were cherries or roses.

“I brought some treats over, I was hoping you would share them with me?” she asked. Her damn voice was so innocent and sweet, but all I could think about was what she was even doing over here. She had to have seen me gawking at her a time or two and the little waif was only twenty. There was no real reason for her to be here. Maybe she really did cherish the companionship, but I figured that something was up. Maybe they needed money from me and George was too prideful to ask directly?

My lips curled into a smile and I nodded, “That sounds great. I haven’t had anything sweet in a while. I just pass it right by in the store without thinking about it, then I bitch at myself for not getting something once I’m home.”

“Mm, well Ms. Miller—”

“Megan, sweetie. You don’t have to be so polite,” I said.

She smiled, “Yes, ma’am. So, Megan, did you have anything planned for the day?”

I shook my head and took the strawberry she offered me and bit into it. The sweet rush of juices filled my mouth and I couldn’t help but wish those juices were from her instead. As fucked up as it was, I didn’t care that she was married. Her sexy ass was in my house and her husband wasn’t around, if the little thing didn’t leave soon, I’d probably end up doing something stupid.

“I don’t have anything planned, but I will have to get some work done eventually. It can wait though, why? Did you want to do something, sweetie?” I asked.

She reached up and pulled her pigtails over her shoulder to rest on her chest. Those tiny breasts were barely noticeable, but that only added to the appeal for me. Something about having a small woman wrapped around my not-so-small package just got my heart racing.

“Well, I was hoping that I could stay over for a while. Our house is so lonely without George and he’s going to be gone for two weeks this time,” she pouted.

“Of course you can stay over. I have a guest bedroom that should work just fine for you,” I said.

She looked down at her feet for a second and if I didn’t know any better, she looked disappointed. The thing was, I did know better. This wasn’t my first time around the block and I wasn’t going to pretend that she wasn’t trying to get me to offer something more to her. Hell, maybe I was wrong. But at my age, I’ve been around long enough to know that I’d regret the things I didn’t do far more than the things I did.

“Unless you wanted to sleep in my bed with me?” I asked. “Just between us girls, I know how nice it feels to have an arm wrapped around you when you sleep.”

Anna looked back at me and smiled faintly, “You wouldn’t tell George that I slept with you, would you?”

I chuckled at the double meaning of that sentence. “The only people that would know would be us. Do you think you could keep a secret?”

She nodded, “I do. But how could I repay you for such kindness?”

Anna’s hands slid down to her lap and she put the basket back on the table, “Would you say no to a massage?”

“Depends on what kind of massage, Anna.”

“Full body,” she said without hesitation.

I felt like now was as good of a time as any to let her know that she might be getting in over her head. For all I cared, Anna could tell George that she was done with him and live with me. Sure, that was only based on how damn sexy she was, but that was still something I could live with.

“Well, Anna, you might end up finding something a little surprising if you did a full body massage.”

She smirked and slid her hand to her crotch, “You mean I wouldn’t find the smooth lips of a woman? I guess I’d have to settle for something a lot bigger and longer.”

“So you know?” I asked.

Anna nodded, “Why do you think you were my first choice, Megan?”

She grabbed the glass of milk and took a sip before letting a small bit dribble from her lips. The milk fell down her chin and got on her white tank top. “Oops.”

Her hands slid down her sides and she pulled her shirt over her head and tossed it away. Anna’s bra matched her panties and I smiled. Cherries.

“Okay, enough of the games, Anna. I’m not going to act like I don’t want to fuck you until you scream my name. If we do this and George finds out, you’re going to end up being the one that loses,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders, “If he found out, it would be because I kept coming back over here after he got home. He’s not the same man I married when I was eighteen. So why don’t you make it worth my time today and we’ll see how things go from there, Ms. Miller.”

“Sounds like you’re just a proper little girl,” I teased. “But I think you’re going to wait to get in my bed. For now, I’d love to see that tight ass of yours bent over my couch.”

Anna didn’t make me wait long. She stood up and slid her shorts down her thighs and sauntered around the side of the couch. I stood and walked behind her and enjoyed the little show she put on. Her ass shook as best it could as she leaned forward and put her hands on the armrest. Her panties were wedged between her cheeks and I smiled as I took a step closer to her.

I let a finger slide under the cloth of her panties and ran it lower down her ass until I could feel her hot, wet pussy. “Someone is a little excited.”

“I don’t think I’m the only one,” she purred.

“Well, you’re not wrong,” I said as I slid my finger into her tight folds. Her walls gripped my finger and I let out a deep groan as I imagined just how tight she would feel around my cock. I wasn’t one to brag about it, but I wasn’t exactly average in size. That’s half the reason I never bothered getting bottom surgery. The other half was just how amazing it felt to have shoot my cum deep into a woman’s depths.

Her hips gyrated slowly on my finger and she moaned quietly. From the looks of it, Anna wasn’t the kind of woman that would just lay down and take a pounding. I liked a little energy from my women!

I pushed a second finger into her pussy and she gasped. “G-God, I need you so bad right now.”

“All the more reason to make you wait. A cheating wife doesn’t have all that much say in what’s done to her. I’m the one that’s being manipulated right now. So should I be the one that gets to decide how this plays out?” I asked.

She looked back at me and rolled her eyes, “You want me just as bad as I want you.”

“I didn’t say I didn’t. I just said that I get to decide how we do this. And for now, that means you soaking your panties until I think you deserve my cock,” I said.

“W-What about the massage?” she asked.

I slid a third finger inside her and started rocking them slowly into her. Three should be enough to get her stretched enough to take my cock, but not stretched too far for me to not make her squeal with delight.

“The massage can wait until we’re about to go to bed, Anna. You didn’t think I’d only fuck you once, did you?” I teased.

She moaned and continued backing herself into my fingers, “I hoped not.”

“That’s my girl. So let me worry about what we’re doing and when we’re doing it,” I said as I pulled my fingers from her soaked pussy. The white parts of her panties almost immediately became transparent when they touched that sopping mess.

Anna’s hips continued to gyrate for a moment even after I’d stopped playing with her. I don’t know how George could have possibly accepted his job, leaving this little beauty behind was a mistake. Now, he would pay for it. Whatever he had between his wife would probably crumble, cheating didn’t usually strengthen a relationship…

I pushed my shorts down to my ankles and kicked them away. She glanced back at my cock and gasped again. “F-Fuck that thing is huge.”

“You wanted it, don’t tell me you’re scared of having it,” I taunted.

“N-No, I still want it. I just didn’t know you were that big,” she said.

I pressed the head of my cock against her wet panties and rubbed up and down her covered pussy, “It’s something you’ll get used to.”

She managed a weak giggle, “I hope so, Ms. Miller.”

“You know, the more you call me that, the nicer it sounds. Keep it up, sweetie,” I purred.

I pulled her panties to the side and let my thick crown push against her entrance. While I intended to tease her for a moment, she seemed to have no concept of patience at all. Her hips rocked back and she let out a loud cry as my cock stretched her cunt.

My hands fell to her ass and I rubbed softly as I spoke in a soothing tone, “I was going to ease you into it, baby.”

She looked back with wet eyes and shook her head, “N-No, I just wanted to get it over with before I asked you to stop.”

“I understand, sweetie. Just let me know when you’re ready to keep going,” I said softly. As horny as I was, I still wanted to make sure that my little Anna enjoyed this. If she did, that meant I was much more likely to have a new assistant around my house. Maybe my business could use with a second employee…

After a few moments, Anna started working her pussy up and down my shaft a few inches at a time, “I think I’m ready, Ms. Miller.”

Hearing my surname so many times in such a short period of time was getting old. She seemed to like it, but we’d have to have a talk after we finished what we were doing. I slid my hands around her ass to hold onto her hips.

As I thrust forward, I pulled her against me and she let out a long, deep groan as my cock filled her. Just when I thought she would scream for me to stop, she let her head hang between her shoulders and called out, “It’s so fucking deep.”

“You’re not hurting?” I asked.

“A little, but it’s dull and I’m sure it will go away. It’s like a pressure in my stomach, does that make sense?” she asked.

I chuckled and slid my right hand to around to her stomach. Sure as the sky was blue, I could feel the outline of my massive cock bulging her stomach. She reached down and slid her hand under mine, “H-Holy fuck, is it going to hurt me?!”

“No, of course not, sweetie. You’re just a petite woman. Trust me, you’ll be fine. But be a good girl for me and keep your hand there? It makes your pussy feel even tighter,” I said.

I wasn’t lying. As I started pumping into her, having her hand press against the underside of my cock did indeed feel great. After a few strokes, she relaxed and let out a deep breath before leaning further onto the couch.

The angle of her hips only made my cock more pronounced through her stomach and I couldn’t help but slam into her harder. I’d fucked my fair share of women when I was younger, but Anna had them all beat by a mile. The stream of moans that she let out and how amazing her pussy felt as I slammed into her was beyond anything I’d ever experienced.

My previous friendship with George fell apart as I worked his wife over. How the fuck did he have the audacity to not spend as much time as he possibly could with her? He treated her like a trophy when she deserved to be treated like his entire world.

I would do better for her. If it meant that she would keep sharing this bliss with me, I would give her the world.

Anna’s hands gripped the couch cushion hard and she started crying out my name as I fucked her as hard as I could. Each time my hips pounded into hers, she rocked forward and let out a loud moan that sounded something like, “M-Megan!”

She whimpered and writhed under me and finally, her screams faded into near silence as her pussy clamped down on my cock like a vice. Poor girl, all she would probably want right now was to cum and take a second to catch her breath. That wasn’t going to happen.

Even as her walls convulsed around my cock and she let out a stream of juices onto my couch, I continued to hammer into her. Her orgasm had only served to make her cunt even more of a dream for me.

While her hand wasn’t pushing against my cock anymore, I didn’t need that added pleasure to finally finish. After what felt like an eternity in paradise, I felt my balls drawing up and I knew that I wasn’t going to be able to hold back any longer. I would have loved to draw this out even longer, but her orgasm wasn’t the only one I wanted to have happen.

I thrust into her a few final times before holding her tight against my hips. The heated ecstasy that tore through me culminated in my hips before finally shooting into her body. My hot, thick cum shot deep into her core and for a moment, I wondered if she might just end up pregnant. I didn’t care anymore. If George found out, so be it. I wanted his wife more than I wanted his friendship.

She looked back to me with glossy eyes and mumbled, “S-So deep.”

I chuckled and slowly pulled out of her and stumbled back to the front of the couch and sat down beside her. My hand gathered both of her pigtails and I pulled her gently towards my cock and spoke softly, “Don’t be wasteful, sweetie. You wouldn’t want to be a rude guest, would you?”

As her mouth wrapped around my softening shaft, I knew that I was going to have a few good weeks. Even if George came back and things returned to normal, I still had thirteen more full days with my sweet treat.


Story Twenty-Five

Hot for the Futa MILF

Aubrey Catches an Emo Trespasser


The noise I heard coming from downstairs caught me off guard. My pants were already tossed across the room and my cock was hard as it could be. This was my one day off. Why the hell was someone interrupting my one day to truly enjoy myself?!

I shot out of bed and pulled my panties back up and grabbed my pistol out of my nightstand. On the way out of my room, I grabbed the pistol’s clip and loaded it. I chambered a round and continued downstairs slowly to not make any sound. Whoever was in my house most likely didn’t think I was home, otherwise, why would they have broken into a cop’s house?

As I reached the bottom of the stairs, I quickly cut around the corner and started making my way into the living room where I heard the last sound. I expected a lot of things to possibly be in my living room, but what I saw made me chuckle.

A petite woman with black hair sat on my couch with her legs crossed holding onto a bag of my chips as she flipped through the channels of my TV. With the gun still leveled at her, I cleared my throat, “Excuse the fuck out of me?”

She looked at me and sighed heavily, “Pull the trigger or put that thing down. I’m not cool with guns.”

The balls on this chick! If her jeans weren’t so damn tight, I would have been sure that she was hiding a bulge. “But you’re fine with breaking into my house?”

“The door was unlocked,” she said.

“That doesn’t make it any less illegal. Now, get off my couch and get on your knees.”

She chuckled, “So you can put that cock down my throat? Seriously, I don’t know what’s more uncomfortable, having a gun pointed at me or seeing your cock poking out of your panties.”

Still, she slowly slid onto her knees and looked over at me, “Better?”

“A little. I’ve got to figure out how I’m going to get you to the station though. I left my phone upstairs. If you have yours, I recommend you put it on the table now.”

Her eyes widened at the mention of being taken to the station, “W-Wait, what?”

“What did you think would happen? You break into my house on the one day I’m off work. My fucking birthday,” I said. For the briefest of moments, I saw her hands start quivering. “Don’t worry. I’m sure they’ll just call it a misdemeanor.”

She slowly pulled her phone out of her back pocket and put it on the table. I expected her to say something sassy, but her soft sobs tore my heart apart.

“Now what?” I asked, trying to keep up my tough front. She didn’t deserve my sympathy. But I couldn’t deny that I was starting to feel pretty shitty about this ordeal. It’s not like she was trying to be a pain in my ass, she just grabbed a bag of chips and started watching TV.

“I-I’m going to get a record… That’s going to ruin my life,” she said through the tears.

I sighed and lowered my gun. “You really shouldn’t have decided to sneak into someone’s home.”

The crying got more intense and I could see her black eyeliner running down her pale cheeks. I couldn’t deny that she was a beautiful woman, but damn, what was I supposed to do? Slap her on the wrist and tell her not to do it again?

Maybe that tight ass of hers, but not the wrist.

That perverse helped cut through my tension a little. She continued to weep while I thought about what she said a few moments ago. She wasn’t afraid or even surprised to see my cock. Most men and women that found out I was trans flipped their shit.

Maybe I could let her find a way to make me turn a blind eye to this crime.

“What’s your name,” I asked.

“Ella.”

“Ella, I’m going to put my gun down. If you move, I’m going to take you down and probably hurt you a little doing so. Is that clear?” I asked.

“Y-Yes, ma’am.”

Funny how respectful someone could get when they realized it wasn’t a game. I released the clip and cocked the slide back to send the round flying from the chamber. If she did try to get feisty, I wasn’t going to leave a loaded gun just sitting around for her to kill me with.

I put the gun down on my bookshelf and walked towards her. Sitting on the couch behind her, I put my hands on her shoulders and gently rubbed them to try and soothe her, “Why did you break in?”

She took a second as a wave of tears flooded from her. “I was hungry, ma’am. I’ve been trying to find a job and a place to sleep, b-but no one wants a high school dropout.”

“And how old are you?” I asked. She looked to be in her early twenties, but I couldn’t be sure.

“N-Nineteen,” she called out.

I sighed and pulled her gently back against my legs, “So then, Ella. I need to know something. If I were to make you something to eat, what insurance do I have that you wouldn’t try to do something stupid?”

She looked back at me and her light green eyes melted my heart. Ella didn’t seem like the kind of woman that really wanted to throw her life away, but hard times did horrible things to people. Why the fuck was I letting myself feel sorry for her? Maybe the guys on the force were right, I was too damn soft for this job.

“W-Why would you help me?” she asked.

“Because you might be able to help me. Look, I’m not here to offer you charity. If I help you, I expect you to help me. So before any of that, I need to know your living arrangements, if you have any prior history of crime, and what you’re interested in doing for work,” I said.

Ella sighed and shook her head, “I don’t have a home. My parents kicked me out when I failed out of high school. Overstayed my welcome at a few friends houses. As far as crime, this is the first time I’ve done something like this. I guess you can see how good I am at it.” She let out a deep breath and I felt her weight pressing against my knees. Hopefully, she was relaxing. “I don’t have a skill set. But I’m not picky.”

“Would you pass a background check if I ran one on you?” I asked.

She didn’t hesitate to respond, “Yeah. I really haven’t run into trouble with the law.”

“Well, you did today. So you’re going to have to understand that I’m a little thorough. Now, there are twelve cameras in my house. Four on the outside. Do you know why I’m telling you this?” I asked.

“To scare me?”

“Sort of. It’s to make sure that you know that if you did something, I would know. Now, I’m going to ask you once, really nicely to stand up so I can take you upstairs,” I said.

She stood and I put my hand on the small of her back and got off the couch. “Why are we going upstairs?”

“So I can get dressed. Do you really want to see my cock again? Trust me, I’m fine with being naked in my own house,” I said teasingly. Ella wasn’t a bad woman. I could judge character pretty well, she was down on her luck, that’s all.

She shrugged her shoulders, “It’s a nice one, so I don’t mind.”

I chuckled and gently pushed her towards the kitchen, “Nearly naked it is. Do I need to go get a pair of handcuffs or can I trust you to sit at the table and wait for me to make us something to eat for lunch?”

“I won’t do anything stupid. You’re making food, that’s kind of all I really wanted,” she said and then paused for a second. “A-Am I still going to jail?”

“That depends on you. If you don’t turn into a problem for me, then I might be willing to help you. I’m not the enemy, believe it or not, most cops aren’t out to make people hate them. I want to make the world a better place and right now, that means getting some food in your stomach and figuring out what to do to keep you off the streets,” I said.

I opened the freezer and pulled out a bag of pizza snacks, not the healthiest thing around, but quick to make. She reminded me of some of the younger women on the force. Then again, maybe I was just jealous of her youth. I’d just turned forty a month ago and I already felt like I was rolling downhill.

She smiled at the bag and called out quietly, “Could you go put your gun up while those are warming up?”

I tapped my fingernails on the countertop for a few moments. “Please don’t make me regret this, Ella.”

After I put my gun away upstairs, I came back down to the kitchen. She still sat in her seat and at a glance, it didn’t look like she got up and got a knife or anything.

The microwave beeped and I split the pizza snacks up onto two plates and put them down on the table. Before I sat down, I grabbed us both a bottle of water. I smiled at her, “So what do you think you should do to make up for breaking in?”

She smiled back and shrugged one shoulder, “Finish that bag of chips and be the small spoon for you tonight?”

At least her attitude was coming back. That was a good sign, even if she was being a little angst ball. “I don’t like those chips anyway, but you probably shouldn’t make an offer like that. I’m not exactly out of my prime.”

“That’s one way to say that you’d end up rubbing your hard-on against my ass,” she said and then popped a pizza snack into her mouth.

I chuckled, “Well, I was trying to be a little less obvious about it. Sometimes a little tact can go a very long way.”

She swallowed and picked up another, “Don’t. I think women that know what they want are sexier by far.”

“I love how you go from being terrified to being a bit of a tease in the span of a few minutes,” I grumbled.

“Food is the way to a girl’s panties, don’t you know?”

We finished our food and I tapped my fingernails against the hardwood table. “On a more serious note, Ella, I don’t know what to do with you. I don’t want to take you to the station, but I don’t know how I’m supposed to trust you while you’re here.”

“Baby steps? I promise that I’m not going to do anything. As long as you keep me fed, I’ll be a good housewife, I promise,” she said with a coy grin. “Besides, I don’t mind sleeping with cuffs on.”

“You’re joking, but I’m not. If I had to cuff you to the bed with me until I woke up, I would,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders again, “Who said I was joking? If you’re really thinking about letting me stay the night, why the hell would I complain about cuffs? Besides, how many chicks can say they’ve been cuffed at a policewoman’s house for fun?”

I chuckled at the comment and crossed my arms under my breasts, “Who said it would be for fun?”

“Aw, so you wouldn’t make me do some community service for you?” she teased.

“Depends on what kind of community service,” I said.

She wasn’t exactly the type of woman I pictured myself with, but then again, I didn’t get the chance to date much at all. Most people I found to be appealing were too worried about my line of work to devote to a relationship. I could understand it, but that didn’t make it any easier to deal with the loneliness.

“How about letting you rub that hard-on against me with no complaints?” she asked.

The bluntness of her statement caught me off guard. I should have expected it from Ella by now, in the half hour I’d known her, she was already showing her colors.

If she was going to tease me, I might as well have a little fun in return. “So what happens if you’re cuffed and I do that? Would I have to stop?”

“Then you pull my panties to the side and do what feels right,” Ella said without missing a beat.

“And how do I know that you’re not just saying that right now because you’ve got a stomach full of food?” I asked.

She stood up slowly and unbuttoned her pants. Ella slid them down her thighs and then pulled her panties down a far enough to show me her glistening slit and wet panties, “Trust me, when it comes to sex, I don’t joke. You’re offering me a place to sleep and you’ve got no reason to. Don’t think I’m stupid. If you like what you see, you might as well enjoy it, right? If you don’t, someone else probably would when I sleep in an alleyway.”

The cold reality that she presented me took away the excitement of seeing her trimmed pussy. The light patch of blonde hair did make bring a faint smile to my lips. She had her hair dyed black. That shouldn’t have meant anything to me, but it just proved to me that she was having an identity crisis.

With a nurturing hand and some understanding, she would probably end up being a very sweet woman. I stood from the chair and walked towards her. The bulge in my panties grew as I got closer. My eyes didn’t tear away from that delicious looking pussy until I finally got within inches of her. I pressed my hips against her and felt my cock rubbing against her shirt, “How do you feel about cooking and cleaning?”

She cocked her head to the side, “I show you my snatch and you ask me about cooking and cleaning?”

“Answer the question.”

Ella huffed and rolled her eyes before saying, “I’m a pretty decent cook if you’re not looking for something fancy. Cleaning is easy, but I’m not doing it without gloves.”

“So how does one fifty a week sound?”

“For what?”

“To cook and clean for me. It’s only six hundred a month, but I’m a cop, not a rich CEO. I can offer you a place to sleep and food, but don’t expect me to buy you a car or anything,” I said.

Her eyes lit up for a moment and before I realized what happened, she had her arms wrapped around my shoulders and her lips pressed against mine. I tensed up for a moment before putting my hands around her lower back. I kissed her softly, unsure as to what I should feel right now.

She broke away and a warm blush lit up her cheeks. The mess of makeup she had staining her face barely detracted from how cute she looked right now. Ella kicked her jeans the rest of the way off and whispered, “And what happens if I ask you to fuck me right now?”

The sweet little girl had teased me enough. If she wanted to know what I’d do, she was going to find out. My right hand slid further up her back and I stepped to the side and forced her to bend over my heavy kitchen table. As soon as her torso laid flat, I pulled my cock out of my panties and pressed it against her entrance.

“Don’t tempt me, Ella. I’m trying to do the right thing, but you’re a sexy woman. If I fuck you, it’s not going to be soft. It’s not going to be because I love you. It’s only going to be me fucking you raw until I’m coating your ass with my cum. Are we clear?” I growled.

She turned her head to the side and called out, “Do it, pussy. You won’t.”

I could tell from her tone that she was being playful, but I’d had enough. While I wasn’t angry, I certainly needed to show her that I wasn’t playing games.

My hips surged forward and she let out a loud gasp as my thick crown pushed into her wet folds. I slowly pushed the rest of my cock into that warm, tight snatch of hers. Each inch that disappeared into her was met with a soft groan from her and when my hips finally met with hers, I let out a deep sigh of relief. It felt too damn good to put this girl in her place.

I gave her a moment to adjust to my size. She opened her mouth to say something that would probably get her spanked, I pulled out and roughly slammed back into her, “Shh. You can talk when I’m done. Not a second sooner.”

She nodded her head and planted her hands on the table. Ella got on her tiptoes and started pushing against the table to try and take more of my cock. Poor thing, I wish I had more to give her, but I’d break her if I was much bigger.

Instead, I started hammering into her core. She was too wet for me to worry about hurting her. Each time my balls slapped against her, I was reminded of just how soaked she was. Her thighs were already starting to glisten from her juices trickling down them. The panties that were still taut between her thighs occasionally slid a few inches down.

When they finally did reach her knees, one of the sides ripped and they fell down to her ankle. Her nails clawed at the table as she let out loud moans. I almost expected her to be mad about the panties, but hell, I didn’t think she even noticed.

As comfortable as she had been when it came to bending over this table, I had to assume she liked to get fucked. My hands fell to her ass and I spread her wide as I continued to use her pussy like a toy. For the first time while fucking someone, I didn’t care about her pleasure. All I wanted right now was to coat her tight little ass with a load of my cum.

While her pleasure wasn’t a concern of mine, I wasn’t all that shocked when I felt her pussy grip my cock. She let out a high-pitched whine and started crying out, “Oh my god! Oh my god!”

I groaned as I leaned over the table so I could work my cock into her even harder. The leverage with the added tightness from her convulsing pussy was all that I needed. A few final hard strokes into her was all it took to finish me.

My balls tightened up and I let myself enjoy one last painfully hard slam into her before I pulled out and used my hand to stroke my cock while my orgasm rippled through me. Her already pale ass was made even whiter as my hot cum rained down on her. By the time I finished, I’d impressed myself with just how much I came. Then again, she’d unintentionally edged me when she broke into my house.

If this all worked out, I wouldn’t have to worry about jerking off again. My little emo trespasser might just end up being my live-in housemaid. If her sex drive kept up… Oh, the fun we could have together…

Story Twenty-Six

Hot for the Futa MILF

Ruby Spanks her Slacking Maid


“So what is this part about?” Madison asked.

Her finger was pointed over the clause in the contract about sexual punishments. I smiled warmly and spoke in a soft tone, “I’ve found in my years of dealing with maids that the best way to ensure that they don’t get too comfortable is to punish them in ways that they can’t ignore. Having your pay cut for a few days works for a little while. Threatening to fire you would only end up with me following through with it. But if I were to make you clean my house entirely naked, that would certainly be something you wouldn’t forget.”

She hesitated for a few moments, “What are the limits of that?”

“There are none. Don’t worry, I wouldn’t do anything that would end up with people knowing about what happened. You wouldn’t be forced to stand in front of a window naked or anything of the sort. If this is a deal breaker, I understand,” I said as I started tugging the clipboard away from her.

Madison looked up at me with fear in her eyes. I knew that she needed this job. Not many people in our town would turn down the opportunity to work for me. After all, Ruby Price wasn’t a name that could be ignored.

I owned half the town and was working on getting the other half.

“No ma’am, it’s not a deal breaker. I’ll just make sure that I work hard to avoid making you use this,” she said quickly.

A smile crossed my lips and I reached a hand across the table, “Very well. You know what I would like to see you in tomorrow. Maid or not, I do expect you to dress to impress.”

Her hand shook mine and she stood up and walked out of my office. I hated doing interviews outside of my house, but if I brought her there, I knew that I would end up making her try on an outfit or two. Madison was selected for a reason and I wasn’t ashamed to admit that her tight, round ass was most of it.

I headed home a few hours later after finalizing some paperwork to get her officially hired. With her taking care of my housework, I could finally focus on relaxing and enjoying the empire I built. My managers could run the businesses I owned and all I really had to do was make the big decisions at this point. Life was finally starting to fall into place, I just hated that I was forty-two now. I had always dreamed of retiring in my early thirties, but I busted my ass and now, I was set up for life.

The following morning came around and Madison showed up wearing a typical black and white maid’s outfit. As cute as it looked on her, I didn’t much care for the billowing skirt. I hired her to be eye candy and that damn skirt was too close to her knees to see anything.

I spent most of my morning online, catching up on some series that I’d been neglecting. Around lunchtime, Madison knocked on my bedroom door and spoke softly, “Miss Price?”

“What is it, darling?”

“Lunch is ready, would you like me to bring it to you or are you eating downstairs?” she asked.

I got out of bed and pulled on a pair of shorts to make the bulge in my panties a little less obvious. I didn’t care if she saw my cleavage, but for now, she didn’t need to know about my secret. “I’ll eat with you. One second,” I called back.

After tucking my cock between my legs as best I could, I opened the bedroom door and walked with her downstairs. She had a nice lunch prepared, sandwiches, a small side salad, and chips on the side.

“I’m not the best cook—”

“You’ll need a cookbook then. I’m not going to be reduced to eating the same kind of meals often. I’ll send you to the store with some money after I eat. Also, I don’t mean to sound too brash here, but would you mind wearing something a little more revealing tomorrow?” I asked.

She looked at me curiously and nodded, “Of course, Miss Price.”

I didn’t think she would argue with me. I was paying her a thousand a week to do what I asked. For a twenty-year-old woman without a high school diploma, she wouldn’t find better around here.

“Thank you, darling,” I said. We ate our lunch in silence, she probably didn’t know how to respond to me at this point. I had to give her credit, she wasn’t as easily embarrassed as my last maid. Then again, my last maid was let go once she found out how serious I could get about those sexual punishments.

Some women weren’t as resilient as others, the poor girl barely got her panties down to her knees before she started crying and begged for me to stop. She was fired.

If I wasn’t going to get a dedicated, hard working woman, I would make them bend to my own personal desires. Sure, I could have just found someone to be my submissive online, that would have filled those physical needs. But then, where would my emotional needs be taken care of?

The fantasy of taking a normal woman and slowly molding them into my plaything was one that had been with me since I was about Madison’s age. Now that I had time, I intended to see that fantasy through.

After our meal, I walked to my bedroom and took out a few bills from my wallet, “Please bring back the receipts.”

“I will, ma’am. Thank you,” she said.

I don’t know why she was thanking me, but I wasn’t going to argue with her.

The rest of our day was rather dull. She didn’t seem to have any problems at the store and she brought back the leftover funds with the receipts. The following morning, she came back wearing a short black dress that clung to her frame. Sadly, she didn’t seem to grasp the concept of what revealing clothing meant.

It was still a step in the right direction and I didn’t scold her for her choice in clothing. Throughout the rest of the week, she continued to wear clothes similar to the dress, but I noticed her sliding on stockings on the fourth day. By the sixth, she had on heels. It wasn’t until the seventh day that I finally got what I wanted.

She came in wearing a short black skirt with black leggings and a beautiful pair of black open toe heels. The short crop top she had on barely covered her perky chest and I could see the black bra she had on under the white shirt.

I smiled at her as she walked inside and gave a quiet whistle, “That’s much better than yesterday, Madison.”

“Well, it’s the start of a new week. Felt like trying something a little different. It sounds like you like it, Miss Price,” she said sweetly.

“I’d be lying if I pretended I didn’t. Just try not to bend over too far, darling. I would absolutely hate to see what you have on under that skirt,” I said teasingly. She smiled at me and went to retrieve her cleaning supplies.

After about thirty minutes of not hearing her moving around, I got a little concerned. If she slipped and fell somewhere, I would have heard that, wouldn’t I?

As I walked into the kitchen, I saw her leaning against the counter with her phone in her hand. Her eyes lifted from the screen and she quickly locked her phone and put it on the counter.

“What do you think you’re doing?” I asked.

“I was just checking my phone, I had a message from a friend I haven’t heard from in a while,” she explained.

I chuckled and shook my head slowly. “So now I pay you to talk to your friends while you’re working?”

She ducked her head, “No ma’am.”

“And what exactly do you think I should do about this?” I asked, I already had a damn good idea of what I was going to do.

“Give me a warning?” she asked. “It’s the first time this has happened, Miss Price.”

“No, this is the first time I’ve caught you doing it. Heaven knows I don’t have eyes on you all the time. So I don’t think a warning is going to suffice. I think you need to be punished, darling,” I said.

For a split second, I could have sworn I saw a smirk on her lips. Madison sighed and nodded, “Yes ma’am. I understand.”

I smiled and rubbed my hands together, “Pull up a chair, Madison.”

She cocked her head to the side for a moment before grabbing a chair and putting it in front of me. “Now put your hands on the seat.”

Madison obeyed and bent over for me. I walked behind her and smiled as I looked at her sexy panties, “Lingerie. Curious choice for going to work, isn’t it?”

“Y-You said you wanted me to be revealing… I thought you would enjoy them if I did,” she murmured.

I let my hand fall to her ass and rubbed over the smooth satin panties. Her back arched slightly and I could tell that she was enjoying the play. Sadly, I couldn’t tell if she was wet just yet, the material of her panties wouldn’t exactly show me that… Not yet.

“Well, I do like your taste. But what I don’t like is that you’re making me do this to you, darling,” I said. Of course, I was lying, all I wanted right now was to make her whimper and whine as I punished her.

“S-Sorry, Miss Pri—”

My hand pulled away from her ass and crashed back down. The loud smack was followed by a gasp from her and I chuckled, “You’re going to be, Madison. Now, be a good girl and count for me, okay?”

“Y-Yes ma’am!” she cried.

I rubbed her left cheek for a second and pulled my hand back. The muscles in her lower back tensed and I could tell that she was trying to brace for the impact. So I waited. And waited. Just as she started to turn her head to see if I was still there, I slammed my open hand down on her ass.

The impact caused her butt to jiggle and she cried out, “Two!”

“Good girl. Now, keep your head forward and don’t stop counting,” I said in a soft, disarming tone.

She wanted to see how far I would go, but I didn’t think that she was exactly innocent either. Each time my hand crashed down on her ass, she let out a quiet cry. After the tenth strike, I stopped using near the amount of force I had been, and each subsequent spank on her red ass brought for a soft moan from her.

I could have said something about those moans, but that would take away from my fun. Madison could act like she didn’t want this, but it was impossible for her to say she wasn’t enjoying it.

“T-Twenty!” she cried out as my hand slapped her ass one final time.

“Now, unless you want that number to be forty-two, pull your panties down.”

She hesitated for a moment before she straightened up and hooked her thumbs into her panties and pushed them slowly down her thighs. A wet string connected the crotch of her panties to her hairless pussy for a few moments before it finally snapped free.

“Unlock your phone,” I ordered.

Madison looked at me with wide eyes. She paused for a second before shuffling over to the counter with her panties still around her ankles. When she came back, she unlocked it and handed it to me. I opened her message and smiled wide. “The last message you received was from last night. When you asked me what time you were supposed to come over.”

Her face lit up a bright shade of red, almost the same as her other cheeks.

“So you lied to me to see what kind of punishment you would get?” I asked.

She nodded. The ruse was pretty clever, I wasn’t going to deny that. But as tears filled her eyes, I realized that she must have imagined that I was about to fire her. Surely, that wasn’t the case. While I didn’t like that she wasted thirty minutes of a working day, I wasn’t going to act like she hadn’t been working her ass off to surpass my expectations.

Hell, if she would have asked, I would have probably let her watch an episode or two of TV with me. But… If she was scared of being fired, I might just get to take advantage of that.

“Madison, I can handle a lot of things, but liars aren’t one of them. I’ve been trying to work with you, haven’t I?” I asked.

She nodded and I saw a tear spill down her cheek, “Y-You have.”

I handed her the phone and sighed, “Well, I guess that all good things have to come to an end. I would have loved to be able to tell you my secret some day. I guess that won’t happen now.”

Madison’s tears started pouring, “M-Miss P-Price! P-Please, I just w-wanted you to s-see what I wore for y-you!”

“Oh, darling, I would love to believe you. But if that were the case, wouldn’t you have just been able to bend over while you were picking something up?” I asked.

The sobbing only got worse and I sighed heavily. As much as I wanted to tease her and let her bask in the fear for a few moments, she was becoming overwhelmed.

“Get on your knees, Madison.”

She didn’t question me as she got down on her knees and looked up at me. I reached down to wipe her tears away and sighed, “Lift my shirt up and pull my shorts down.”

Madison gave me a curious look and wiped her eyes before nodding. Her hand lifted my large shirt up and then tugged at my shorts with her other hand. My hard cock sprung free as soon as the shorts passed my mid-thigh and I let out a quiet groan, “You know, if you weren’t so damn cute, I would have fired you. But I guess that both of us were keeping something from the other.”

Her eyes couldn’t pull away from my cock. I knew it was impressive, but I expected her to be a little more surprised than impressed. “Y-You’re trans?”

“A secret that I intend to keep just between us. But if that’s going to happen, I need to be sure that you’re going to be around for the long haul. As sweet as you are, I wouldn’t be able to pay you four thousand a month just to have me spank you when you feel like it. If you want to stick around, you’re going to have to give me a reason to see that you’re worth it, darling,” I said.

Before I even finished the last word of my sentence, she leaned forward and took the head of my cock into her mouth. For all of my teasing, I didn’t expect her to be so willing to jump into this. That didn’t mean I was going to stop her.

Madison’s tongue swirled around my sensitive crown and then she took me deeper into her mouth. She paused for a second as my head reached the back of her throat. As enthusiastic as she was, I could tell that she wasn’t all too familiar with having a cock in her mouth. The second she took my cock into her throat, she choked and started gagging.

I reached down and pushed her head back, “Hey, don’t hurt yourself! I’m glad that you’re devoting so quickly, darling, but you don’t have to act like your life depends on it.”

She pulled away until only the head of my cock remained in her mouth. Her tongue flicked a few times against my slit and then she broke away, “It does. Who else is going to hire me? I can’t afford to pay rent without this job. Just tell me what I have to do.”

I ran my hand through her blonde hair and smiled, “How many times have you had a cock inside you, Madison?”

“Do toys count?” she asked.

“No, they’re not the same,” I said.

“Then never, Miss Price.”

My brow arched, “You mean to tell me that as beautiful as you are, you’ve never had a guy try to go all the way?”

“Uh, if you want me to be honest, I’m not into guys. I like dick, but not guys. I know that’s a little weird,” she mumbled.

I smiled and gestured to the chair, “It’s just your preference, but this sounds like my lucky day, Madison. Why don’t you put your hands on the chair again?”

Madison smiled as she slowly stood up and bent over the chair again. If it wasn’t her first time, I would have happily gone for her pucker instead of that soaked pussy, but she needed to be worked up to that. For now, I had to count my lucky stars as I pulled my shirt over my head and tossed it aside.

My fantasy hadn’t played out this quickly in my mind, but then again, I didn’t expect to find someone as unique as Madison. I pushed my shorts down to my ankles and stepped out of them. She looked back at me and I rested my hands on her ass, “Don’t tense up, darling.”

I gave her ass a squeeze before grasping my cock with one hand and guided it to her entrance. Her pussy was burning hot and I couldn’t deny that I was more turned on than I should have been. The control I had over her life right now was a little overwhelming, but it wasn’t something I couldn’t handle. Madison needed me in her life, and I wanted her in mine. Hiring a sexy little maid might just have been one of the best decisions I’d ever made, especially when I was looking down the barrel of retirement.

I pushed the head of my cock inside her and let out a deep groan as her tight walls squeezed my cock like a vice. Madison let out a shocked gasp and I could hear her nails digging into the seat’s cushion. “Y-You’re right… Toys don’t count.”

“Don’t worry, Madison. You’re going to enjoy this, I’m going to give you time to adjust. Don’t move,” I said.

She nodded her head and I slowly pushed deeper into her. Her juices lubricated my cock as I slid further into her. I finally pressed my hips against her ass and let out a deep sigh, “You’re so damn tight, baby.”

Madison’s soft moans and deep breaths were all I heard for a few moments. She looked back at me and smiled weakly, “I think I’m ready.”

I ran my hands up her lower back and gently massaged her as I started slowly pumping a few inches of my cock into her at a time. Even though I wanted to slam into her with all the force I could muster, I needed to give her time to get used to this. My needs were my priority, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t treat her with respect and compassion.

When her pussy no longer felt like it was trying to cut off my circulation, I pulled further back with each stroke and pumped into her. She didn’t seem to mind the slightly more aggressive thrusting and I wasn’t going to ask for permission to pick up the pace. After months of just using my hand, I wanted to finally be able to unleash my hot seed into a tight, young pussy.

Living in a small town did have downsides and I was sure that not every woman down here would be as accepting as Madison was. Besides, the few women I did know that might be interested were around my age. That wasn’t nearly as exciting as going balls deep in someone half my age!

Each time my cock pounded deep into her cunt, she let out a loud cry and pushed her hips back against me. She wasn’t playing around, as inexperienced as my little maid was, she knew how to put forth effort. If only she’d have just told me that she wanted me to fuck her sooner.

Then again, maybe it was better this way. I’d learned that she got wet from being spanked and that was pretty damn valuable information. It wasn’t until I heard a loud slam that I realized just how hard I was slamming into Madison’s pussy. The chair she had been holding onto toppled over and she nearly went with it.

My cock slipped free of her pussy and she took a few stumbling steps forward before catching her balance. Before she could even straighten up, I closed the distance between us and put my hand against her back and pushed her against the wall. I used my free hand to guide my cock into her again and growled, “Where do you think you’re going, baby? I wasn’t done with you.”

“S-Sorry, I didn’t mean to—”

“Shut up and moan for me!” I barked. My hips surged forward and I kept her pinned against the wall. Each time I hammered into her, I heard the decorations on the shelves along this wall rattle and before long, a few of them started falling from the shelves and shattering on the ground.

She gasped each time that one fell to the ground but I didn’t care. The damn things weren’t nearly as important to me as she was right now. Each stroke brought me closer to my limit, but it wasn’t the sensation of her tight snatch that pushed me over the edge.

“F-Fuck! R-Ruby!” she cried out. Her walls clamped around my cock and I could feel them convulsing around me as I continued to pound her tight slit.

I could feel the warmth of her juices running down my cock and dripping from my balls and that drove me wild. Knowing that she came from just being fucked was all I needed to send me down into the blissful abyss of my orgasm.

My eyes snapped shut as I let out a deep groan and pushed myself as far into her as I possibly could. She let out a few moaning gasps as my cock throbbed deep within her. My hot, thick cum pumped into her and I let breasts press against her back as I leaned further into her. I should have probably pulled out, a woman her age was probably at risk of getting pregnant, but I didn’t care right now.

As my cock started softening inside her, I gave her a kiss on the neck and pulled out of her pussy. “Be a good girl and clean up the kitchen. When you’re ready for lunch, come get me. I’ll make sure you get a nice dessert too, okay?”

“Y-Yes, Miss Price,” she purred. “T-Thank you for letting me work for you.”

“You’re welcome, darling.”


Story Twenty-Seven

Hot for the Futa MILF

Laura Trains a Shy Client


“Hey, Laura,” Amber called out as I walked into our small gym.

“Yeah?”

She slid a few papers around on the desk behind the counter and finally held one up, “I scheduled you an eight o’clock appointment. A sweet girl came in asking about a personal trainer that wouldn’t make her feel too horrible. I figured you could use any excuse to get your hands on her.”

I rolled my eyes and took the paper from her, “Look, one client came onto me and I trusted you with that. If you’re going to keep giving me grief about it, I’ll just have to show you why she still shows up every Friday at three.”

Amber smiled and lifted her hand to show me her wedding ring, “I’m off the table. Then again, maybe Paul would like to watch us some time. It’s not every day you get to spread your legs for a MILF as hot as you.”

I chuckled and patted my crotch, my thick bulge was impossible to hide in workout clothes, but most people knew that about me when they came to the gym. It wasn’t a secret that we had a BDSM room in the back. When Amber and I went in on this gym together, we both had a similar mindset. Pleasure and fitness could go hand in hand as long as neither were forced on someone.

Up to this point, the small room in the back wasn’t used by anyone other than Paul and his wife. Still, we attracted quite an interesting set of clients. I took the paper into my office, which was just an open space with mats, and shut the door behind me. The paper was the form I had prospective clients fill out.

After a few moments, I got a pretty good idea as to what Nicole wanted. She was tall and skinny and that made her feel like she was easily ignored. Her butt was her primary concern with her core and arms being something she would like to work on.

In short, she was my favorite kind of client. Who didn’t want to watch a chick do squats and other exercises that worked the glutes?

I spent my morning going over the files on my laptop, updating other client’s workout plans. After checking my emails, I heard a soft knock on my door. Glancing down at the clock on my computer, it was seven fifty-eight.

I walked over to the door and opened it. Amber stood beside what had to be the most nervous woman I’d ever seen. Her brunette hair was pulled back in a ponytail and she wore a very revealing outfit, but it was practical for what we would be doing.

“Hey, Nicole, this is Laura. She’s going to be your trainer. Remember, this is just the first day. You can definitely change trainers if you don’t like her, but I think you’ll love her,” Amber said.

Nicole nodded and stepped inside, “C-Can we shut the door now?”

Amber backed away and when she was out of sight, she mouthed the words, “Dick her down.”

I rolled my eyes at Amber’s antics. After shut and locked the door, I turned to Nicole, “Of course. I want you to feel comfortable, Nicole. That’s the primary goal, isn’t it? You want to be comfortable. And forgive me for making the assumption, but you’re hoping to get noticed more?”

She nodded her head. I walked around her and asked quietly, “Is it okay if I touch you? I need to get an idea of what I’m working with.”

“W-Where?”

“Well, I want to feel how firm your rear is, then I’d like to check your stomach, legs, and arms. After that, I’ll run you through a few exercises to get a baseline of where you’re at,” I said.

She tensed up for a second but let out a deep breath to calm herself, “You won’t tell anyone I let you, would you?”

“The only people that are going to know are you and I,” I said.

Nicole smiled weakly at me and mumbled, “I’ll try not to pull away.”

“Good,” I said and stepped in front of her. I looked into her beautiful green eyes and smiled disarmingly as I reached around her waist and cupped each of her cheeks. She gasped and her cheeks flushed a deep shade of red as I gave her a gentle squeeze. “You don’t have a lot of muscle here, but you’ve got a good foundation to build from. I’m sure we can get you that nice, round butt that anyone would love.”

She nodded her head and I slowly slid my hands away from her ass, up to her core. I ran my thumbs over her exposed stomach and then gently held onto her sides, “Your obliques are going to need a little work as well, but that is easy to add to a routine.”

Nicole’s breathing had become shaky and I knew that I was skating on thin ice at this point. She wasn’t comfortable yet. While she was putting on a brave face for me, her hands quivered and I could see how embarrassed she was. I moved my hands to her arm and spoke quietly, “Can you flex for me?”

“I-I am,” she mumbled.

Dear god, those arms needed some work, “I take it pickle jars are your worst enemy?”

She let out a nervous giggle and nodded. I crouched down and gave her legs a quick feel. While absolutely none of this was necessary from a trainer’s perspective, she wanted to be noticed. It might not be standard practice, but she needed to feel like she had a good enough body as it was.

I stood and smiled at her, “Well, the good news is that I’m sure we can work towards your goals and get you there with a little dedication. You’re going to need to change your diet a little, you really need some more protein in your life.”

My eyes caught hers, but she wasn’t looking at my face. Nicole’s eyes had found their way down to my crotch and her mouth was slightly open.

“Sweetie? I’m not trying to make you feel bad, but if you want to stare at my crotch, you can do that from the plank position,” I said.

No sooner than her cheeks had finally returned to their naturally pale coloration, they lit up again. “I’m so s-sorry!”

“Don’t be, trust me, I’d find a way to hide it if I was ashamed of it. But I think that you can learn something from this,” I said.

She looked into my eyes for a second before cutting away to stare at a wall, “What’s that?”

I giggled and put my hand back on her ass, “Having some confidence in what you’ve already got is a wonderful thing. Trust me, you’re not someone that isn’t going to get noticed as it is.”

Nicole seemed like she might pull away from me for a moment, but then she relaxed and actually pressed herself against my hand. “C-Confidence.”

“Exactly, but that’s only part of what you’re going to be getting a hold of while you’re here. Apparently, you need a little obedience training as well,” I said with a chuckle. She cocked her head to the side. I smiled and pointed to the mats beneath us, “I told you to get into the plank position.”

“Oh!” she exclaimed and got down. Not even five full seconds into the plank, her hips started lifting into the air to make the exercise easier on herself.

I gave her raised ass a gentle swat and called out, “Keep that ass down, sweetie. You keep tempting me and I’m going to keep touching it. Trust me when I tell you that I don’t mind having my hands on that little tush of yours at all times.”

She lowered her hips and retained good form for all of five more seconds before her weak arms gave out on her.

“Good, so that’s going to be something we work on. Planks are great for the core, arms, shoulders, back, glutes, and legs. I bet you can’t guess what you said you would like to work on,” I said.

She looked up to me and mumbled, “Are you going to keep touching my butt?”

“Are you going to keep trying to slack on your workout?” I asked.

“No?”

“Then I’ll stop touching your butt. Trust me, Nicole, if all I wanted was to touch you, I would have asked you out on a date already. I’m here to motivate you and give you a little self-confidence. I’m sure you’ve heard of exposure therapy, right?”

“I have,” she said. “What’s that got to do with this though?”

I smiled and called out, “Start doing squats. I want your hips legs parallel to the floor before you come up.”

Nicole got into position and started doing what I asked. “Exposure therapy and what we’re doing are really similar. You want to be noticed. I’m noticing you. It’s uncomfortable at first, but I promise, if you don’t feel like you’re getting results, I’ll work with you to find another trainer.”

She managed fifteen squats before her legs started wobbling. I put a hand on her shoulder to stop her, “Good job. Next, you’re going to get on all fours and alternate kicking your legs up as high as you can.”

Nicole nodded and I saw a slight shimmer of sweat forming on her brow, “Can I take a second to rest?”

“Not yet. This isn’t even the start of your workout, sweetie,” I said.

She groaned and got down and started doing her leg raises. I wasn’t going to pretend I wasn’t enjoying myself. Even with the self-discipline I’d learned over the years of watching beautiful women in skimpy clothes, I could feel my cock starting to grow in my panties. These damn shorts I had on weren’t going to do much to hide my cock if I got hard…

By the time she started struggling to get her legs high anymore, I was fully hard. I wasn’t going to pretend that this little flower wasn’t my type. So sweet, shy, and insecure. It might be a little wrong to take this approach with her, but she was working out and hadn’t run away yet.

She looked up and let out a soft gasp. I glanced down and sighed heavily, “Shit, sorry about this. Ah, well we can’t pretend I didn’t notice the hell out of you.” My thick cock had escaped through the leg hole of my shorts and her eyes were glued to it.

Instead of freaking out, Nicole got back into the plank position and stared at my cock as her body quivered and strained to stay upright.

“Er, what are you doing, Nicole?” I asked.

“Y-You said I could s-stare if I was p-planking,” she said. Just when I thought she was the most innocent woman I’d met in my life, her hips slowly raised high into the air.

I chuckled and stepped behind her and put my hands on her hips. Without so much as a polite request, I pressed my cock against her ass and spoke softly, “Now you’re just begging for me to get a little hands-on with you, Nicole. If you don’t tell me to stop, I’m not going to.”

She kept her eyes on the floor beneath her, but the little brat had the nerve to push off the floor with her toes to grind her ass against me. Nicole barely had any meat on her bones, but that was most of the reason I could work at a place like this. Some people liked their women a little heftier and more filled out. I wouldn’t pretend that having a skinny woman wrapped around my cock wasn’t the best feeling in the world.

I slid my left arm under her waist to support her weight as my right hand pulled her shorts down. Her cute green panties made me smile, but as I slid them lower, I was met with the most beautiful pair of tight lips I’d ever seen.

She let out a whimpering moan as the cold air assaulted her wet pussy. I called out, “Too far?”

Nicole shook her head. I wished she would either tell me to either stop or keep going. Not knowing if I was pushing her too far was getting to be a little frustrating. I still wanted to help her with her workout goals, but god damn, how could I ignore my own desires when she was practically begging for me to ‘notice’ her?

I slid down onto my knees and spread her legs out wider. That would help her balance a little easier and make this strange position more comfortable. I leaned in close and paused for just a second before I threw caution to the wind.

My tongue slid between those tight lips and I tasted her sweet juices. Nicole might have come here because she felt ignored, but I knew that if she came back, she would get every bit of attention she wanted. This new client of mine might just become my personal pet project.

She let out a soft cry and her hips writhed as I continued to probe into her pussy with my tongue. Not once did she try to actually pull away. I would have let her, even if it meant giving up the source of her delicious nectar. I wanted her, but I wasn’t going to take her against her will.

I slid my hand down to my own thighs and took hold of my cock and started stroking it as I ate her out. She called out quietly, “I-I can s-suck you if you want.”

I took one of her lips gently in my teeth and gave it a soft nibble before pulling away from her pussy, “If you want this, I’m not going to stop at a blowjob. Nicole, I’m a woman that has specific desires. Right now, those include having your beautiful little pussy squeezing my cock while your legs are over my shoulders.”

She rolled onto her back and pushed her shorts and panties down her smooth legs and tossed them aside. Nicole lifted her legs into the air and her lower lips parted enough for me to see that soaked entrance begging to be filled. “T-That’s okay. A-Are you going to t-tell anyone?”

I pushed my own shorts and panties away and smiled at her as I got onto my knees between her open thighs. She rested her heels on my shoulders and I pushed forward until her hips were angled just how I wanted them. I pressed my cock against her entrance and whispered, “How we choose to workout is between us and us alone, Nicole. Next time, I think you might want to be on top though, cowgirl isn’t all that bad for your thighs.”

She nodded her head furiously, “W-Wait!”

I stopped applying pressure against her tight entrance and looked into her eyes, “What’s wrong?”

“N-Nothing, I just w-want to know if you’re g-going to kick me out after t-this,” she stammered. I wasn’t super fond of women that were unable to keep their composure, but she was just too damn sweet to judge for it.

A chuckle escaped me and I leaned down further and pressed my lips against hers. She hesitated to kiss me back for a second, but eventually gave in. As her mouth opened to accept my tongue, I pushed my cock inside her drenched lips.

She let out a deep moan into the kiss and I retracted my tongue and nibbled on her lip for a second before breaking the kiss completely. “Nicole, you’ve got nothing to worry about. Don’t get a boyfriend and you can come back as often as you like. Hell, if you tell Amber that I said you can get two free sessions a week, I’m sure she’ll give you a schedule.”

“Y-You’d do that for me?” she asked.

“Sweetie,” I said and gave her a quick peck on the lips. “You realize that I’m halfway into your cookie right now, don’t you? This isn’t just for you. Be a good girl for me and I’ll make sure that you’re taken care of.”

Her cheeks flushed a deep shade of red once again. I smiled and took her wrists with my hands and pinned them above her head. With her arms keeping her from turning her head away, all she could do was look at me or close her eyes as I fucked her.

She came in here with confidence issues, there was no way in hell I wasn’t going to let her know for a fact that I wanted to see her while I was inside her.

Those soft green eyes stayed open as I slowly thrust into her. As I worked myself into a faster pace, her mouth remained slightly open as streams of moans escaped her. Before I’d even managed to get to a hard and fast rhythm, I felt her walls convulsing around my cock. She let out soft, whimpering cries as her core tightened and her arms fought to break free. I kept her held under my much more powerful arms and smiled down at her, “It’s okay, baby. You don’t have to fight it.”

Her back arched off the mat and she went silent as her juices sprayed onto my cock and her thighs. I didn’t bother slowing down for her. She had all the time in the world to get used to how my cock felt inside her, but that didn’t mean I had more than twenty minutes to spend with her right now. As pleasant as it was, I still had another client to help at nine o’clock.

Once her orgasm passed, her cheeks flushed a light shade of pink and her eyes remained closed. There was that embarrassed cupcake I’d come to adore!

I plunged into her harder and harder, each thrust bringing me closer to my orgasm than the last. I needed to cum desperately, but I knew I shouldn’t finish inside her. She was only nineteen, the sheet she filled out said so. Even as the thought ran through my mind, I couldn’t help but hammer harder into her. Knowing how wrong all of this was made it so much more exciting for me.

My balls tightened up as I continued to pound her tight, young pussy and I let out a deep groan as her walls once again tightened around my cock. She was a sensitive one, to say the least!

That added tightness was all I needed to help me reach my climax. I slammed my cock into her one final time and let out a deep breath as her juices warmed my thighs. Her eyes opened once she felt my hot, thick cum start shooting deep inside her. For a moment, I thought she might scream, but then she offered me a faint smile and let her head relax on the mat.

Once I finally finished pumping her full of my seed, I realized that I might just have made this woman’s life infinitely more complicated. But that wasn’t something I was worried about. As long as she stayed dedicated to me, I could help her through her problems. Hell, it might be time for me to start canceling those Friday appointments with my other hands-on client.

As her soft green eyes blinked up at me, I leaned in and gave her another kiss. She’d found a way into my heart and that’s all I could want from life. I was a little too old to think about getting married again, but she was certainly making me rethink that. Especially if she ended up pregnant with my child.


Story Twenty-Eight

Hot for the Futa MILF

Vanessa Cheats on her Wife with another MILF


“Are you excited for the bake sale tomorrow?” Cindy asked over the phone.

I sighed and mumbled, “I’ve been baking for two days now to get this done. I want to support the fire department, but I swear, I’m going to bash some heads together if they don’t work their butts off to sell our stuff.”

Cindy laughed. “Don’t worry, if all else fails, I’m sure you could get your wife to agree to let us do a car wash together. I’m sure we’d have all the guys in town flocking to spend their money on us.”

I looked at the front door and hoped that my wife wouldn’t step outside and overhear what I was about to say. “I’m not so sure that what I’ve got would look great in a bikini.”

“I wouldn’t complain about seeing it again,” Cindy purred.

“Careful, I wouldn’t want your husband to hear.”

“Vanessa, he’s out of town. Come on over so we can relax after all that baking,” she said.

As tempting as the offer was, I couldn’t bring myself to go through with it. My wife had started asking questions about why we were spending so much time together. I wasn’t going to deny that she was a beautiful woman. Hell, she had my wife beat by a few leagues and that was hard to do.

Then again, maybe it was the allure of getting caught that made me want to keep playing with fire. “You know I would if my wife would want to come with me.”

“Then come over after the bake sale. I’m sure you can think of an excuse to take an extra hour before you can go home. Say you’re volunteering or something. I don’t know, just find a way to come over,” she begged.

“Look, I’ll try, but I can’t promise anything,” I mumbled.

The front door opened and I smiled at my wife, “Sorry, baby. We were just saying goodbye.”

“It’s late, hon. I want to get some sleep, please come to bed,” she said and shut the door as she went back inside.

“Party pooper,” Cindy mumbled.

I sighed, “She’s still my wife. Whatever we have together is nice, Cindy, but I’ve got to try to with her.”

“I know, baby. But I want to spend some time with you too, especially while my husband is gone on deployment,” she said.

“We will, just try to be patient. I’ve got to go, I’ll talk to you tomorrow,” I said.

She said goodbye and I hung up the phone. As desperately as I wanted to play with her, to run my hands through her hair while she choked on my cock, I still had obligations. Since Cindy’s husband got stationed here, we became really close friends. It wasn’t until I accidentally flashed her that things really got intense.

Cindy was a bit of a size slut, but her husband took good enough care of her while he was around. The problem was, his size couldn’t compare to mine and that was a very rewarding feeling.

Besides, knowing that my wife would probably flip her shit if she found out made things so much more appealing. It was unfair to my wife, but hell, we’d been married for twenty-three years. At the mature age of forty-five, I needed a little variance in my life. As much as I loved Miranda, she didn’t want to have sex nearly as often as I felt I needed it.

Still, I walked into our bedroom and pulled her close against me. Miranda pressed her hips against mine and she called out softly, “I love you, baby.”

“I love you too,” I whispered.

We fell asleep together and when I awoke, she was still resting peacefully in front of me. I untangled my legs from hers and headed into the bathroom to relieve myself, shower, and put on my makeup. Once I was presentable, I packed up my baked goods and hopped in my SUV and headed to our massive church’s parking lot.

The entire way there, I had to fight with my lingerie to stop my panties from disappearing up my ass. The bra I wore was itchy, but if I did decide to head over to Cindy’s house, I wanted to make her mouth water before I let her have what she wanted.

The turnout for our bake sale was rather impressive. After a few minutes of teasing banter, Cindy and I had to separate and start counting out bills and handing out cookies.

When we finally had a slight lull in business, she hurried over to my table and got on her tiptoes to whisper, “I’m not wearing any panties.”

“Well, that makes one of us. I wore special ones, just for you,” I whispered in response.

“Maybe I’ll put them on before you fuck me so I can have something to remember today by?”

I could feel my cock stiffening under my pants, “You’re a naughty little bitch, aren’t you?”

“As naughty as a military wife can get. You should have seen how many cocks I had at my husband’s last command. I think you’re lucky that you’re the only person I’ve got my eyes on,” she purred.

“And why is that?” I asked.

She giggled and whispered, “Because my pussy is so tight right now that I can barely fit two fingers in.”

“Sounds like you’re going to be a screamer,” I said. Another group of individuals started heading over from another booth that had a raffle going on. “We’ve got business, sweetie.”

Cindy groaned and hurried back to her table and put on that adorable smile of hers. For a woman that was just shy of forty, she looked like she could still be in her mid-twenties. That was something I envied. I didn’t look bad for my age, but I still had to dye my hair to keep the gray from coming through. Some people believed in aging gracefully, I wasn’t one of them.

I was going to cling to my youth as long as I possibly could!

When we finally finished with the bake sale, we helped the firefighters and law enforcement break down the tables and put them up. Once everything was taken care of, the chief of police approached us and smiled warmly, “Thanks to you two, we raised an extra eight hundred and sixty-two dollars.”

He offered each of us five twenty dollar bills, “For your troubles.”

I lifted a hand and gently pushed his extended hand down to his side, “Oh, really sir, we did it to help the community. You all chipped in to get us the materials we needed and that’s all the payment we needed. I’m sure Cindy ate just as many cookies as I did when we were baking our treats.”

She glanced at me and I could see the slight frustration in her eyes before it dissipated. “She’s right, sir. Thank you for the offer, but put it towards getting Mrs. Adam’s house rebuilt. That fire was awful and I just hope we can help this community pull together in this time of need.”

He smiled warmly at us, his gray beard and mustache separated only by those bright teeth, “You two are the exact kind of people we need in this town. Well, I’ll see you two around, and you just let me know if one of my officers gives you a ticket. I’ll make sure to take care of that. Around here, we don’t forget when people do right by us.”

As he started walking away, Cindy looked at me with her mouth slightly agape, “What the fuck?”

“Sweetie, you’re coming from San Diego. Around here, it’s not about how much money you have, it’s who owes who a favor. Trust me, I’ve gotten out of six tickets already and I’m sure that Oliver would let me get away with murder,” I said.

She let out a deep sigh, “You’re amazing.”

“I know, baby. Now, how about we head over to your place so we can finally get me out of these panties?” I cooed.

I knew that I’d impressed her with my little stunt, but seeing her so stricken with awe was still gratifying. Cindy nodded her head and headed to her car. I got in my SUV and drove over to her house and pulled into the driveway. She drove around me and parked in the garage.

As soon as she unlocked the door, I pulled her inside and locked it back. My hands slid down her waist and I pushed her against the door as my lips pressed against hers.

Cindy let out a quiet moan and her hands groped my ass. My hips ground into her and I knew that she had to be able to feel my thick cock’s head pressing against her thigh. I loved feeling her stomach as it rubbed against my base, but that was probably the reason she was so desperate for me to fuck her. My package was the largest in town unless someone else could make a ruler disappear when measuring.

Her hands slid into the waist of my jeans and she yanked until they finally pulled down over my ass. I broke the kiss and chuckled, “Someone’s a horny little slut.”

“I never pretended that I wasn’t, baby. God, I want you so bad!” she groaned.

I stepped out of my shoes and pushed my jeans down to my ankles and kicked them off. She followed suit. The wet spot that dampened the crotch of her jeans made me smile. I tugged my shirt over my head and the faint outline of my abs came into view. “Mm, I love a woman that takes care of herself,” Cindy said.

“Yeah, I’m just waiting until my hips decide to stop working,” I said jokingly.

She pouted her lower lip out, “Don’t talk like that. How on earth would I be able to ride something that big?”

I chuckled and pulled my panties off and handed them to her, “Shut up and put these on. We don’t have all day to do this. Be a good girl for me.”

Cindy smiled and pulled them up her thighs and then pulled the fabric tightly between her lips. Her adorable pussy puffed out a little and she used the panties to floss her pussy teasingly, “You might want to taste me later.”

I rolled my eyes and started stroking my cock to get it hard. It always took a little bit of effort, but Cindy seemed more than willing to help me. She slid down to her knees and pulled her shirt off and tossed it aside. Her large breasts were cupped by her bra, but for some reason, she didn’t seem to want to take that off.

Cindy pulled my hand away from my cock and immediately took my thick cock into her mouth. After a few seconds of bobbing slowly around my crown, she looked up at me and winked before taking most of my length into her throat. I’d never had someone even attempt that, but I doubted that she would have even attempted it if I was fully hard.

As she started getting into a rhythm, I felt her hand cup my heavy balls. The harder my cock got, the slower she bobbed. After a few moments, she gagged loudly and started pulling away. I reached down and put my hand on the back of her head, “No, ma’am. You’re going to keep sucking until I say stop!”

She looked up at me with those lust-filled blue eyes. Her blonde hair pooled around her shoulders and I chuckled as I gathered it into a ponytail and held on tight, “You know what, I think you’re the type of whore that would rather just be face fucked.”

I felt her jaw relax and I chuckled, “Not your first time, I take it.”

Before she could anything to respond to me, I forced my cock fully into her throat. Her throat contracted around my cock and she gagged repeatedly but I didn’t relent. I slowly pulled out of her warm, tight throat only to push myself back in until her nose pressed against my crotch. If I didn’t have to get home to my wife, I would have kept her down there on her knees until I’d completely broken her in.

My hips pulled away and my cock finally popped out of her mouth. Cindy looked up at me with saliva dripping down her chin, “Why’d you stop?”

“Shut up and bend over, baby. We both know I can’t be here all night, you’ll just have to wait until my wife goes to visit her family or something along those lines for that. But don’t you worry, you’re going to get what you deserve,” I cooed.

She stood up and rubbed the sides of her jaw for a moment before turning around and leaning against the door. I pulled the panties aside and her tight lips already glistened from her arousal. I smiled as I stepped closer to her and guided the head of my cock to her entrance. She would have been a fun woman to make my needy submissive, but I didn’t have time to start training her.

A quick orgasm was all I had time for right now. I pushed forward and she yelped as my cock stretched her wide. Cindy’s head pressed against the door and I pushed more of my cock into her. Her tightness was hard to delve into, but I wasn’t going to give up. I didn’t care if it took fifteen minutes just to get her stretched far enough to take my full size.

I continued to use short strokes to work my cock deeper inside her, and luckily for both of us, it didn’t take nearly that long. My crown kissed her cervix but I still had more to go. I let out a deep groan and muttered, “I’m going to destroy your little cunt, baby.”

“F-fucking do it, oh my god, do it!” she cried.

The desperation oozed off her and I couldn’t help but chuckle as I pulled my cock slowly out of her before slamming back inside her. She might have wanted me to go deeper, but that would wait until it was time to fill her with my cum. After all, if she was one of the women that didn’t enjoy her cervix being penetrated, it would be much easier to console her if I was only inside her long enough to fill her up with my seed.

Even as I started hammering into her wetness, I knew that I was playing a dangerous game. We were both still capable of having children, I never bothered with a vasectomy and she didn’t get her tubes tied. If she did end up getting pregnant, it wouldn’t take a detective to find out who got who pregnant. In a town as small as ours, we would be figured out immediately. My wife was already curious, even if she didn’t know why.

Cindy’s loud cries weren’t getting any quieter. For all I knew, someone could be outside listening to us right now. The thought was a little sobering, but I didn’t stop thrusting into her. I’d already devoted to this and if I was going to get caught, I might as well enjoy myself.

Her tight, warm pussy gripped my cock with each motion and I couldn’t believe just how amazing she felt. My wife wasn’t nearly this pleasant, but then again, it might have just been the taboo aspect of what we were doing. Betraying the trust of our partners just to have a moment of ecstasy? Maybe it wasn’t worth it, but why would I stop now?

I’d already committed to this. Cindy’s screams of pleasure were already rewarding me and making me feel like I wasn’t doing such a bad thing. Surely, something that felt so good wouldn’t be something that ended up causing either of us any trouble.

My hands slid up her back and I unclasped her bra as I continued pounding into her depths. She let her arms drop for a second so that her bra could fall to the floor. Once it was out of the way, I put my arms under her and cupped her breasts with my hands. Her large breasts were perfect for squeezing and teasing while I worked my cock into her.

Her cries slowly became quieter and for a moment, I questioned if she was just putting on a show for me before. That thought went out the window as she got on her tiptoes and let out a high-pitched whine. Cindy’s already tight pussy clenched around my cock and she put her hands on top of mine and roughly squeezed them.

A rush of her juices sprayed down onto her thighs and the floor below. I didn’t bother to stop fucking her and her orgasm seemed to never end. Just when I thought she was finally coming back down, another wave of juices burst forth from her. By the time she finally sucked in a deep breath, my feet were in a small puddle of her warm, slick juices.

Cindy’s hands moved back to the door and she slowly got louder as I continued to slam into her. She was a curious one, hell, she was the only woman I’d ever fucked that actually got louder when she wasn’t cumming!

I loved it though, her screams only served to bring me closer to my own orgasm. Knowing what I could do to her when we were having a quickie made me pray that our naughty adventures would only be more fun in the future. When I actually had time to make her toes curl and her pussy squirt until it couldn’t anymore.

She was the exact woman I wished my wife would be. That thought made my balls tighten up and I let out a deep groan as I put my hands on her hips. With each thrust, I pulled her against me until I finally felt my heated rush of bliss start coursing through me. It was time to breed my naughty slut.

I slammed into her one final time with enough force to send her hips crashing into the door in front of us. My cock forced itself inside her cervix and she let out a soft whine before moaning quietly. My cock throbbed within her depths and my thick, hot cum flooded her in ways that I was sure her husband never could have.

When my cock finally stopped pumping her full of my seed, I slowly pulled out of her and kept the panties from covering her. I slid two fingers between her thighs and ran them through her soaked folds and then reached around and poked them into her mouth, “See how wet I can make you, baby? Just remember that your husband will never be able to compare to me. All the men in the world can’t make you into their little whore like I can.”

It had been quite some time since I’d talked to a partner like this. God, how I missed it. Cindy sucked my fingers clean and then pulled away from me and sighed heavily, “C-Can’t you stay a little longer?”

“I would love to, but my wife is going to start getting more suspicious if I don’t get back to her.”

“Then let her, I don’t care what she thinks. I just want you,” she whined.

I gave her ass a rough spank and stepped away from her so that I could put my clothes back on. “When you’re ready to leave your husband and replace my wife, we can talk about that,” I said.

She chuckled and mumbled, “Well played, Vanessa.”

“Don’t worry. We’ve got another charity event for next weekend. I’m sure we could find a reason to get together after,” I purred.

Cindy smiled at me and let me out of the house. As guilty as I felt for cheating on my wife, I wasn’t going to pretend that I didn’t love every second of having that tight pussy around my cock.


Story Twenty-Nine

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 Thirty

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 Thirty-One

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 Thirty-Two

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 Thirty-Three

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.

Story Thirty-Four

A Futa Comforts Her Friend

The Hands-On Approach


A thundering roar shook the foundations of her house and rain pelted the window of her room. The fourth thunderstorm of the week had Sara on edge. If her laptop had any battery power left, she wouldn’t have cared. Her laptop charger broke last night, the poor thing was nearly six years old. Living this far out from the city, it was only a matter of time until the power went out.

Inevitably, the power died and Sara called the power company to report the outage. She was told that it would be about six hours until it was restored. Candles were lit and her roommate, April, knocked on Sara’s bedroom door.

“Hey, Sara?”

“What’s up?” Sara eyed her roommate’s body. In the flickering candlelight, she could see April’s curves, her lithe body with wide hips and a perky pair of breasts. The shorts April wore hid nothing from view. Of course, April only wore them in the house for ‘comfort’, but Sara got the feeling that April did it to torment her.

They’d had the conversation before, April had a boyfriend, but damn, the things Sara wanted to do if the woman didn’t.

“I was hoping we could talk for a bit?”

“Yeah, sure, I probably need to get off my phone before it dies. Is everything okay?” Sara asked.

April walked to Sara’s bed and sat beside her, “Kind of. But not really. Eric broke up with me after he cheated on me. So I guess you could say things aren’t so great.”

The emotion in April’s voice concerned Sara. They joked and had fun most times, mostly at Sara’s expense. Having a cock was something that April likes to tease Sara for. Seeing April in this state annoyed Sara, Eric was a real dick.

“Want me to kick his ass?” Sara asked.

“No, I really don’t. I want to forget him,” April said.

Sara nodded towards the door, “We could grab a bottle of whiskey.”

“I wasn’t thinking of that kind of forgetting. When we first moved in here, you told me I was pretty. I mean, yeah, you were drunk. But you did say that,” April said.

“I’m not sure if you’re in a place where I can talk about that. I mean, if Eric just broke up with you, wouldn’t that be a little shitty of me to step in on?” she asked.

“It was a few days ago. I just… I had to make sure it was real. But I want to move on. I’ve been with that manipulative asshole for two years and I’ve been waiting for so long to be wanted again.”

Sara leaned back on her bed, relaxing into the mountain of pillows, “And you know that I want you as a friend, so you’re good.”

April joined her in the relaxation. Her smooth leg draped over Sara’s leg and she spoke softly, “I was hoping you might still want me as more.”

“This is pretty unfair to me. I do want to be here for you and I’d be lying through my teeth if I said you weren’t the sexiest damn thing around. But I don’t know if I’m a good match for you,” Sara mumbled.

“Why not?”

“Because I’m a little on the, you know, unwanted side? All the people that know I was born as a dude don’t want me around here. So associating yourself with me on a more intimate level, that isn’t going to go well for you.”

“And?”

“One-word answers have always pissed me off,” Sara said.

April’s shifted her body a little further onto Sara. Her leg pressed against Sara’s cock and she ground against it, “I don’t care what other people think. If you want to keep things private and we pretend to be single, that’s fine. I’ve been wanting to give you the chance you’ve been waiting for since high school.”

“I never said I was waiting for it.”

“You didn’t have to. Besides, you think I never read your diary?” April asked.

Sara put her hand on April’s crotch and pulled her tiny frame on top of her. Her fingers mashed the denim shorts into April’s pussy and she spoke in a firm tone, “You know better than go through a girl’s shit, don’t you?”

April let out a soft moan, apparently not bothered by the attempt at making her yelp, “Mm, you keep touching me like this and I’m going to call you daddy.”

“Oh my god, April, you’re the worst,” Sara said. Her hand loosened but stayed on the woman’s heated center, “Look, if you really want to make this a thing, I’m fine with it. But we’re going to have to be exclusive. You know how I am.”

“I’m not the kind of woman to cheat. Besides, if things don’t work out, I’ll just charge you more for rent. That’s fair, right?” April asked.

“That would be scummy of you,” Sara said.

“Yep, and I wouldn’t do it, but I can still make idle threats.”

Sara’s fingers once again dug into April’s core. This time she got a hiss from April, “Something wrong, April?”

“Not a damn thing,” she said through clenched teeth.

“Sounds like you’re lying again,” her hand moved from April’s heated crotch to her stomach. “Are you sure about all of this, April?”

Sara wanted to get involved with April, she had for a long while. Now that the opportunity presented itself, Sara didn’t know if her morals would let her. Having April rebounding to her felt strange, but there was still the chance that April truly wanted her. April did wait a few days to tell Sara, that had to mean something.

April scooted off of Sara and sat beside her on the bed, “I’m pretty sure. You’ve been good to me and I want to see where it can go. I mean, you know a lot of my issues already. I’m really codependent and it feels horrible to be alone. But I understand if you don’t want me. I’m a bit of a basket case, aren’t I?”

Those sad blue eyes bore into Sara, “You’re not a basket case. You’ve been through shit and I understand how that goes. April, I just want to make sure we’re both taking this seriously if we do this.”

“I’m not saying all this stuff lightly, Sara. I know you and I trust you. That means a lot, doesn’t it? I don’t want to find someone new and spread my legs for them to make them say they love me. You’ve told me that before and I didn’t even show you my clam.”

Sara sat up and looked to April, “If we’re going to make this real, then I want to make it official soon. Let’s go out on a date. All dressed up, all that shit. If you want to be with me, we’re going to make it a public thing.”

“Are you sure you want to do that?” April asked.

“Yeah, I said it for a reason.”

“Even after last time?”

“Even after last time.”

“Okay, can you drive in a storm?” April asked as she stood from the bed.

“I could, but I’d rather stay inside with my girl tonight,” Sara put her hands on April’s waist and pulled her back onto the bed. “I know she’s a bit of a nympho anyway.”

“Hey, I only… Yeah, I get pretty loud when I masturbate, don’t I?”

“I can admit to listening in a time or twenty,” Sara said.

“Pervert.”

“I’d like to think that you would have gotten quiet if you didn’t want me to hear.”

April pushed Sara onto the bed and climbed on top of her. Groaning as the tight ass pressed against her stiffening cock, Sara called out, “I’m going to make you scream if you keep this up, April.”

Having April’s warm hips grinding against her cock brought a groan from her. April leaned down and whispered, “Screaming is fine. That’s the only decent thing about living this far out of town. No one is going to come to save you when your cock is raw from fucking me so damn much.”

Sara pulled April’s head lower and kissed her deeply. The taste of caramel lingered on April’s tongue, likely from the candy she loved so much. A soft moan escaped April and April’s hips stopped moving.

Breaking away from the kiss, Sara spoke quietly, “We don’t have to do this tonight. I’ve been patient this long, I don’t mind waiting a little longer to make love to you.”

“Making love is something we can do after we have that fancy dinner. Right now, baby, I just want you to fuck me like you hate me.”

“Good song.”

“I know you like Seether,” April moved Sara’s hand to the bottom of her shirt. “I’m not wearing a bra, want to see?”

Sara smiled at the teasing minx and pulled the shirt up. From her position, she got stuck trying to get it over April’s head and the ensuing giggling made Sara blush. April helped get the shirt off and her perky breasts met with the cool air of the room.

“Fuck they’re so cute. Why haven’t I seen you naked before?” Sara asked as she put her hands on the breasts. Fingers toyed with nipples and April gasped as she tilted her head back.

“Mm, because you’re a pussy who never asked to see me naked? I’ve seen your tits before. Your dick has been a mystery for me though. I mean, I’ve seen your bulge when you were hard a time or two,” April said.

“What? When? I’ve tried to be decent about that.”

“Just because I never said anything about it doesn’t mean I’ve never seen it. I wear these shorts for a reason.”

Sara groaned and pressed her hips against April’s ass, “You’ve been wearing them the entire you were dating. You trying to say you wanted to torture me for all this time?”

“Torture? That’s one way to look at it. I’d like to think that I was letting you enjoy a show without having to pay for it,” April said as she lifted her hips away from Sara. “I’m not wearing panties either. Want to see?”

“Is that even a question?” Sara put her hands on April’s ribs and rolled them over. With Sara on top of April on her king size bed, she had all the room in the world to play with her.

“I guess it is? I mean, by definition it was a question. I’ll rephrase the question for you. Want to take my shorts off and eat my pussy?” April asked.

Sara unbuttoned those tiny shorts and pulled them slowly down April’s pale legs. The scent of her sex made Sara’s mouth water in anticipation. It seemed that April had been paying attention to Sara’s drunken conversations about loving oral sex. That, or April was just being hopeful, either way, Sara was excited to make the sexy woman’s body squirm under her.

Sara leaned over April’s body and placed a kiss on April’s lips. Then she worked her way down April’s body leaving behind a trail of wet kisses. April’s chest rose and fell rapidly as Sara continued to tease her with the slow descent towards her desire. Sara kissed each of April’s breasts and sucked the nipples into her mouth for just a moment to get them stiff before she continued lower.

Her tongue dipped into April’s belly button and ran a circle before Sara moved on. Sara could hear April’s breath catching in her throat as Sara’s breath rolled over her sensitive sex. She looked at April and shot her a wink before she kissed her sensitive clit.

Sara let her lips surround the bead and suckled with little pressure. She didn’t want to overstimulate her partner too quickly. While making April soak her bed was an end goal, it was a goal that needed to be achieved one step at a time.

Sara’s tongue licked the bead and then she let herself enjoy the taste of the woman’s channel. April bucked her hips against Sara and encouraged Sara with her soft cries of pleasure. This is all Sara could want from April. To show her the pleasures they could share if only they took the time to enjoy one another.

Her hands slid up April’s body, fingertips tracing the curve of April’s hips. Sara’s left hand rested on the bed to support herself while her right stroked along April’s breast.

April couldn’t stem the stream of sounds coming from her. Being serenaded by April didn’t bother Sara in the slightest. Having her efforts appreciated was enough to keep Sara going. Her tongue continued to delve into the woman’s folds until Sara slipped it inside April’s depths.

The taste of April’s juices flooded Sara’s mouth and she swallowed. April’s hand reached down to stroke Sara’s head, expecting Sara to stop after her orgasm. Sara wasn’t finished.

Sara’s hand slid back down April’s body and rubbed April’s clit back and forth as she picked up the pace.

“F-Fuck! Sara, I can’t!”

April’s protests didn’t stop Sara. She knew April could handle multiple orgasms. April told Sara to fuck her like she hated her. If that was going to happen, Sara wanted to know that April was satisfied before her cock came into the picture.

The cries that filled the room never once sounded pained and Sara continued lavishing April’s sex with her tongue. By the third orgasm, Sara’s jaw ached from the effort. Finally, she pulled away and sighed as she came away from April’s thighs.

April’s chest heaved as she panted for air. Sara smiled and moved to kiss April. Letting April calm down wasn’t on Sara’s list of things to do. Sara’s tongue slipped into April’s mouth and shared the taste of her orgasm.

Sara broke the kiss and slid off the bed for a moment to remove her own clothes. With her cock stiffer than steel, she looked at April, “Are you okay to keep going?”

April had the chance to catch her breath and after a few moments, Sara got back on the bed. Sara’s hands rubbed April’s legs while she waited between April’s thighs.

“Holy fuck, Sara. You’re ridiculous,” she said.

“Huh?”

“The things you can do with your mouth, oh my god. Teach a class. Get the fucking word out. Women everywhere need to be treated like that.”

Sara laughed and shook her head, “I had my learning experiences in college.”

“I want to find your teacher, or did the student surpass the instructor.”

“I think Mrs. Thompson would be in her fifties now, it was like eight years ago,” Sara said.

April gasped, “No shit? I knew that woman was a cougar!”

“Baby, I’m not trying to sound selfish, but I’m still waiting for your answer. I’m a little worked up.”

“Well if you keep calling me baby, I guess I don’t mind if you fuck me,” April spread her legs and stuck her tongue out at Sara.

Sara laughed, “Are you really going to lay on your back?”

“Wait, I don’t get to be lazy?” April sat up on the bed. “How about you sit on your butt, I’ll sit in your lap and we’ll see what happens.”

Sara shifted to sit on the bed, leaning against her pillows, comfortable as could be. “Sounds like a plan, babe. Sure you can take me?”

“You’re big, but I’m pretty sure I can handle it,” April said as she climbed into Sara’s lap. Sara used a hand to guide her tip to April’s entrance and moaned as April lowered onto it.

The tight grip around Sara’s shaft made it hard to keep herself from shooting her load immediately. Sara couldn’t remember the last time she got laid, probably before her transition. Had it really been three years?

She didn’t have time to think about it as April started riding her, “See? You’re a big girl but I’m doing just fine.”

“You’re doing more than fine. Keep it up and I’m going to paint you white,” Sara said.

April laughed and put her hands on Sara’s shoulders. Her hips rose and fell at an ever-increasing pace and loud moans escaped her. Their sounds mixed into the air. Without the heat on, the warmth they found in each other’s arms became all the more desirable.

Sara tried to rock her hips in time with April’s bouncing. Once she caught the rhythm, she knew she wouldn’t last long. Sara laughed and April asked, “Whats funny?”

“Just thinking about you having to wait until the lights were out to sleep with me,” Sara said.

“Oh shut up, you know I would have fucked you under a spotlight.”

“A spotlight, huh?”

“Do you want me to stop?” April silenced Sara by kissing her. Her hips bounced with fevered passion as she felt her fourth orgasm of the night consume her. April moaned into the kiss and her warm juices drenched Sara’s thighs.

The tight walls constricting around her cock were heavenly. Sara thrust into April a few last times as she felt her orgasm building within her. Years of friendship and fantasies intertwined and fed into Sara’s physical release. More important to Sara, the emotional connection she felt with April felt strengthened.

They were inseparable before, but now, she couldn’t imagine a scenario in which they wouldn’t be at one another’s side. Sara’s orgasm wouldn’t be denied and she felt her balls tightening as she unleashed ropes of her cum into April.

April dropped as far as she could onto Sara’s cock and ground her hips into Sara. Once Sara’s balls were emptied, April broke the kiss and panted as she leaned back. “God damn, Sara. I want to do that again.”

“I do too, but I can’t right now,” Sara looked out the window and listened to the rain. It seemed that it was slacking up, but she couldn’t be sure that the bottom wouldn’t drop out again. “How do you feel about going on that date?”

“We probably should have left before we got all sweaty. The water is going to be cold and we can’t shower.”

“We could, but it would suck.”

“Speaking of sucking. What the fuck were you even doing when you went down on me? That was amazing and I want to figure out how to do that.”

“I’ll tell you when you’re older, April,” Sara teased.

April rocked her hips slowly onto Sara’s softening cock, “I’m older than you or did you choose right now to forget that you call me old all the time?”

“You’re two months older than me, and calm it down granny. We’re still young enough to fuck like rabbits. Or did you forget you came four times?”

“More than I usually get off. Eric couldn’t even get me off once without trying super hard. Then again, he was lazy.”

Sara shook her head, “You’re going to have to get off me, baby.”

“I don’t wanna.”

“But you have to.”

“Why?”

“Because I want a poptart and a shot of whiskey. If we’re staying in tonight, I’m going to get nice and comfy and we can snuggle for a while. My phone might live long enough to watch a movie or something. You down?”

“Sounds like a plan. But uh, if you’re going to keep calling me baby and stuff, could I ask something?”

“Yeah, what’s up?”

“Are we dating?”

“I’d like to think that we are. If you want me to write you a note with check yes or no boxes on it, I could,” Sara said with a smirk.

April eased off of Sara’s cock and then leaned in to kiss her before rolling to lay on the bed. “Can I pick the movie?”

“You’re already making me feel like I’m pussy whipped.”

“You are.”

“I’ve waited a few years to say this shit like I’ve always meant it. April, you know I love you, don’t you?”

“Of course I do and I love you too. Now go get the poptarts and the whiskey, that is sounding like a much better idea than it did a few seconds ago.”

Sara got off the bed and walked to the kitchen. Finding the poptarts and the whiskey only took a few seconds. Trying to stop the flow of tears took much longer. Maybe there was a higher power at work in her world. How much longer could she have gone without finding someone to love, she couldn’t have guessed. And now, she didn’t have to.


Story Thirty-Five

Brooke’s Supernatural Futa

No Such Thing as Luck


The sound of plastic wheels rolling down the pavement warned Brooke all too late. She felt the board bite at her heel and a body fell on top of her. They tumbled to the ground and Brooke let out a yelp of pain as her knee scraped against the concrete.

Of course, she chose today to wear a pair of shorts. Most days she would have gone out to lunch in pants, but she tried to appreciate her body more lately. Her self-confidence had grown, but that came back to bite her in the ass.

She rolled onto her side as the burning pain radiated outward. A soft voice called out in a panic, “Oh my god, are you okay? I’m so sorry!”

Brooke looked at the woman that crashed into her and for a moment, she forgot the pain. Her brunette hair fell over her left eye. The sunlight made the woman’s green eyes appear even more bright. Brooke saw the anxiety etched on the woman’s face. She couldn’t have been more than twenty, probably close to fifteen years younger than Brooke. The skater’s lower lip poked out and Brooke knew she had to say something before the woman started crying.

“Yeah, it’s just a scrape. It stings, but I’ll be fine. Are you okay?” Brooke asked.

The woman nodded and looked at Brooke’s knee, “Are you sure you’re okay I was on my way home and I just wasn’t paying attention. I was almost there, think you can make it to my house so I can clean that up and put some ointment on it?”

“Oh, no it’ll be alright. Thank you, but I can take of it when I get home,” Brooke rose to her feet. As she put pressure on her leg, she groaned from the pain.

The skater stood up and grabbed her board. Putting it under her arm, she used her free hand to wrap around Brooke’s waist. “Nope, you took a solid hit. Let me help, I promise I won’t hit you again. By the way, my name is Max,” Max said.

Her aching knee throbbed as the blood rushed to the area. Brooke’s pain motivated her to accept Max’s offer, “You win, Max. I’m Brooke, but how long do you think it’s going to take to patch me up?”

“Maybe twenty minutes? I want to ice it before you go. I’m so sorry to meet like this, but thank you for not jumping down my throat.”

“Accidents happen,” Brooke said. They made it to Max’s apartment after a few minutes of hobbling there. Brooke recognized the apartments as River Hills, not exactly a cheap rental unit. Finding a place to live in town was a bitch and Brooke was curious how Max could afford this place at her age.

Max helped her into the two bedroom apartment and sat her down on the couch. After Brooke was on the couch, Max hurried off to the bathroom and came back with a first aid kit. Releasing the plastic clips holding the box closed, Max fished out an alcohol pad, a tube of antibiotics, tweezers, and some gauze to wrap put over Brooke’s knee.

“Are you a nurse or something?” Brooke asked.

“My mom is, she tends to nag at me if I don’t keep a decent kit handy,” Max said as she knelt in front of Brooke. “Could you take off your shorts? They’re frayed and I don’t want the threads to irritate the cuts.”

Under other circumstances, Brooke might have been offended. Brooke unbuttoned her shorts and pushed them down her thighs. Max carefully took the shorts and guided them over Brooke’s knee. Once they fell around Brooke’s ankles, Max pulled them away.

Brooke couldn’t ignore that Max’s eyes darted to her panties. Instead of making a snide remark, she decided to take the glance as a compliment, even in her thirties, she could still draw attention to herself. Brooke laughed and said, “If you’re enjoying the show, don’t forget to leave a tip.”

Max blushed and responded, “Sorry, it’s hard not to look. I’ll do my best to focus.” Max took the alcohol pad and opened it. The pungent smell overpowered the soft scent of fabric softener in the room.

“It’s nice to be looked at, but I’m probably old enough to be your mom,” Brooke mumbled.

Max started treating the wound. The alcohol burned more than the initial impact did and Brooke clenched her teeth and hissed in a breath of air. “Almost done with this part. Then I’ve got to get rid of the dead skin. After that, I’ll get the ointment on it and we’ll patch it up. Then the ice. It should feel better after that.”

The process went through and when Max finished, Brooke had a few tears falling from her chin. Max frowned and went to the kitchen to get the ice. On her way back, she called out to Brooke, “If it makes you feel better, you look better than most people my age.”

Brooke took the bag of ice and put it over her knee. She wiped the tears away with her shirt sleeve and smiled at Max. The words were sweet, even if she probably was lying, “Thank you. I do try to keep myself kind of in shape. I let myself go for a while, but hey, new years resolutions and all that boring stuff.”

“I wouldn’t say it’s boring. If it gets you in shape like that, you really seem to be motivated. Any reason?” Max asked.

“That’s a little more personal,” Brooke said.

Max sat beside Brooke on the couch, “You don’t have to talk about it. I feel pretty bad for running into you.”

“It hurts, but it isn’t really your fault. No reason to be mad about it, if you did it intentionally, yeah I might have more of a bone to pick with you. Whippersnapper,” Brooke teased.

“Do you like Mexican food?” Max asked.

“Yeah, why?”

“I was going to cook dinner after I got home. Would you want to stay for dinner, Brooke?”

Brooke looked at the cute woman and sighed, “Yeah, I really don’t have anything else to do.”

“Was that sarcasm?”

“No, it wasn’t. Should it be?”

“I hope not. I’d like to apologize. I was going to make some burritos, beans, and some corn. Nothing too fancy, but hopefully you’ll like it,” Max said.

Brooke gave a weak chuckle, “How could I say no to that? I’m at a skater kid’s house in my panties with sore knees. I’m practically living the dream.” Max’s posture stiffened at the words.

“I’ll go get started on the food. Want a drink?”

“Are you trying to make this a date?” Brooke asked.

“Would you say no?”

Brooke hesitated for a moment and let her eyes drift to Max’s toned arms, “I don’t think I would.”

“Then I’ll break out some candles and throw on some music. I’m not sure if this is how dating works, but I’d much rather meet people while making myself look stupid rather than on a phone,” Max said.

Brooke watched Max hurry away and before long, the scent of vanilla candles and food seasonings filled the kitchen and living room. Dinner was done a little over half an hour later and Brooke walked to the table with Max’s help.

The food was delicious, but it couldn’t hold Brooke’s attention. Max’s soft features and beautiful eyes kept Brooke from paying attention to much else. Max looked like an alternative model, the piercing in her nose, another in her bottom lip. With piercings being so common in California, it didn’t surprise Brooke that she missed them at first glance.

When Max got up to take the plates away, Brooke could see yet another piercing poking at Max’s shirt. Naval piercings were always attractive to Brooke, but she didn’t know how to start the conversation that she wanted to have.

When Max came back, she sighed and looked at Brooke, “I know this is selfish. I know it’s so very selfish. But could I have your number? I enjoyed this a ton.”

The conversation was started for Brooke. A smile crossed her lips and she nodded, “Go get my phone out of the pocket of my jeans and you can have it.”

Max went to retrieve the phone and handed it to Brooke. A groan escaped Brooke. Her phone’s screen had spiderweb cracks ran all along the front, “God mother fucker, I knew I should have put a fucking case on this piece of shit!”

“You know what, that’s my fault. I accept full responsibility and I’ll replace it tomorrow. Or we can go now, but that would mean you would have to walk a bit to get to the store,” Max offered.

“You don’t have to pay for my phone. Max, shit happens. If anyone else did this, do you think they would offer to pay for it?”

“Do I have to be everyone else?” Max asked.

Brooke looked at Max and felt her loins stir. Was this twenty-something really going to make her revisit her rule against dating those younger than her?

When Brooke didn’t answer, Max continued, “I have a guest room, do you work tomorrow? If not, you can stay here. If you want, that is.”

“I don’t work on the weekends. Lucky me, I get run down by a skater on Friday. Look for the silver linings, right?” Brooke said.

“Is that a yes?”

“Yeah, I can stay the night, Max.”

“I’ll go get the bed ready for you. Uh, and you might want to put on the shorts, I turn the AC down really low when it’s time for bed,” Max said.

Brooke asked, “What time is it?”

“Like seven, but I don’t know what time you go to bed.”

“I’m not old enough to hate going to bed around ten. And I like sleeping in the cold, it’s waking up in the cold that sucks.”

Max smiled, “Don’t worry. I’ll probably wake up before you. I can turn the heat on for you. It’s the least I can do.”

“So what do you want to do in the meantime?” Brooke asked.

“Fix your bed first, then if you’d like to watch a movie or something, I could find something for us.”

Brooke nodded, “Right on. I’ll meet you on the couch then? And could you bring a blanket and turn down the AC?”

Max nodded in return and disappeared for a few minutes. She came back with a thin cover and bumped the air conditioner down on her way through. Max sat beside Brooke and spread the blanket out over them. Grabbing the remote, Max opened the Netflix app and searched for a highly rated romance movie.

Brooke was still yet to put on her shorts and she felt Max’s hand rubbing her thigh. Her first instinct was to tell Max to stop, but instead, she lifted her leg and put it over Max’s. Max looked at Brooke and smiled, “Mind if I move closer?”

“I don’t, but I do want to know where you’re going with this,” Brooke said.

Max scooted closer and slid her left arm behind Brooke’s back and continued rubbing Brooke’s thigh with her other hand. “I’m not really going anywhere with it. If things feel right and you don’t stop me, who knows where it would end?”

Brooke shrugged her shoulders, “I’m not quite sure where it would end.”

They were barely fifteen minutes into the movie before Brooke couldn’t take any more of the slender fingers testing her limits. Max’s fingers were stroking along the front of her panties without dipping low enough to offer release to Brooke. That wasn’t enough for Brooke.

Brooke didn’t intend to make it this easy to make her a sexually charged mess, but it happened. Having Max touching her in ways that had been ignored for months did too much for her libido to not want to pursue. Brooke leaned her head against Max’s shoulder and her hips squirmed under Max’s touch.

“I want more, please Max,” Brooke whispered.

“I can’t give you more until you know something about me. I should have said something before, but you seemed to be enjoying this,” Max said.

Brooke pressed her head against Max’s shoulder a little harder, “What do I need to know?”

Max took Brooke’s hand and moved it to Max’s crotch. The blanket made it hard to notice on the surface, but underneath, there was a part that Brooke wouldn’t normally associate with a woman. But the outline of Max’s hard cock was undeniable. The warmth of the length fighting against the tightness of Max’s jeans brought a soft moan from Brooke.

“I’m a futa, Brooke. I don’t know how you feel about that but I can’t go on without you at least knowing that about me,” Max said.

“Don’t you mean trans?” Brooke asked.

Max chuckled, “No, there is a difference, but I think that’s a story for another time. I don’t want to scare you, but there is more to me than you see.”

Brooke kissed Max’s neck a few times and then said, “Right now, I don’t care. I want you. If you want to put that beast in me, I don’t care. Just don’t stop right now, Max.”

Max’s fingers moved back to Brooke’s panties. This time, they slid under the cotton fabric and her thin fingers gently teased at the woman’s clit and labia. Brooke let out a groan and spread her legs further. The news shocked Brooke, but only for a moment. As many toys as Brooke used on herself, she was no stranger to a cock.

It had been far too long since she had the pleasure of being treated to a good time by someone that had a cock attached to them though. Her last experience had been with a woman, but Max’s experienced touch was already overshadowing her last experience.

Brooke took in the flowery scent of Max’s hair as she buried her face in Max’s neck. Two fingers dipped into her pussy while the heel of Max’s palm continued to grind into Brooke’s clit. How many people had Max practiced on? Brooke didn’t want the actual number, all she wanted was to know how many times Max would do this to her.

Brooke’s thighs struggled to stay open, her orgasm was fast building and Max seemed to show no intention of stopping any time soon. Brooke let her moans flow freely, in a house without others in it, she didn’t care how loud she got. She needed Max to know she was doing an amazing job on Brooke’s pussy.

Max was strangely quiet during the play, barely making noise other than the slick sounds her hand made while pleasuring Brooke. Brooke listened to her breathing and her lips could feel Max’s rapid pulse as they kissed Max’s neck over and over. When Max finally did utter a soft moan, Brooke lost all control over her bliss.

Brooke’s thighs snapped shut and she humped the fingers still inside her as she rode out her orgasm. Her arms tingled and her thighs burned as she threw her head back and let out a loud cry of ecstasy. Brooke’s normal fountain of juices was caught by Max’s hand and she could feel the warm, sticky liquid trailing down into her panties.

Brooke finally let her thighs open and Max removed her hand. That hand shot to Max’s mouth and she licked her hand clean of Brooke’s orgasm before sucking the fingers that were inside Brooke. Brooke sighed heavily and let her body straighten as she relaxed into the couch. “You’re amazing. Where did you learn to do that?”

“All around the world, but those times are behind me. I’ve been wanting to settle down for years,” Max said.

“Years? You’re barely in your twenties, aren’t you?” Brooke slid her hand to Max’s pants and fiddled with the button until it popped loose.

Max looked away from Brooke, “I don’t know if you’re ready to know how old I am.”

Brooke laughed at the words, “Sweetie, I’m thirty-seven. I’ve got you beat by a little while.”

“And if I told you I was over two thousand years old?”

“That would be impossible, so I probably wouldn’t believe you,” Brooke’s hand unzipped the pants and then slid into them to stroke Max’s cock.

“Two thousand, six hundred and fifty-two. If you wanted to be more specific,” Max said.

Brooke’s hand slowed, “Wait what? Max, I don’t know if you’re joking or not, but if you want me to stop, I can.”

“Remember how I said I was a futa and you asked if I was trans?”

“Yeah.”

“I am one of the many incarnations of lust. I don’t need you to believe me, but I need you to at least know that it’s the truth before you keep going,” Max said.

Brooke continued to stroke Max, but she was curious, “What do you mean, though? How could you be that old? And what would you be doing here if that was the case?”

Max sighed, “I was created to fulfill fantasies. To make people’s needs come to fruition when it was their time. You’re thirty-seven, you have no children, your ex-husband treated you horribly, and you are alone and you don’t want to be.”

Brooke couldn’t find words, there was no way a stranger could know these things about her.

“You want to have children, but you feel like you will not be able to find a partner in time. If you do find a partner, you want them to be compassionate, wealthy, attractive, and capable of satisfying you.”

“Max, you’re scaring me.”

“I know. Brooke, I was assigned to you. This isn’t something you’re going to want to hear, but you need me in your life. Or at least, you prayed for me to come into your life. Four months ago, specifically.”

Brooke’s body was hot. Her hand stopped stroking Max’s cock and she looked at the woman with fear in her eyes, “What does all of this mean?”

“It means I am to be yours until you don’t want me anymore. The children we have together will not be the first between my kind and yours. Think of the movie stars you see that you would fall in love with if they just noticed you. That is not unintentional. They are what humanity wants to see coupled with parts of supernatural beings.”

Brooke sighed and pulled her hand away from Max, “You’re fucking with me, aren’t you?”

Max shook her head, “I don’t want this to be something you are afraid of, Brooke. Our union is not set in stone if you don’t want it. But your prayers were answered. As bad as I feel about hitting you today, that was not unintentional. My form is not unintentional. While I am limited to being in a female’s body with both male and female genitals, I am still able to alter those to my lover’s standards.”

“Max, I don’t understand why I would be picked. If all of this is true, and I still don’t think it is, what makes me so special?”

“The fact that you don’t feel you deserve it. You are willing to work for it. I can’t force you to love me, Brooke. But I can be the partner you want me to be.”

Brooke sighed and put her hand back on Max’s length, “I don’t know how I feel about all of this, Max. I want to believe you, but it just doesn’t feel possible.”

Max smiled at Brooke, “But you’re willing to see this through?”

“What do I have to lose? If you can make my panties this wet with your hand, I’m curious as to what you can do with the heat you’re packing,” Brooke gave a gentle squeeze to Max’s cock.

The movie continued to play in the background, but neither of the women cared about it anymore. Brooke couldn’t believe that Max was some kind of supernatural being, but she could believe in what she felt. The desire that she had to see what else Max could offer was undeniable.

Max pulled the blanket away and stood up. Her pants were pushed down and Brooke couldn’t stop staring at Max’s tight ass and thick cock. It didn’t seem possible to have proportions like that. The thin body with small perky breasts, toned muscles, a pair of heavy balls, and a length that made Brooke blush.

As Max sat back down, Brooke looked at her and groaned, “I hate that my knee is still hurting. I wouldn’t mind getting on them to see how you taste.”

Max looked at Brooke, “I can make it better if you wanted. But you would have to promise to keep these things a secret. If people found out what my kind could do, we would be hunted.”

Brooke nodded, the logic was sound, even if it did sound horrible. “Max, I’m not sure what you really are, or why I’m special enough to have prayers answered. But I do know one thing, I want you.”

Max’s shining smile warmed Brooke’s heart. Max’s hand moved to Brooke’s knee and an uncomfortable stinging sensation was felt, then it burned until Brooke screamed in agony. Once the pain stopped, Brooke looked to Max as if betrayed, “What the fuck!”

Max frowned and undid the bandage over Brooke’s wound and showed that it was completely healed, “I can’t do things that are unnatural. I just sped up the process, extensively. Every time you would have hit it, or scraped it, or put on clothes that rubbed it… That’s what you felt. I’m sorry.”

Brooke looked at Max as if confused, “What do you mean?”

“The events of the future came to pass. It’s hard to explain. Think of it like me fast forwarding your knee to the point where it would be healed,” Max said.

“Wait, what are the side effects of that?”

“Nothing. You already experienced them, I can’t progress your aging. Not without killing you.”

Brooke blanched. She looked at Max and the reaction from Max made it clear that she was visibly afraid. “What are you?”

“Something of a witch mixed with a succubus. At least, those are the closest things you could equate me to,” Max explained.

Brooke took a deep breath and looked away from Max for a moment. This was insane. Not only was she finding out there were supernatural beings in the world, but also that she was the target of one’s affection.

Max noticed her discomfort and sat beside Brooke again, “I’m not going to hurt you. I wouldn’t. I’m one of the more benevolent of my kind. I refuse to take any client that wouldn’t end up happy.”

“Client? You make it sound like you get something out of this. What could I even offer you?”

“A child. Maybe more that one.”

“You make it sound like that isn’t a big deal!”

Max tilted her head, “Is it though? You want children. I’m required to have them. It is my directive. If I don’t reproduce, I am refusing my creator and that would mean the end of my existence. I don’t want to die.”

Brooke felt a measure of sympathy for Max. For all of the futa’s statements, Brooke couldn’t deny she was both attracted to Max and hopeful of their possible future. She still needed more answers though, “You said that you wouldn’t take a client that wouldn’t end up happy. What happens to the others?”

“They usually pay with the price of their soul. It is not pretty, and the ones that pay such a high price are usually those that are never satisfied with anything. The more you take from my kind, the trade-offs you make in life, we take back in death.”

The sinking feeling in her stomach begged for the answer to another question, “Would you tell me if I was crossing those lines?”

“You won’t. I’m sure you know what fate is, the idea of destiny. It’s not a concept. It’s a reality. Just as you experience gravity and the passage of time as facts, so is your lifetime. It has already been set in stone. But don’t think too hard about that. You still have free will, you still can change things up. You have agency in your life, but the outcomes are already known.”

Brooke ducked her head. This was a lot of information to take in. No matter how interesting the concepts were, and how many questions she could ask, Brooke didn’t think she would be satisfied with the answers. Brooke looked at Max and asked quietly, “So do I have a choice in if I continue with this deal or not?”

“You absolutely do. I don’t mean to sound too blunt here, but it has to be said. Passing up on this offer would mean that you would never receive another. Have you ever noticed that things always seem to work out when you need them to?”

“Yeah, I’ve been lucky a time or two.”

“Luck doesn’t exist.”

Brooke couldn’t help but equate Max to a guardian angel. While she said she was a creation of lust or something along those lines, Brooke didn’t see that aspect of Max. She was sweet, even if that was her ‘directive’. Even though Max was some form of supernatural force, Brooke still found her appealing.

Brooke sighed and let out a chuckle, “I’m not going to feel bad about you paying for my phone then.”

“Don’t! I didn’t mean to break the phone. I had to hit you, I knew that, but the outcome was only that you would need patched up. See what I mean? You still have agency, we can’t predict everything, only the important details. Those that would alter the course of our own work. Remember, I told you I wouldn’t take a case that wouldn’t end happily. I didn’t say it would always be happy, did I?” Max asked.

“You didn’t. But would you tell me if things were going to go through a rough patch? And is this still like dating?” Brooke asked.

“I couldn’t tell you when they would happen. And yes. I would prefer to not act as Google for your questions, and I would like to just be perceived as mostly normal. I understand you can’t forget what you know, but I think you could understand my desire to be like one of your kind.”

“I really don’t understand that, but I’d be fine with listening to you talk about it. But, if things are supposed to be normal, I think I have a favor to return,” Brooke said with a devious grin.

Max spread her legs and waved a hand at her length, “I won’t stop you. But I will explain this quickly.”

Brooke slunk onto the floor and moved between Max’s legs. Her lips fell around Max’s crown and sucked softly. The taste of salty precum met her tongue and Brooke was hooked. As she bobbed along the first few inches of Max’s cock, she heard Max start talking.

“My life when I am required to look for another client isn’t on this plane of existence. So while I know what your culture wants, enjoys, and how to engage with them, it is from a textbook sense. Engaging in the practice is always refreshing. Also, please don’t forget that I have a pussy as well. Fingers feel nice,” Max hinted to Brooke in a not-so-subtle way.

Brooke slid a hand along Max’s groin until she found the slick entrance of Max’s pussy. The divide wasn’t as long as a normal woman’s split, but Brooke could still feel a clit and a vagina. Only using one finger at the moment, Brooke pushed it into Max and used her thumb to grind against Max’s clit while working faster on the cock in her mouth.

Brooke’s tongue danced along the throbbing cock. Her wet, warm mouth continued to bob along that veined length until she heard Max’s moans pick up. Max’s hips gyrated against Brooke’s hand and mouth. Soft cries escaped Max as Brooke let the tip of her tongue dance against the slit of Max’s crown.

“Brooke, I’m going to… Oh, fuck!” Max cried out.

The taste of sweet, delicious seed filled Brooke’s mouth, an amount that no human could create. The sticky juices that sprayed onto Brooke’s hand had an intoxicating scent that Brooke was desperate to taste. If Max’s cum tasted like this, the normally delicious juices had to taste even better.

Once Max finished her climax, Brooke pulled her mouth away and greedily swallowed the cum. Brooke raised her soaked hand to her lips and her tongue cleaned her hand in a hurry. The taste was similar to peaches, but Brooke couldn’t get enough.

Max called out, “You’re going to have to wait. Please wait. If you keep going you’re not going to stop until I make you. Our orgasms are meant to enhance arousal. It is a reward to those partners that are willing to satisfy our needs before their own.”

Brooke looked at Max with lust in her eyes, “I want more though. I want so much more.”

Max smiled and shook her head, “Tomorrow morning. You need time to process this. Unless you’ve been with an incarnation of lust before, you might want to give thought to what this might mean. As well, I would like to rest so I can hopefully distance myself from my current mindset. I feel like I am spouting too much information. I would much rather get back to dreaming about my skateboard and wondering what place I can find a nice meal next.”

Brooke pouted but nodded, “Can I sleep in your bed then?”

“I never made yours.”

“Wait what?”

“I told you. The important details don’t change. You were always destined to sleep with me.”

Brooke smiled and got to her feet, “Are you sure you want me to sleep in your bed? I am still horny. So very horny.”

“It will pass, if I were to have sex with you tonight, you would get pregnant. I would rather you have some time to think about your future before that happens.”

Brooke shook her head, “If you only take clients that will end happily, I want to do this tonight. I’ll put my faith in you delivering upon your promise.”

Max’s smirk told Brooke more than it should have, “Oh you bitch, you already knew, didn’t you?”

Max shrugged, “If you want to do this, we should go to the bedroom. Or I could take you here, that is your decision.”

Brooke let Max lead her to the bedroom. Max pushed her gently onto the bed and asked quietly, “Are you comfortable with me taking you from behind? It’s a favorite position of mine.”

There was no hesitation from Brooke. She rolled onto her back and lifted her hips for Max, “From any position, I’m not picky.”

“You might want to take your panties off,” Max said and laughed.

Embarrassed that she managed to forget her shirt and panties in the midst of her mind-consuming desire, Brooke took her remaining clothes off.

Max climbed onto the bed behind Brooke and pressed her thick head against Brooke’s soaked folds, “Are you sure about this?”

“Max, I’m going to scream if you don’t hurry up,” Brooke groaned.

No further encouragement was needed. Max’s cock delved into Brooke’s channel and for the first time in what felt like forever, Brooke felt the warmth of hips pressing against her own. She wanted this to continue for a lifetime, but as soon as Max started shifting her hips, Brooke knew she wouldn’t be able to endure more than a few minutes of this.

The juices that Brooke consumed before were enhancing the pleasure she felt. Each stroke of Max’s cock brought Brooke closer to an orgasm. With the penetrations barely started, Brooke already felt her second orgasm of the night building.

Each time Max slid into her, she felt the veins of the woman’s cock rubbing against her sensitive labia. If that wasn’t enough to drive her insane, Max’s hand moved to rub her sensitive bead as she was fucked.

Brooke let out a long, whining moan as she reached her second orgasm of the night. If sex could feel this amazing, Brooke wanted it daily. More than that, if Max could provide the life she hinted at, Brooke didn’t think she could ever want for something again.

The thick cock continued to push into her and Max’s pace grew faster. Brooke had to push Max’s hand away from her clit to prevent herself from orgasming a third time too soon.

Max called out to her, “I’m not going to last long. Please let me help you cum!”

Brooke grasped the bedsheets firmly and tensed up as Max’s hand returned to her clit. The quick rocking motions coupled with Max’s hectic pounding into her led to Brooke’s third orgasm flowing through her. As her body tightened and convulsed during her blissful peak, Brooke felt Max’s hips slam into her a final time.

Another excessive amount of cum was released, this time into Brooke’s fertile depths. Max’s hands moved to gently massage Brooke’s back as she whispered, “This is only the beginning, Brooke. I can’t wait to see our lives unfold.”

Brooke collapsed onto the bed. Max’s cock slid from her body as she fell and Brooke felt hollow. Some of Max’s orgasm leaked out of Brooke’s pussy and Brooke panted as she rolled onto her back.

“You fuck like a god.”

“And I love like an angel.”

“I think I love you, Max.”

“You will in time, or at least, I know you will accept my proposal.”

“We’re getting married?” Brooke gasped.

“I love you too, Brooke,” Max giggled.


Story Thirty-Six

Amber’s Futa Mistress

A Morning With Her New Boss

Book One


Amber ducked her head when she heard her named called. “Amber, come in,” the voice sounded much more intimidating than it had on the phone.

“Yes Mistress,” she said. Amber got out of the chair and walked into the woman’s office. The colors of the office contrasted with the room she was in. Black tile floors greeted Amber, the walls were a light red and the room was bathed in soft yellow light. Amber felt her stomach twist into a knot as she looked to the woman who would be interviewing her.

The woman had her dark brown hair pulled into a ponytail. Her skirt was charcoal gray and her white blouse had a black blazer pulled over it. Amber felt her confidence drain from her. Her own attire did not look as professional as her potential boss’ did. She was wearing a pair of khaki slacks with a white polo shirt.

“Nice to meet you in person, Amber. I’m Ms. Martin, but I’d prefer it if you called me Erin. Of course, that will be in front of clients,” Erin reached her hand out to shake when Amber got close enough.

“I understand, Mistress,” Amber shook the hand and stood in silence for a moment. Erin’s tone made her feel even smaller. Not only was the woman taller than her by at least five inches, she commanded a presence that Amber could not hope to match.

Erin pulled her hand away and used it to cup Amber’s chin. Tilting her head to see a few different angles, Erin smiled, “I adore redheads, you’ve got some pretty green eyes too. You’ll do just fine if you can pass the interview. Take a seat.”

Amber nodded and sat down in the steel folding chair. The item seemed out of place to Amber, given the nature of the other more expensive furniture. Erin leaned on her heavy oak desk and pulled out a clipboard and a pen.

“First, I’m going to need you to read these forms and sign at the bottom of each,” Erin said.

Amber took the forms and read over them as quickly as she could. They related to her not filing a lawsuit against Erin for any physical marks left on her. The further she read, the more nervous she got. The job would pay well, but the papers she continued to sign made it seem like she might be biting off more than she could chew.

Her hand continued to sign them though, she needed the money and this was the first callback she got. With her qualifications, this job was her best option. She signed the last page and handed the clipboard back to Erin, “This is starting to look a little dangerous, honestly.”

“You know what you signed up for, this isn’t meant to be me coddling you all the time. You are to perform as a personal assistant for most of the day. But you were told over the phone by my secretary what that entails. I am not going to pretend that I'm going to be inactive,” Erin said as she ensured all the forms were signed.

“I’m still a little fuzzy on all the specifics,” Amber said. She was aware of most of the job description, but getting it explained to her could not hurt.

Putting the clipboard on her desk, Erin looked back to the Amber and smirked. Erin moved to sit in her office chair and opened a drawer. She pulled out a whip and placed it on the desk, then a pair of handcuffs, and a flogger. She closed the drawer and looked to Amber, “Does that clear anything up for you?”

“Yes Ms. Martin,” she said. Her eyes were wide as she looked at the toys before her. They all looked intimidating.

“If you’re going to get anywhere, you’re going to call me Mistress. Not Ms. Martin. I’m twenty-eight, not in my late thirties. Time for business though, Amber. Tell me about yourself and why you think you are a good candidate for being my stress relief.”

Amber gulped and averted her eyes, “I am good at listening to orders, and I am good at handling pain usually. I know how to use a computer pretty well, and I have good typing skills. And I know that I am a submissive.”

“Those are reasons you might be a good candidate, I want to hear about you,” Erin said.

“I’m nineteen, I live with my parents and I want to move out. Getting this job would help me a lot, the pay is very fair for the work I will be doing. And I love sex, Mistress. Even if I’ve only seen it on a screen,” Amber said.

Erin smiled wide at that information, “That’s better. So you’re a virgin, don’t worry. I’m usually very gentle. So what’s your take on being thrown into the world of BDSM?”

Amber needed a second to think of her response. The money hard to turn down, better than she could have hoped to make with a college degree. But the idea of being hurt for the sake of pleasure seemed confusing. Ducking her head, she responded, “I think that if you are paying me, I can adapt to it, Mistress.”

“That’s a good answer, but doesn’t that make you sound more like a prostitute than an employee?” Erin asked.

She nodded, “It does. But I don’t think of it like that, Mistress. I’m fine with being paid for you to do what you want with me. I do hope that this is not public knowledge. And I know that you have a reputation to uphold, so it’s not like you’re going to abuse me to the point of breaking me.”

“Fair logic, but don’t think that means I won’t be doing everything in my power to create a willing submissive. By the end of your training, I expect that you would do this for half the pay,” Erin said.

Amber gave a quiet giggle at the thought of doing it for less money. The paycheck was the only real reason Amber considered the position in the first place. “I don’t know about that, Mistress,” Amber responded.

“Well, there are a few things I need to ask you before I complete the process. And of course, more paperwork. How do you feel about transgender women?”

“I have no problem with trans people. Why?” Amber asked.

Erin tilted her head, “Because I have a cock, that’s something you probably would like to know before I ask you to start getting sexual with me.”

Amber looked to Erin with a perplexed expression, “Really? I would have never guessed that. I mean, you look completely like a woman. You even have nicer hips than me!”

Erin stood from her desk and stepped closer to Amber. She took one of Amber’s hands and placed it on her groin. Amber felt that bulging member hiding away in Erin’s panties and gasped. Erin let go of Amber’s hand, but Amber did not pull away.

“It feels so big,” Amber whispered.

“I’m large, that’s not bragging, it's the reality of it. So then. For your interview, I want to know what I can’t do to you if I hire you,” Erin said.

Amber cocked her head as she let her thumb stroke along Erin’s length, “I’m not sure. I don’t want to ever be hurt permanently. Like, breaking things, or burning me, the extreme things like that. That’s not sexy, or fun.”

“No, you’re right. Going that far is excessive. At that point, you’re brutalizing someone, not getting anything from it. I could make a slight argument for branding, but that’s not something I’m interested in anyways,” Erin said.

“If that’s fine, I don’t know what else I would like or not like until we got into it. I don’t think that I would love every bit of it, but at the same time, I’m pretty sure that getting paid for it would go a long way towards making me like it more.”

“Well if that’s the case, then I think it is time we make things official. Go talk to my secretary and finish the paperwork. I’ll be giving you a trial period of two weeks, if you are not making a positive impact on my mood by that point, I’ll let you go. Is that fair?”

“It is, Mistress. Thank you for the opportunity. Oh! Dress code, what do you want me to wear?” she asked.

“Seeing as how I’m going to do some of this at work, and some elsewhere. If you are working with me in the office, wear a skirt and a blouse. If you can’t find that, a pair of slacks and a polo, like you have on now would be fine. If I am working from home, then you can wear anything as long as you dress to turn me on. Is that clear enough?”

“Crystal clear, Mistress. Thank you,” Amber said as she stood from the chair and walked out of the room. Her heart raced in her chest as she finished up the process. There were things on the table she did not quite understand, such as the BDSM aspects. But they would be explained, and Erin had a confidence about her that made Amber believe that it would be fine. That she would be able to endure whatever the woman had to offer.

The paperwork did not take too long, she was instructed to do a drug test and that was sent off. After that, she was sent home with a schedule to adhere to. While looking through her new hire packet, she found an envelope containing two thousand dollars and a note.

Thank you for your interest in the position. Please use the money to buy yourself a week's worth of work clothes. Do your research on aftercare solutions for BDSM and buy some products that you feel comfortable putting on your body. You will only need to bring your aftercare products to Ms. Martin's home office. After you have purchased the items required, feel free to treat yourself with the remaining funds.

After doing said research in a hurry, she understood why the extra money was given to her. The various solutions were often lotions and things of that nature. After reading some of the ingredients, she made a list and went to town to buy the requested items. With almost three hundred dollars left over, Amber decided it would be best that she put the money aside for now. If the job did not work out, that money would be buying her food for the next few weeks.

With the day coming to a close, Amber headed home and tried to make it everything seem normal during her interactions with her parents. They were happy about her getting a job, but they asked a lot of questions that Amber did not know the answer to.

She finally got away from her parents after dinner ended. Heading to her room, she looked at the rather lackluster furniture and muttered, “I’m not going to miss any of this shit.” Amber took a shower and got on her bed to lay down. She pulled up a porn video relating to BDSM and found herself surprised.

The first one she watched was rather aggressive and brought a measure of trepidation to her. The second helped ease that fear, not everything was that hardcore and that was something she was glad to see. Yet, she did learn that it was ultimately up to the dominant partner. That made her feel powerless, and she put her phone on her nightstand with an alarm set for the morning.

If Erin was going to be as abusive as some of those videos, Amber did not know if she would be able to hold onto the job. Resting her head against the pillow, she fell asleep with worrisome thoughts.

Amber felt the rope around her wrist tighten to the point of hurting her. The feeling of the cold metal dildo at her pucker, threatening to invade her mercilessly. She smelled the leather in the room and heard the sound of heels clicking against the tile floor. Amber could not see, a blindfold kept her from that luxury.

“You pathetic fucking slut, you’re going to learn your place!” she heard Erin’s voice yelling at her. The sound of a whip cracking made her body tighten, fighting against the ropes that bound her. She could do nothing but wait for the biting leather to rip into her flesh.

The pain never came, as Amber’s alarm pulled her from her sleep. She awoke in a puddle of her sweat. Amber sat up and gasped for air, hands moving to rub at her wrists. Reaching for her phone, she turned off the alarm and got out of bed. The videos she watched from the night before made her feel a measure of apprehension that she had not felt since she started applying for jobs.

This world she was being introduced to was one that terrified her. She wanted the money. If the actual events were like the nightmare she had, she might have to pass. No amount of money would be worth being that afraid of someone. Not when the acts were meant to relieve stress.

She got ready for work and put on a solid black skirt and blouse. She wore a new pair of three-inch heels to make herself stand a little taller. The walk to work would be a long one.

Amber left almost an hour before she was required to be at work and arrived at the large building twenty minutes later. The guard let her in after checking to see if she was the person she claimed to be. Amber felt important, her name was on a list.

She took the elevator to the sixteenth floor, where Erin’s office was. She walked through the office and only saw two other people. They were tapping away at keyboards and oblivious to the world around them. She did not want to talk to them yet, not if they were busy.

Erin’s secretary waved at her when she arrived and called out, “Good morning Amber.”

“Good morning Tedi, how are you?”

“I’m doing okay, it’s a little early, but it always is. Did you knock on Ms. Martin’s door? She’s usually in by now,” Tedi said.

Tilting her head to the side, Amber responded, “No? I didn’t see her come in and I’ve been here almost thirty minutes.”

“Oh, Ms. Martin is usually in at five. We come in at eight because it gives her some time to get caught up on all the events of yesterday and wake up,” Tedi said.

Amber approached the door that led to Erin’s office and knocked on the thick wooden door. From the other side, she heard “Come in.”

She opened the door and stepped into the room to see her boss sitting in her chair. Erin turned to look at Amber, “Good morning, excited about your first day?”

Amber closed the door behind her and moved to take a seat in the steel chair, “I am, Mistress. So what do I do now?”

“First, I could use some coffee. There is a coffee pot somewhere in the office, I’ve never gotten my own coffee here. So best of luck finding it,” Erin said and turned back to her computer.

Amber nodded and got back up, “I’ll be right back then, any sugar or creamer or anything?”

“Nope, plain black for me. Got used to it when I was broke all the time, now it's a preference.”

Leaving the office, she came back a few minutes later with a coffee cup and placed it on Erin’s desk. She went to take a seat, but Erin interrupted her, “Lock the door before you sit down.”

“Yes Mistress,” Amber said. She walked to the door and locked it, the nervousness setting in once more. Having to lock the door meant that Erin would not want to be interrupted. She did not need to be told what might happen next.

Erin finished writing an email and then minimized the windows on her screen. She opened a drawer at the bottom of her desk and pulled out the flogger from yesterday. Smiling, she looked at Amber and said, “I’ve been thinking about you all morning. I don’t have a lot of time to get involved right now, but I’m not going to let your day slip by without something to remember me by.”

The brunette woman stood from her chair and twirled the flogger. The whirring of the leads sent chills down Amber’s spine. “No reason to be shy. Take off your blouse and your bra.”

Stating that there was no reason to be shy did nothing to help Amber feel less nervous. She unbuttoned her shirt and slid it off her shoulders. Amber’s simple red bra almost matched her hair and her blushing face. Amber reached behind her back and unclasped the bra to let her breasts fall free.

“It’s okay, relax. I’m not going to make you bleed or anything, not yet,” Erin said.

Amber whimpered in her chair. Not knowing what to expect, she closed her eyes and put her hands in her lap. The whirring of the leads stopped for a moment. The sound of Erin sipping her coffee made Amber shift in her seat. “Can we get it over with, please?” Amber asked.

Erin put her coffee cup down, “Excuse me?”

Amber spoke up, “Can we get started, please? I’m scared, Mistress.” The dream from last night felt more like a reality now. Not to that level yet, but Amber felt similar. Even if she was not tied up and blindfolded, she could not move from her position. She could not defy Erin’s desire.

“That’s the point. You’re my slave, my pet. My toy. If I want to take my time playing with you, I will. That’s what you are paid to do. Don’t get it twisted, I still expect you to perform other duties as I see fit, but your goal is to make me happy,” Erin sent the flogger into Amber’s breast. The sensation was unlike anything Amber could have expected. A sharp stinging with dull thuds mixed in.

Amber gasped at the sensation and looked to Erin, “W-What the hell is that?”

“It’s a flogger. Balanced, combo, half oiled leather, half suede. Thirty falls, each being a half inch. One of my favorite tools to use. Enough sting to keep you on your toes, with a balance of throbbing pain that lingers a little longer,” Erin explained.

The woman’s technical knowledge scared Amber, but there was a silver lining. If Erin knew so much about the toys she was using, Amber could at least be comfortable knowing that she was safe. She hoped.

Erin started spinning the flogger, sending it into Amber on every fifth rotation, “You forgot to call me Mistress. And speak with manners when you’re addressing your Mistress. These are ground rules. Do not forget them.”

Amber kept her chin up to prevent her face from being struck. Her breasts were already turning a light red and she did her best to keep calm. She wondered how long the pain would continue, but when Erin shifted the toy towards her stomach, Amber noticed something. The dull ache in her breasts felt somehow pleasant. She glanced down at her chest for a moment and saw the red marks. Marks from her Mistress.

Erin continued the strikes until she reached twenty-five, “That’s better. But now I’ve got a bigger issue to take care of.”

Amber’s face had tears trickling down it. There was no agony, only an overwhelming sensation that her body did not know how to handle. Amber looked at Erin and the issue she mentioned was obvious. A large bulge in her skirt that ran the length of her hip.

“M-Mistress, I can help with that,” Amber offered.

“I know you can. But you’re a virgin. So I’ll make you a deal. You promise to be a good slut and take my cock up your ass. I’ll make sure that when I take your pussy, it will be with your pleasure in mind,” Erin said.

The choice was easy for Amber. Erin knew what she was doing with her toys, that experience came from something. With that information in mind, she called out, “I’ll be a good slut, Mistress. Is it going to hurt?”

“Probably, but nothing worse than what you felt from the flogger. Take off your skirt and bend over the desk. Leave your panties on for me,” Erin ordered.

Amber thought the request was odd, but she was not going to argue. The thought of being taken in this way concerned her. She hoped that Erin would be gentle with her. Amber removed her skirt and bent over the desk. Her hands held onto either side of the desk so she would not have to lay on it.

“Do me a favor, if you have some sexier underwear, start wearing them. Nothing wrong with what you’re wearing I guess,” Erin slapped Amber’s ass through her red cotton panties. “But they’re so boring.”

Amber groaned at the slap and nodded her head, “Yes Mistress. I will wear other things.”

“Other things? That sounds vague. Why not say you’ll wear sluttier things?” Erin asked.

A quiet huff escaped Amber, “Mistress, I will wear sluttier panties for you.”

“I know you will, you’re a smart slut,” Erin opened the drawer that contained her toys and pulled out a bottle of lube. She placed it on the desk and then stepped out of her skirt. Amber heard the top of the bottle pop open and she glanced to see what she was supposed to take.

Her jaw dropped. If she had to guess, Erin’s cock was at least nine inches, but that was not even the scary part. The veined monster looked like it would split her in half with its girth. Amber felt her knees quivering, she knew that she was going to have a sore butt tomorrow.

“Something wrong?” Erin asked as she spread the lube around her length.

“Y-You’re huge Mistress, it’s going to hurt,” Amber responded.

Erin gave a quiet giggle before saying, “It is. I’m not going to pretend that it won’t. Your ass is going to be begging for me to stop fucking it. But you’re going to keep your head down and beg for more. Can you tell me why?”

“Because I’m your slut, Mistress. Because that’s what you pay me for, Mistress,” Amber said. Even as she admitted such shameful thoughts, she could not deny her arousal. Her panties had a damp spot in them and she did not know if that was due to the shame, or the thought of being skewered by Erin’s cock.

“That’s right. Who said you couldn’t have a great first day on the job?” Erin asked. Amber intended to respond but she felt her panties pulled to the side. The cool air caused her skin to draw up and Amber looked back to Erin. She watched the woman’s other hand move towards her ass. Two cold fingers pressed against Amber’s pucker and pushed inside her.

Gasping at the insertion, Amber did her best to relax. Erin pushed the fingers deep inside Amber and started fingering her rear, “We’re going to have to work on stretching your tight ass. After I get you nice and broken in, I’ll be able to use a little spit to get my cock in you.”

“That sounds amazing, Mistress,” Amber said. She did not think it would be that pleasant, but she could hope that Erin knew what she was talking about.

“Don’t get too excited. I’m paying seventy-five thousand a year to enjoy you, so I’m going to get my money’s worth out of you,” Erin said.

The fingers pulled out of Amber’s ass. She felt the hot cock pressing against her hole for a moment. Then she felt burning pain as the cock’s head pushed into her pucker. “Oh fuck! It hurts! Mistress, it hurts so bad!” Amber yelled.

“I know. I told you it would. Do your best to relax,” Erin said. She continued pushing her cock into Amber until she had nothing more to give. Only then did Erin stop. Her hands reached around Amber’s torso and rubbed her breasts, “You will adjust soon. Then all bets are off and I’m going to fuck you like the slut you are.”

The hands on her breasts brought back the stinging pain she felt before. Amber still felt pleasure from the actions and she knew better than pull away from the touch. Upsetting her boss was the last thing she wanted to do with that massive cock buried inside her. Amber felt something else, though, the desire for more. Now that she had the woman’s length inside her, she wanted to take the next step. Coming from a sheltered home with little money, this opportunity seemed perfect.

All Amber had to do was make it through this encounter, “Yes Mistress!”

“That’s my bitch,” Erin said. She started rocking her hips into Amber. Her strokes started as short and shallow, barely moving at all while she loosened the girl’s pucker. Once the vice felt easier to thrust into, Erin slid her hands down Amber’s body and rested them on her hips.

Even the short strokes were pleasant for Amber. She looked back to try and see the woman’s cock but her position denied her that. Erin’s hands tightened on her hips and she felt most of Erin’s cock slide out of her. Before she could even acknowledge that change, Amber felt Erin push back into her. Her ass still hurt, but she was starting to crave the pain. Having this be her first encounter was beneficial. The pain would be forever tied to pleasure.

Amber let out a loud gasp followed by a much lower moan. Erin gave her ass a slap, “You like my cock, don’t you slut?”

“F-Fuck yes, Mistress,” Amber called out. The shame that previously gripped her disappeared. Erin’s desires were leaking over into Amber’s thoughts. Being a slut, that used to be the most horrible insult, but now, Amber wanted to hear it. Amber's innocence be damned, she needed Erin’s cock.

Erin leaned back to get a better view of herself fucking the tight hole before her, “You’re going to hate me when you’re older. You’ll never find a cock like mine again.”

“M-Mistress, I don’t want other cocks,” Amber said. She rocked her hips against Erin, trying to match the woman’s pace. The tempo increased further when Erin leaned back over Amber.

“Then you’re going to be a good slut for me. Because I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want other pussy. So you’ll have to work harder, won’t you?”

“I’ll work as hard as you want me to, Mistress! Please don’t stop!” Amber screamed in response. Her first time made her countless masturbation sessions seem pointless. She would never be able to achieve this amount of pleasure by herself.

Erin reached around Amber’s hips to start rubbing her clit, “Cum for your Mistress. It’d be bad manners if I didn’t let you finish first.”

The words fell on deaf ears. A fire had already roared to life between Amber’s thighs. Her climax roared through her, the blazing fire turning into an inferno. Amber’s moans got louder, her gasps for air gave her enough time to hear Erin’s balls slapping against her soaked pussy. Then came the result of that wildfire, a gush of Amber’s juices. Her panties caught some of the juices, but most ended up on the tile floor beneath them.

Amber’s orgasm caused her body to tighten up and with Erin’s intense pace never slowing, the woman could be heard moaning. Erin’s hips drilled into Amber’s ass for a few more strokes before she gave a low sigh. Her cock buried itself into Amber’s ass one last time and her hot, thick cum invaded the girl’s rear.

Their climaxes were finished, but the act was not done as Erin called out, “Fuck, I might have to take a smoke break after that." Erin looked to the puddle on the floor, "You made a mess on my floor. Clean it up, slut.”

Erin pulled her cock out of Amber’s ass. The brunette grabbed her skirt and put it back on and then sat in her chair. Amber nodded and went for her clothes, but Erin called out, “Where are you going?”

“To get a mop?”

“No, you’re a slut. Not a janitor. Get on your hands and knees and lick that little puddle up,” Erin said with a harsh tone.

Amber looked to her for a moment, she almost complained, but she understood that it would be stupid. Getting down to her hands and knees, she looked at the small puddle, then back to Erin. Her tongue slipped out and dabbed at the puddle. The taste was nowhere near as bad as she imagined it might be. After that was determined, she took licked the juices up without complaint.

Once she finished, she looked back to Erin. Erin was drinking from her coffee cup. She swallowed the drink and said, “Good girl. But I’ve got work to get done. Talk to the secretary and see what she needs help with. Check in with me every hour. I’ll see you for a more intimate meeting at four-thirty. See you later.” Erin turned back to her computer. She left the flogger on her desk, uncaring about who might see.

Amber did not question Erin. “Yes Mistress,” she said and put her clothes on. Once she was dressed, she started walking out of the room and called out, “Thank you for the session, Mistress. I’m excited for the next one.”

“You might not be later, slut,” Erin said. She smiled as she went back to typing another email. Even a tight ass could not keep her from her job for long.


Story Thirty-Seven

Amber’s Futa Mistress

A Lesson in Her Boss’ Office

Book Two


Amber left her boss’ office with a stinging butt. She did not know how to feel about her first encounter with sex. The pleasure was undeniable, but the circumstances around the event left Amber hungry for more. Amber had to hope that her boss’ words about taking her vaginal virginity would come true. A night focused on her pleasure sounded amazing. Amber wondered how different that might be when compared to what she experienced with Erin hunting for her own pleasure.

Her day shifted from the exciting start, having had her ass stuffed to the brim with her Mistress' cum to the mundane life. That life consisted of filing papers, running the copy machine, and taking various folders to people. Amber learned enough about the office from her first day. The most important lesson, do not wear heels when working for Erin.

Tedi, Erin’s real secretary, stopped her at eleven-thirty, “Amber? We get an hour for lunch, would you like to grab something to eat with me?”

The blond haired woman had one hand holding onto her neck, her green eyes unable to look at Amber. Amber smiled, the woman seemed terrified to ask her to go to lunch. “I’m down, what do you have in mind?” Amber asked.

“I was hoping you would be okay with a salad? I know a place, my second cousin runs it, but it’s a nice place,” Tedi picked up her purse.

The tension Tedi displayed seemed to get chipped away, “That sounds good to me. Do they do tuna salad?”

“They do! That’s what I order, that’s so neat. A lot of people don’t like tuna, but I think it is amazing,” Tedi blurted out.

Tedi’s social awkwardness brought a smile to Amber’s lips. The woman seemed to professional only minutes before. Amber took her purse from underneath Tedi’s desk and called out, “Tuna is the best. And thanks for watching my purse today. I know I’m getting a desk, but the infamous question of when is still in the air.”

“You should be straightened out by tomorrow. It usually takes longer, but Ms. Martin likes you. She sent me an email about you,” Tedi moved a hand to cover her mouth.

“Did she?” Amber felt like Tedi let something slip and now she wanted to pull that thread.

“Yeah, anyway, the clock is ticking we can talk more on the walk over,” Tedi walked to the elevator and pushed the button. Amber followed and the two paused their conversation until they made it out of the large building. Digging in her purse, Amber found her sunglasses and put them on. Amber's green eyes were sensitive and if she knew she was going to be walking to lunch, she would have brought sunscreen. She was proud of her Irish heritage, but that did not mean she loved being burnt instead of ever tanning.

“So what was that email about, Tedi?”

The woman looked to Tedi and then away again, “Oh, it was nothing. I shouldn’t have brought it up.”

Amber smirked, “I’m pretty sure it was more than nothing. You already mentioned it, Tedi, don’t leave me hanging on this one.”

“You have to promise you won’t tell,” Tedi said.

“I promise I won’t say anything Tedi, tell me, please?” Amber stepped closer to Tedi.

Tedi looked over her shoulder to make sure no one was listening in. She whispered, “She said that she was hoping that you would be interested in some off-the-clock training. I’ve never heard her offer that to someone.”

The type of training Erin alluded to, Amber could guess. What she could not guess was why her boss would tell that to Tedi. Unless Erin knew that Tedi would tell her. This could have also been a way for Erin to introduce Tedi to Amber on a personal level. The secretary did seem to have an issue talking to people.

No matter the reason, Amber beamed with pride. She loved that Erin thought enough of her to tell Tedi anything. The two women made it to the salad shop and Tedi held the door for her, “Thank you, I appreciate you showing me this place.”

“No, thank you. I don’t get to talk to many people outside of the office. The other people working with us on our floor are busy,” Tedi walked through the door and waved at her extended family.

The two went through the process of ordering and sat down at a table. Amber opened the lid of her soda and took a drink while Tedi talked.

“So how is your first day so far?”

“It’s okay. The morning went well but after that, it’s been kind of boring,” Amber said.

Tedi opened her bottle of green tea, “I get that. Once you get into the rhythm of things, you’re going to enjoy it more.”

Amber smiled, the only thing that would make work enjoyable would be taking care of Erin’s desires. “We can see how things go. I’m excited about it at least.”

“So how was the sex?” Tedi asked.

Amber coughed and looked at Tedi. Unprepared for the question, she tried to answer, “She uh, she took care of me.”

“I heard some of the moans, and I knew what you would be doing. I wrote up the letter, and the job description, all that stuff. So is she big?”

“Tedi, I’m not sure if we should be talking about this,” Amber felt the burning in her cheeks. Having someone know about what happened made things much less comfortable.

Tedi tilted her head, “What’s wrong? You sounded like you enjoyed it.”

“I didn’t realize that you would be listening,” Amber wanted to crawl into a hole and hide. Luckily for Amber, their salads were brought out which paused the conversation.

“Thanks, Rebecca,” Tedi said to the woman that brought their food.

“You’re welcome, we appreciate your support to our store, Tedi. Talk to you later,” the woman then went back to work.

Silence fell over the two while they ate. Amber did not want to continue talking about her experience with Erin. Tedi did not want to let her salad get soggy. They finished eating and left the restaurant. Tedi broke the silence, “I’m jealous.”

“Of what?” Amber asked.

“Erin doesn’t even look at me, it’s frustrating. I even applied to be the personal assistant, but she wanted another person,” Tedi looked to her feet as they walked towards their workplace.

Amber lost herself for a moment, unable to apologize for taking something that Tedi wanted. She got the job and she enjoyed doing it so far. If Tedi wanted to be jealous, Amber could do nothing to change that. Erin would show interest, or she would not, “I hope that you have at least talked to her about it.”

“I can’t. She doesn’t even know I exist,” Tedi said.

“You’re being a little dramatic. I’m pretty sure she knows you exist,” Amber tried to help Tedi, but she did not want to lose her new position either.

Tedi crossed her arms and stopped walking, “I’m not being dramatic. I’m being realistic, she doesn’t know anything about me!”

“With an attitude like that, can you blame her for not wanting to find out more?” Amber quipped, putting up with a whining coworker did not interest her. The words were vicious and the tension grew between the two women.

They remained silent until they got to the office. Tedi glared daggers at Amber throughout the rest of the day. Amber did not intend to make an enemy out of Tedi, but she did not cater to the woman’s jealousy.

“Amber, I’d like to see you now,” Erin called to Amber, disrupting her from filing papers.

Walking into her boss’ room, she closed the door behind her and smiled at Erin. The cold gaze that she looked into sent a chill down Amber’s back, “Is something wrong?”

“You could say that. I found out that Tedi had a rough time over lunch. Do you know something about that?” Erin asked.

Amber’s clasped her hands, her fingers squeezing together, “She asked some questions that she shouldn’t have, Mistress.”

“And she said that you said something cruel.”

“I didn’t think I was being that mean, Mistress, I’m sorry,” Amber said.

Erin moved to stand behind her desk. Her fingernails tapped against the oak for a few moments. Amber felt tears welling up in her eyes, the silence terrified her. The things going through Erin’s mind must have been horrifying. Her fears were confirmed when she watched Erin bend over and pull something from underneath her desk.

“Call Tedi in,” Erin had a thick wooden paddle in her hand.

“Yes Mistress,” warm tears trickled down Amber’s cheeks. She walked to the exit of the office and made her way to Tedi’s desk. Amber could have called out to her, but her shame would not let her. “Tedi, Ms. Martin wanted to see you too,” Amber said.

Amber did not miss Tedi’s smug expression. She turned away and went back to Erin’s office. Seeing the paddle brought a quiet whimper from her, “Mistress, please don’t.”

“What happened to you calling her Ms. Martin, Amber?” Tedi asked. The secretary shut the door behind her and locked it.

Amber shot a look at Tedi, ready to say something in response, but Erin caught Amber's attention.

Erin turned the paddle over in her hand, “Okay you two. Tedi, you told her about the email. Amber, you got snippy with her. Both of you did something I would prefer not become a problem again.”

“Ms. Martin, I didn’t mean to upset you!” Tedi said.

Amber agreed with Tedi, but she remained silent. The paddle would have come into play either way if Amber had to guess. She took the initiative and strode towards the desk and presented Erin with her target.

“I like the motivation, but take off the skirt. You too, Tedi,” Erin said. Amber complied with the request, but having Tedi in the room made things uncomfortable. Amber would not make things harder on herself because of Tedi. When the skirt dropped, Amber’s boring red panties came back into view. Tedi stifled a laugh and pushed her skirt down with no discomfort.

Tedi wore a pair of pink lace panties, something that Amber furrowed her brow at. That did not make sense, the secretary that was never noticed and seemed uncomfortable talking to others was wearing lingerie. Tedi took her place beside Amber and Erin walked behind both of them.

“Amber is that how you think I would want you to treat people when you’re a direct representation of my company?” Erin rested the paddle on the curve of Amber’s ass.

Amber tensed up from the feeling of the wood against her rear, “No Mistress, I didn’t think about it like that.”

Erin pulled the paddle away and then slammed it into Amber’s butt. A loud yelp escaped Amber, Erin had a lot more muscle under her soft exterior than she could have guessed. “So from now on, when you’re on the clock you’re going to be thinking about how you affect me with your behavior, won’t you?” She gave Amber’s ass a second strike.

Amber’s tears flowed, she did not mean to disappoint her Mistress. The intense pain made it hard to focus on the conversation, but she had to make it up to her Mistress. “It won’t happen again, I’m so sorry, Mistress,” Amber said.

“I hope it won’t. As for you, Tedi. You played your part well, getting Amber to get mad at you. You followed the instructions in the email well,” the paddle cut through the air and slammed into Tedi’s ass.

Tedi moaned and nodded her head, “I’ll do anything you ask, Mistress.”

“I know you will, but you know why I can’t treat you like I can Amber.”

“I do, Mistress,” Tedi said with sadness pervading her tone.

Amber looked at Erin and stood up straight, “Wait, hold on a second. Tedi was supposed to tell me about the email? And she’s calling you Mistress? What the fuck am I missing?”

“You’re missing your manners, that’s what you’re missing. She’s my step-sister. I can’t exactly treat her the same way I want to. I mean, look at her. I’d tear that ass up if I could, but it doesn’t feel right,” Erin said.

The logic made little sense to Amber. Tedi stood there in pink lace panties and was getting paddled by Erin. That did not seem like sibling behavior to Amber, but what did she know about the situation. Ducking her head, she asked, “So then what was all this about?”

Tedi wiggled her ass at Erin, the paddle gave her another rough spank and she let out a soft moan. Erin then continued, “I wanted to see how you would act when presented with an uncomfortable situation. You said some things I wish you wouldn’t have. While you’re my pain slut, you’re still working for me on the books. See how that might be a problem?”

Amber nodded. That much she could follow. The situation still felt like Amber was being manipulated, but she would deal with it. “I do, Mistress. I’ll try to do better in the future, but I don’t know if having a coworker asking about your cock size over lunch is reasonable.”

Erin paused for a moment and then gave Tedi a much harder smack with the paddle. This time, Tedi yelped in pain. Erin gave her a fourth strike, “You know better. That is off the table. But you should go sit back down and get to work. I’m not going to keep indulging your masochistic tendencies, sis.”

Tedi pouted for a moment before waddling away. She put her skirt back on and left the room. Amber wondered about how Tedi could get spanked so many times and not cry. After two hits from the board, she wanted the pain to stop.

Once they were free and the door shut behind them, Erin walked behind Amber and put her hips against the girl’s ass, “You did better than I thought you would. I don’t think you handled the end of the conversation well.”

“Maybe she didn’t tell the story right, Mistress,” Amber offered.

“No, she’s got an annoying habit of keeping the details right. And she knows better than make mistakes with me. Something you’ll grow to learn as well.”

“Can I ask what the deal is between you two?”

“She’s my step-sister like I said. Five years younger than me, but we’ve been in the same family since I was eleven. So while she’s not my blood, she feels like it. I can’t bring myself to give her what she wants.”

Amber leaned forward again, resting her hands on the table. “Well, I’m sorry about my behavior. It feels a little wrong to be tested like that, but I understand. Did you have something in mind, Mistress?”

With the angle Amber’s body was at, Erin had a much easier time grinding her hips into Amber, “I have a few ideas. I don’t want to hurt you too badly on your first day. But I do want to enjoy myself. You work with me at my home office tomorrow, so that is going to be when I let you enjoy what I can offer.”

Amber smiled and looked back to Erin, “That sounds good to me, Mistress. I don’t know what to offer. This is all new to me, and I won’t pretend like screaming is going to be fun. So I can’t offer you ideas on how to make me do that. Counter-intuitive to my pleasure, you know?”

Erin stepped away and brought the paddle onto Amber’s ass for the third time, “Your pleasure is not a concern. You should know that by now. You will enjoy our sessions, but you will do so with the understanding that it is because I let you enjoy them.”

A loud yelp escaped Amber. Her head ducked lower, she did not want to see the paddle coming, “I’m sorry Mistress.”

“Don’t be sorry, fix your mindset. You’re my plaything, you know that. I told you that you were my toy, didn’t I?”

“You did, Mistress.”

“Then you’re going to have to deal with a bruised ass for your insubordination,” Erin said.

Amber felt her heart sink. That would linger for a few days, “M-Mistress, are you sure? What about tomorrow?”

“What about it?” the paddle pounded against Amber’s ass. “Four. I’m thinking about going to ten. What do you think, slut?”

Finding the words became difficult. The pain she felt amplified with each hit. Tears openly flowed as she nodded her head, unable to speak. Erin sent the paddle down again, then again. And again. By the time she reached nine, Amber bawled. Her hands shot to cover her ass and she cried out, “N-no more! P-Please Mistress!”

“You’ve come so far though, little slut. I haven’t even been going that hard on you. Tedi got the rougher ones and she handled them fine. Granted, she was the one that got me into all this,” Erin teased. She put the paddle down on her desk and then pulled her skirt off. Taking a seat on her desk, she pulled her throbbing cock from her panties and stroked it.

“Nine is enough for me. You’re going to want to get some lotion on that ass of yours before long though. That should help with the burning, aloe is good for dealing with the sting. But you’ve got something to take care of first. Maybe you’ll learn your lesson this time.”

Amber did not bother arguing. The paddling stopped and that was all Amber could ask for. She moved to stand in front of Erin and leaned forward to bring herself closer to Erin’s cock. Her tongue licked at the head while Erin continued to stroke herself.

“That’s a good girl. This time, you get nothing but pain. That’s what happens when you’re disobedient, you get the punishment. But you still have to take care of your Mistress. So doesn’t it make more sense to be a good little slut? Play the part of the perfect princess for others to see?” Erin asked.

Amber stopped her licking and looked up to Amber. The tears streaming down her face and her ruined makeup must have looked awful, “Y-Yes Mistress.” Her attention shifted back to Erin’s cock, her mouth falling around the head so she could take over. Erin’s hand pulled away and Amber was given full access.

“You’re going to be a fast learner. That or you’re going to make me get worse on you as time goes on,” Erin said. She closed her eyes as she enjoyed the feeling of the warmth around her cock. Soft moans escaped Erin which further spurred Amber on.

She needed to please Erin, if she could manage that, she would have a much easier time at work. The lesson sunk in, her burning ass did not let her forget her perceived wrongdoings. She took her time with the blow job, she needed to recover from the pain.

Erin ran a hand through Amber’s red hair, “You have a very low pain tolerance. I’ll have to be more careful with you. I don’t want to break my toy. Does that sound better for my little slut?”

Amber nodded while keeping Erin’s cock in her mouth. “Good girl. Work on making sure you think of me before you do anything. If you think I would be happy with your actions, feel free to do whatever you’re thinking,” Erin let her hand rub the back of Amber’s head.

She had much less of a burden on her shoulders after Erin’s proposition. Amber relaxed her throat and tried to take Erin’s massive cock as far as she could. After getting most of it down, she choked and moved to pull away. Erin’s hand held her in place, “You know, there is almost nothing more satisfying than the sound of a woman gagging on my cock.”

Amber thought she would die while she was being held there. Her face shifted into a light red color and she her heart pounded in her chest. Erin let her go and gave her a light pat on the cheek, “But I want to you to swallow my cum, not get choked on my cock. So keep your tongue busy and use a hand for the lower half of my cock. Don’t get ambitious right now.”

There were no choices for Amber to make. Even her methods of pleasing her boss were not left up to her. She did not know what felt good when it came to giving someone pleasure. Amber only knew what she saw in porn and that was staged. None of her ‘studying’ paid off during the real lesson.

She took Erin’s words to heart and started bobbing on the first few inches of the woman’s massive cock. Her hand wrapped around the thick shaft and pumped it as she did her best to help Erin reach her climax. Erin went back to stroking her hand through Amber’s hair.

“You’re not half bad, we’re going to have to work on you being my slave, but we can make it work. I need to give you some pointers on sucking cock though. I haven’t done it in a while, maybe Tedi can help with that,” Erin said. Her breathing did not seem to be a problem at all which made Amber question if she was even doing a decent job.

Erin smiled and took a handful of Amber’s hair and pulled the woman off her cock, “Lay on the desk, on your back.” Amber nodded and then cleared a section of the desk off and got into position for Erin. The top of her ass laying on the desk made her whimper. The cool surface helped soothe her, but it was fleeting. During the time it took Amber to get situated, Erin moved to stand facing the desk and stroked her cock.

“Don’t worry, I won’t let you pass out,” Erin said. Amber wanted to ask questions first, but she was not given that chance. Her mouth was filled with Erin’s engorged cock, then her throat met the same fate. She hoped that Erin would keep her word as the woman thrust into her mouth. That velvety head glided down her throat and Amber tried to keep calm. The pace increased and Amber heard Erin groaning as a result.

Her face turned red once again from the lack of breath and the angle of her head. The light-headed feeling made her wish the woman would paint her throat white already. But Erin was not finished. Erin let her hands fall to Amber’s breasts. Even with the blouse and her bra still on, Amber could feel the kneading. The rough treatment of her mouth and the attention to her breasts made the damp spot in Amber’s panties grow.

She would have blushed if she was not already beet red. The rough play with Erin grew on Amber and she felt that she would reach her climax soon if only she had a little attention to her dripping pussy. The thoughts helped keep her focus from the lack of oxygen, she trusted that Erin would keep her word.

Erin let out a sharp gasp and plunged her cock deep into Amber’s throat. Ropes of cum spurted into Amber’s throat. Erin pulled her cock back until only the head remained in Amber to give her the remnants of her seed. Amber loved the taste of Erin’s cum, she would have collected it to show to her Mistress like she saw in the videos online. Her head being upside down did not let her, so she swallowed and then gasped for air.

The woman’s cock slipped free of Amber’s mouth and she called out, “You are a good cock sleeve, now get dressed. Remember what I said about the home office tomorrow, if you show up here, I won’t be paying you for those hours. You don’t want me to have to give you genuine punishment either.”

The callous aftermath left something to be desired for Amber, but she got off the desk. A wave of nausea washed over Amber as she stood and proceeded to put her skirt back on. Once her senses came back enough to talk, she looked to Erin, “Thank you, Mistress.”

“For what?”

“You came? So thank you?” Amber knew that porn was fake, but she was still trying to be a good toy for her Mistress. She questioned how much of porn was for show, but the answer was obvious. The sex made her want more of the woman, but she hoped that they could be a little more personal outside of that act.

Erin smiled, “You’re welcome, slut. Now go be a good girl. Talk to Tedi and see if she has something you can put on your ass. To give you a little heads up, she was my previous outlet for my frustrations.”

Amber walked to the door and held onto the handle as she looked back and asked, “What happened then? I’m not trying to dive too deep, Mistress. I’m curious.”

“Understandable. She encouraged me to look into it as an outlet, so I did. But I didn’t know how to start that lifestyle. She offered to help, I love her to death and hurting her seemed wrong, but she wanted it. The problem we ran into was when I started getting horny during out sessions,” Erin answered.

“I know this is a little wrong to ask, but why is that a problem? I mean, she isn’t blood, Mistress,” Amber said.

Erin tilted her head, “Because we’re too close. Seventeen years of knowing someone does that to you. That’s not something I feel comfortable pursuing.”

She seemed to be lying to herself from what Amber could tell, “Are you sure? Mistress, you know I wouldn’t tell anyone. Unlike Tedi, I can keep a secret.” Her butt clenched and she winced, even her body knew that she might have overstepped with the backhanded comment.

“I’ll talk to you tomorrow. Make sure you keep your phone on you in case I need to call you,” Erin brushed Amber off. The look on Erin’s face made Amber question how close to the mark she was. She stepped out of the door and walked towards Tedi’s desk.

Tedi looked at Amber and reached her hand out with a bottle of lotion in it, “Can I take you to the bathroom and talk while you use my lotion?”

The question felt loaded. If she turned down the talk, she would not get the lotion that she wanted. Her ass hurt and after Erin finished with her, the pain overtook the fear. “Yeah, but I’m still a little annoyed that you lied to me,” Amber took the lotion.

"I did what was asked of me. You would have done the same," Tedi said.

Tedi stood from her chair and led Amber into the bathroom. Amber watched as Tedi checked for their privacy. Once Tedi determined that they were alone, she turned the deadbolt and moved to the sink area. “Skirt down, panties down, I’ll put it on for you.”

Amber listened to the woman and exposed her rear. Through the mirror, she could see Tedi licking her lips as she took the bottle of lotion and applied it to her hands, “Don’t get too carried away back there.”

“But it’s such a nice ass, could you blame me if I did?”

“Yes I could,” Amber flinched as the cold lotion was applied to her cheeks.

“Are you really going to hate me because of what Mistress told me to do?”

Hearing Tedi address Erin as her Mistress sent fire pulsing through Amber’s veins, “I don’t know. You are jealous because of what’s going on. But that isn’t my fault, I applied for a job and got hired.”

Tedi huffed and slipped a finger into Amber’s ass, “Jerk away and I’m going to spank you. Trust me, you don’t want that.”

Amber’s mouth got her in a rough situation. She looked into the mirror and looked to Tedi in the mirror again, “What do you want?”

“I want you to let me get you off,” Tedi said.

“Wait, what?”

“You heard me. I want to make you cum, what’s so wrong with that?” Tedi spread pushed her middle finger into Amber’s pussy. With a finger in each hole, she rocked her hand slowly.

Confusion froze Amber for a few moments. She leaned further onto the counter and rested her head in her hand. “I guess that’s okay. Is Erin going to be mad?” Amber asked.

Tedi let her other hand move to Amber’s clit, “I don’t think so, you’re not dating her yet.”

“Yet?”

“She didn’t tell you? Well, that doesn’t surprise me. She’s interested in you, but she needs to make sure you’re worth keeping around. Why do you think you’re being hired? You’re a sexy redhead that will spread her legs, that’s about all my sister wants,” Tedi said.

The news took Amber by surprise and she let the news settle. Dating a multi-millionaire would have perks, but it brought the question up. Could she really be bought?

“But if she can whip you into someone that she can fall in love with, well, you’re going to have some competition. That’s all I’m going to say,” Tedi said. Amber might have been much more intimidated if she was not being fingered. Tedi slipped a second finger into Amber’s pussy and let her fingers work their magic. Her other hand rubbed Amber’s clit.

Amber rocked her hips against Tedi’s touch and felt her knees weakening. Waves of pleasure crashed into Amber with each movement Tedi made. Amber’s moans got louder, echoing into the empty bathroom, and once the pressure built up too much, the floodgates opened. A torrent of Amber’s juices gushed from her, soaking the panties that were between her thighs.

“I guess I should finish putting the lotion on your ass,” Tedi pulled her hands from Amber’s sex and poured more lotion onto Amber’s lightly bruised rear.

As she rubbed it in, Amber called out, “If Erin wants me, I would be okay with that. But I do think that we should at least try to be more friendly. For her sake.”

Tedi smirked, “You just want me to make you cum when your Mistress doesn’t.”

Amber shook her head, “That’s not it. I don’t want there to be bad blood between you two.”

“I’ve got places to be Amber, I’ll see you Monday. Enjoy your weekend and Erin’s house.”


Story Thirty-Eight

Amber’s Futa Mistress

A Morning at Her Boss’ House

Book Three


By the time Amber pulled her panties and skirt up, Tedi was gone. She leaned against the counter of the bathroom until she recovered from her orgasm. With everything that she found out, she felt lost. Erin wanted more from her, but that information came from Tedi. The same person that told her that she was jealous of what Erin wanted from Amber.

She sighed and washed her face to clean up the ruined makeup staining her cheeks. The walk back to her apartment took thirty minutes instead of the twenty it took in the morning. Walking into the home, she headed straight for her room and removed her clothing to let the cool air soothe her butt. Amber did not want to see it, she could still feel the heat radiating from the bruised flesh. Erin’s view of stress relief did not feel that nice after the incident.

The money would help her live a much more fulfilling life. Once she had enough money put aside, if things did not improve, she would quit the job. Her first goal would be to dig herself out of the debt she was in. Then she could look at putting back a nest egg. No matter how she looked at the situation, she would be working there for at least a year. A long time to get used to the pain. Or be broken by it.

Amber trailed off into thought and soon fell asleep on her bed. She did not remember the dream she had, but she looked at her phone to check the time. It was three in the morning. She did not have to be at Erin’s home until eight. Amber spent most of the morning doing her housework. Her butt did not burn as bad, yet sitting still hurt. At six forty-five, she took a shower and changed into a pair of skimpy black lace panties and a matching bra. Over that, she decided on a pair of light blue running shorts that barely covered her ass and a simple black tank top.

Erin told her to dress to turn her on, but with the way her butt felt, Erin would have to understand. Or she would be punished again. Her breathing quickened for a moment at the thought of being disciplined again. Pulling out her phone, she looked through her contacts and realized that she never got Erin’s number. She would have to take the chance, just in case, she packed a pair of tight skinny jeans and a nice blouse in a backpack. Along with the clothes, she packed her aftercare lotions as she was told to in the letter she received on the day she was hired.

With everything ready, Amber pulled on a pair of socks and tennis shoes. She left her apartment and started walking to the address Amber gave her on her schedule. Almost an hour later, she arrived at the address. To say that Erin lived modestly would have been a blatant lie. The woman lived in a three-story home, clear glass windows making up the majority of the front’s exterior. The sleek design made Amber question if the home was built for Erin. No matter the case, Amber could not deny the interest she had in Erin’s wallet.

She rung the buzzer at the gate to the property and a male voice asked, “Martin estate, how can I help you?”

“Uh, this is Amber, Ms. Martin’s personal assistant,” she said.

“Come on in, she’s in the den, go through the front door and stay straight. You can’t miss it.”

“Thank you, sir,” Amber walked through the gate once it opened for her. She cursed under her breath for not doing her research on what Erin even did for a living. The company she worked for could have been mass producing soap for all Amber knew. She resolved herself to ask her phone all about Erin’s life later. Amber made her way to the front door of the home and cracked it open.

The scent of cinnamon embraced her and she relaxed, the smell taking her back to her childhood days of baking with her grandmother. She stepped into the house and closed the door behind her. After the mudroom, she saw the kitchen on the right and the rest of the doors were shut. Strolling through the hall, she looked at the pictures of Erin and her family. It seemed that Erin had a brother as well, this one looked biological.

“You’re two minutes late.”

Amber flinched and looked at Erin. She was naked and Amber’s eyes locked onto the woman’s cock, “S-Sorry Mistress, it took longer to get here than I thought. The paddling isn’t doing me any favors.”

“We need to get you a car. I don’t like excuses, anyway, you look a little trashy. I like it though, makes you look more like trailer trash that is desperate for a buck,” Erin walked past Amber and back towards the kitchen.

Amber felt conflicted, the insult could have possibly be meant as a compliment. Either way, it did not seem like she was getting punished for her clothing and that was a win in her book. She followed Erin into the kitchen as well and asked, “What would you like me to do?”

“Are you in the mood for cereal, or do you want to cook something?” Erin asked.

“Cereal sounds nice, I’m not the best when it comes to cooking. I can bake pretty well though, Mistress.”

Erin grunted and went through the cabinets to get two bowls and a box of cereal. Grabbing the jug of milk, she poured them both a bowl of cereal and grabbed spoons. Erin sat down and gestured for Amber to do the same.

“Is everything okay, Mistress?”

“Yeah. It’s Friday, I don’t want to do much of shit today. Or tomorrow. Or Sunday. I keep my computer handy, and I do some work, but it’s the simple shit. There is a reason I work from home three days of the week,” Erin said.

Amber respected Erin’s work ethic, even if she was not accomplishing massive amounts of work, she still worked seven days a week. That was more than most people would commit to, “I understand. So then what’s on the docket for today, Mistress”

“Chill with the Mistress shit. I expect you to say it when we’re about to fuck, but in normal conversation, that shit sounds stupid,” Erin complained. After she finished talking, she started eating her cereal.

The shift in Erin’s choice in diction was obvious to Amber. Getting her out of the office seemed to help make her someone more palatable to talk to. “Sounds good then. You’re talking casually, is it okay if I?” she asked.

“Yeah, I don’t care. Do me a favor, shut up and eat,” Erin said. Amber took a deep breath, exhaling, she took her spoon and ate in silence. While she did not care for being told to shut up, she did appreciate being able to be on equal footing with Erin for once.

They finished breakfast and Erin stood from the table, “Do me a favor and wash the bowls and clean up the kitchen a bit. I’ll be in the den when you’re done.”

“Okay, I’ll be there soon. Is it okay if I call you Erin?” the question caused her foot to start bouncing.

Erin looked back at her on her way out, “That’s fine. Don’t get too comfortable and forget your position.”

“I won’t, Erin. Thank you,” Amber proceeded to start cleaning the kitchen. The mundane task should have been boring, but with the way this morning played out, Amber went through the kitchen with enthusiasm. Towards the end of her cleaning, she took a moment to ground herself in reality. Everything she experienced up to this point led her to believe that she might get the rug pulled out from under her feet.

The sobering thought drifted away as Amber made her way into the den. Erin looked up from her laptop, “Take off your shirt, I don’t mind if you leave the shorts on.”

Amber pulled her shirt off and draped it over the back of the couch Erin was on. “Better?” she asked.

“Yeah. I like the bra, do the panties match?”

Amber tugged her shorts down enough to show Erin the lace panties, “They do! I bought them when I dated a guy. He turned out to be a real prick though.”

“Shit happens, I’m glad that you’re single now. I’m fine with a lot of things, but I don’t personally care for cheaters,” Erin said.

Her stomach churned at Erin’s words. She wrung her hands together as she spoke quietly, “I have something to tell you, Mistress.” Erin closed her laptop and placed it on the table in front of her. Amber turned away defensively, “Tedi fingered me in the bathroom after I left your office.”

“I know. She told me, I didn’t tell her to do that. I’m not going to punish you for it. From what I understand, she threatened you,” Erin seemed calm about the situation from what Amber could tell.

“You’re not mad?”

“I’m not happy about it, but like I said, you’re single. There is no reason to punish you for something that you are not technically in the wrong about. But the good news is you told me about it. That helps me trust you quite a bit. I still don’t want you to let another person touch you intimately though. Is that something you can manage?”

Amber felt the knots in her stomach untying. She nodded her head and moved to sit beside Erin, “I can, Erin. I didn’t know what to do and she threatened to spank me. Everything is new to me and I’m scared of disappointing people.”

“Don’t worry about disappointing people, only worry about disappointing me. If you’re going to be worried about everyone else before me, we’re going to have a problem,” Erin said.

“I understand, and it won’t happen again if I can help it. She mentioned something else, but I don’t know if that’s something you’re aware of.”

Erin tilted her head, “What did she say?”

“That you only wanted a redhead that would spread her legs,” Amber gave a half-truth.

A chuckle escaped Erin and she shook her head, “Kind of, but not really. I do have a thing for redheads, that I can’t deny. But I’m a decent judge of character. You’re not perfect and you don’t pretend to be. That usually means you’re willing to adapt to what is asked of you. Seem right so far?”

Amber nodded. Erin continued, “So what I was talking to her about was that I am interested in you. I don’t want to dive into a relationship, you’re still a stranger. And I’m fucking paying you to spread those legs, so that does cheapen the experience for me.”

The logic made sense to Amber and she frowned, “I’ve been enjoying most of what we do. I don’t know if that changes anything for you, but I do want to please you. Yes, the money is very nice, I can’t pretend that isn’t a huge factor in things. But even with that said, if you want to make things more real between us, that also falls on you.”

Erin sat up straight, stiffening in posture, “Explain that last part.”

Amber danced on a fine line with this one, but she wanted to explain her expectations, “I didn’t mean it in a bad way. You said that paying me cheapened the experience. If you want a more authentic experience, don’t you think you should try and be a little more emotionally invested?”

Amber’s shoulders dropped as Erin leaned over and kissed her. She could taste the sweet cereal they ate on her lips. The warmth that built in Amber’s chest threatened to set her ablaze. Erin deepened the kiss. Amber was laid down on the couch and Erin got on top of her. She felt Erin’s cock slowly hardening against her clothed pussy. Erin pulled away after a few more moments and looked into Amber’s eyes.

“Is that better?” Erin asked. Her tone did not feel fake, nor did Amber have a response at the moment. Breathless, she looked up at Erin and nodded her head. The kiss was not Amber’s first, but it was without a doubt the best so far. Not because of the skill involved, but seeing Erin emotionally exposed, even if only for a few moments. That was what made the kiss phenomenal for her.

“Good. I’ll try and be more open to the idea of being intimate. Make sure you don't do something stupid like steal from me. I don’t mind supporting you, but I need to know that you’re in it for more than the money,” Erin said.

Amber understood the concern, but she was in it for the money. At least, she was at first. Now, things felt like they might have genuine potential. She whispered, “I need to know that you’re going to make sure I don’t hurt as bad from now on then. Yesterday was brutal. I don’t mind you spanking me, or paddling me, or whipping me, or whatever you want to do. I need to know that when I’m crying, you don’t make things worse.”

Erin pressed her hips harder into Amber, “I’m not going to stop using you as a bit of a toy when I’m enjoying myself. But you’ve got a deal. I’m sure you’re going to grow into the pain, but I’ll make sure that I give you the room to grow.”

Biting her lower lip at the feeling of the thick cock pressing against her, Amber nodded. “That sounds fair to me, Erin. I’m happy to be your slut if that’s what gets you off.”

“I can’t pretend that it doesn’t, slut,” Erin ground her cock against Amber’s pussy and then pulled away to sit back down.

Amber smiled at the tease and sat up. She scooted closer to Erin, her sore ass hating her the whole way over, “I don’t mind. As long as you’re going to be treating me well.”

“Don’t get too excited, we’re just getting to know one another. You’re not my girlfriend yet, as cheesy as that word is. I’d like to see how that two week trial period goes before we devote. Sound good to you?” Erin asked.

Amber would have preferred things progress now, but she nodded, “It’ll have to be okay. I don’t mind waiting, but I’m not sure what you want to find out in that time frame.”

Erin looked down at her cock and then back to Amber, “Well, for now, I want to find out what that tight slit of yours feels like. But that might be in poor taste.”

Amber stood and shuffled out of the shorts and panties, but Erin called out, “Leave the panties on. It’s the simplest thing ever, but damn does it turn me on.”

Pulling the panties back up, Amber smiled at Erin, “That’s fine. If they get wet, I might want to change though. I found out yesterday walking home, wet panties are super uncomfortable.”

“I’ve got some you can change into if that’s the case. I won’t focus on your ass today, but that doesn’t mean you’re safe,” Erin said.

Amber moved back to the couch and sat in Erin’s lap, straddling her cock. Shifting her hips to pin Erin’s cock against her stomach, Amber started rubbing along it, “Who said I was the one that needed to be saved?”

Erin sunk into the couch and put her hands behind her head, “I’ll give you two minutes to have your fun. Then I’m going to fuck you until you can’t stand.”

Amber did not find the threat to be intimidating, if anything, she wanted to see what Erin had in store for her. With the freedom she was given, Amber leaned forward and took one of Erin’s nipples into her mouth. Her grinding slowed, but she did not stop. Suckling on the nipple, she looked into Erin’s eyes and winked. Then she bit down gently, twisting the nub with her teeth. Hearing Erin suck in a breath of air, Amber pulled away from her breast and moved to the other side to repeat the treatment.

She could feel Erin’s cock throbbing under her. Amber broke away from Erin’s breasts, “I want it. I don’t want to wait however long I have left. Please, Mistress, please.”

Erin flashed a smile at Amber that could melt a heart. Twisting from her position, she put Amber on her back and looked down at her, “How bad do you want it, slut?”

“Mistress, I’ll do anything,” Amber said.

Moving between Amber’s thighs, Erin pulled the panties aside and leaned in to run her tongue along Amber’s pussy. She looked up, “You’re going to have a long day. After we’re done here, you’re cleaning everything. But don’t get too excited. I’m going to put a plug in your ass, and yeah, I have a maid outfit, don’t ask why.”

Amber moaned at the sensation and nodded, “Mistress, I’d love to be your slutty maid. Please stuff me with your cock!”

“Shh, I’m not done. My little slut is going to have to cum for me before I fuck her. I wouldn’t want there to be a shortage of lube,” Erin said. The words made it sound like Erin was doing herself a favor, not getting her partner off. Not that Amber minded. The tongue started licking at her folds again and Amber rocked her hips to meet the pleasurable muscle. Her world exploded when Erin took her clit into her mouth.

Gasping at the rush of bliss that shook her foundation, Amber reached down to hold Erin. Her grip remained loose, even with her pleasure-fogged mind, she did not want Erin to feel like she was trying to take control of the situation. The wet sounds that came from Erin’s kissing, sucking, and nibbling added to Amber’s experience. Having her clit rubbed was one thing, but having it being treated to this, she did not know how she could live without this pleasure.

Her mind blanked when she felt Erin’s two fingers push into her pussy. A gasp escaped her and there was no mercy shown. Erin’s fingers pumped into her furiously and her thighs started spasming. Erin pulled away, her fingers slipping from her pussy, her mouth coming off Amber’s clit. She put the panties back over Amber’s pussy and started rubbing Amber’s sensitive nub through the panties, “That’s right. Cum for me, soak those panties you filthy fucking slut.”

Amber lifted her hips to add to the pressure. Her orgasm surged through her, the compounding pleasure reached its breaking point. A scream of bliss ruptured forth and she squirted powerfully. The panties caught most of her juices, but a small puddle was made on the couch.

Erin gave Amber a moment to relax before she spoke, “Be a good girl and clean up your mess. Then get on the floor, hands and knees.” Erin got off the couch and onto her knees on the floor.

Amber caught her breath and shifted to lick the dampness off the leather couch. Once she finished, she rolled off the couch and got into the position asked of her. Erin rested a hand on Amber’s lower back and the other held her cock steady. She rubbed her cock along Amber’s soaked panties, “Is that what you want?”

“Oh my fucking god, yes Mistress. Fuck me already, please,” Amber begged. She did not feel the same shame she did yesterday morning. All she felt was the desire that pounded in her chest.

“You’re such a fucking slut. I love it, we’ll see if you can keep that up,” Erin pulled Amber’s panties aside and put the tip of her cock against Amber’s tight pussy. Amber quivered as she looked back, but Erin pushed into her before she said anything. The thickness stretched her walls and she gasped at the pain. Her hymen stood no chance against the monstrous cock inside her.

She let her head drop and looked between her legs, expecting more than the trickle of blood. Amber also expected more pain, but that was minimal in comparison to the paddling yesterday. She turned her head and looked at Erin, confused, “Is that it?”

“Nope, I’ve got about half more to go,” she said.

“I was talking about losing my virginity,” Amber clarified.

Erin eased her cock further inside Amber, “Pretty much, it’s not as big a deal as people make it out to be.”

Amber pushed herself against Erin until she felt the woman’s hips pressing against her sore ass. The most pain she felt was the size of Erin’s cock, but she managed to take it all.

“That’s a good girl. Hungry little cock slut, huh?” Erin teased.

“I am Mistress, just for you. So, can you shut up and fuck me?” she tried teasing Erin back. That comment got her a rough slap to her ass.

“You know, I wasn’t going to spank you today. I really wasn’t. But you forgot your place,” Erin started pumping her hips into Amber. Slow, deep strokes to help get her pussy stretched to a point of being comfortable. The tightness made it difficult to get a rhythm started, but Erin settled in before long.

Amber dipped her head once more, her neck burned from holding it in that position. Having her clit shown attention was nice, but Erin claiming her pussy left her speechless. She pushed into Erin’s strokes to ensure that her cock explored all her with each motion. One orgasm felt like a good day, but the second was already building and Amber felt spoiled.

Erin took a handful of Amber’s hair and let her free hand grip Amber’s waist, “You like my cock, slut?”

“Yes Mistress,” Amber called back. She did not want to talk, she wanted to be drilled.

Erin pulled Amber’s hair, “Good girl.” Her cock continued to tunnel into Amber, Erin’s moans filled the room. Similarly filled, Amber no longer could meet Erin’s thrusts, her pleasure was overrunning her and she let out loud cries of ecstasy. Time slowed as Amber reached her second orgasm. Each time she felt Erin’s cock delving into her, she felt her breath hitch and a moan followed.

Her walls tightened around Erin’s length as her hips bucked. Her orgasm ripped through her and her juices sprayed onto Erin’s thighs and the carpet below. Amber let out a loud groan as she pulled her cock from Amber’s pussy. Erin roughly pulled Amber by the hair and turned her around. Erin let go of Amber and stood. Stroking her cock she called out, “Close your eyes, slut.”

Amber did as she was told and the warm globs of cum soon landed on her face. She waited for what felt like an eternity as she was coated in her Mistress’ seed. Once Erin finally stopped cumming, Erin called out, “That’s a good girl. Stay there, I’ll be right back.” She heard Erin walking away and she came back soon after. Then she heard the sound of a phone’s camera snapping a picture.

“Here, I brought you a towel,” Erin said.

Amber blindly reached for the towel and swiped at the air a few times before she caught it. Wiping her face clean, she opened her eyes and looked to Erin. The smile on Erin’s face made her feel warm, “Did you enjoy yourself, Mistress?”

“Of course I did, but did you? I told you I would focus on your pleasure, so how did you feel about it?” Erin asked.

“I loved every second of it, Mistress. Especially when you ate me out. That was the fucking tits,” Amber grinned.

“I’ll fuck your tits another time. For now, I’m going to go get you another pair of panties and that plug. And the outfit. First time I’m going to get some use out of it,” Erin walked away, leaving Amber alone for a few minutes.

During that time, Amber did her best to unwind. After the sex, she was left with a dull pain in her ass and sore thighs. The back of her head burned from having her hair pulled, but the pain was worth it. Erin enjoyed herself and she felt that she started her boss’ morning right.

Erin came back with the items in her hands. She dropped them onto the couch and started with the plug. The plug was stainless steel and small enough to not seem threatening. Erin sorted out the clothes and presented Amber with a pair of white crotchless lace panties.

“Take your bra off and step out of your panties so I can get this plug in you,” Erin said. Amber nodded and followed the order. She then felt Erin’s hand spreading her rear. Then the cold metal drug across her pussy to collect some of the juices to help ease the insertion. Amber groaned as the plug pushed into her, but it slipped inside and after a few initial moments of discomfort, the toy started warming up.

“And now you can get dressed. Don’t worry, the maid outfit is small enough to show me enough of your boobs. And any time I see that sexy ass of yours bend over, I’ll get a nice view of your slit,” Erin said.

Amber nodded and used the towel to wipe her thighs clean just in case. They were white panties after all. She got dressed in the outfit and felt her cheeks flushing, “Mistress, I feel stupid.”

“But you look great, so you’re going to have to deal with that, aren’t you?” Erin asked.

“I am, Mistress. Thank you for this morning, but should I get to work?”

“In a few minutes, I wanted to write a list of things I want to be done around the house,” Erin walked to a bookshelf and pulled out a spiral notebook with a led pencil stuck in the rings. She pulled the pencil out and opened the notebook to a blank page. A few minutes of the pencil scratching on the page left Amber with a rather intimidating list.

“Okay, so that should be more than enough to keep you busy for today, tomorrow, and Sunday. Pace yourself, but don’t slack off. I don’t pay you to look pretty. I mean, metaphorically. I kind of do pay you to look pretty, don’t I?”

“You’re ridiculous, Mistress, and I love it,” Amber smiled at her. The compliment once again felt backhanded, but she would take it.

Erin smiled in return and leaned in to kiss Amber. Amber relaxed her shoulders during the kiss. Being intimate with Erin felt like a roller coaster, but she loved the ride. She felt a hand grope her chest, then Erin pulled away, “Go get to work. Make sure lunch is ready by twelve. Sex is scheduled for three-thirty. That isn’t a joke, so make sure you’ve taken a shower if you get sweaty. We clear on that?”

“Of course, Erin. You pay me to do what you ask, so I’m going to do it well. I love my job, never thought I would be able to say that,” Amber said.

“You say that now. Go get to work, I don’t want you to distract me until four. I’ve got a lot of work to do,” Erin moved to the couch and opened her laptop. Grumbling as she checked her email, Erin stopped paying attention to Amber.

Amber looked at the list and started from the bottom. The work would be tedious and she knew that the monotony would get old, but this was still her job. Her day passed smoothly enough, lunch was simple enough to make, and Erin came in exactly at twelve.

“Are you okay with burgers and fries?” Amber scratched at her forearm. She did not get directions on what to cook, so she went with what was simple.

Erin sat in a chair, “Yeah, that’s fine. Bring me a plate and I won’t complain.” Amber brought her a plate and watched Erin as she took a bite of the burger.

“The shit is burnt around the edges. But the inside tastes fine to me, so good job. Do me a favor, start learning how to cook. I’m not going to bitch at you, and I appreciate the food you made, but keep in mind that you’re job is to make my life easier. So don’t make me have to hire someone else to cook my food,” Erin said.

The criticism hurt, but there was a silver lining at least. Smiling at the words, she nodded, “I’ll do my best, Erin. Sorry about burning them. I have almost no experience with actually cooking. Most of my food comes from the microwave.”

Erin grimaced, “That’s disgusting.”

“It’s what I have, they don’t teach you how to cook in school. Or how to do your taxes. Or anything super useful. I’ll do my best to learn, that’s going to have to be good enough,” Amber said.

“If it takes you too long, I’ll hire someone to teach you. Week-long course or some shit like that. After that, if you continue to suck, I’ll have to figure something out to motivate you.”

Amber scowled, the idea of needing to be taught something so simple annoyed her. She should know how to cook, she should know how to make Erin happy. That thought caused her to pause for a moment. When did Erin become such an important part of her life?

Sighing, she made herself a plate of the food and sat down to join Erin, “I don’t think I’m going to need more motivation. I’ve got all I need. But I would appreciate having someone that could help coach me through the process.”

“Tedi should be coming over around five, she knows her way around the kitchen. Ask her for some pointers, and don’t cause any problems,” Erin paused. “And don’t let her touch you again. You’re mine, not my property. But I want you to be exclusive with me.”

Amber felt the hairs rising on the back of her neck, “I would never have let her do that if I knew it would bother you. I know I shouldn’t have let her do it at all. Hopefully, you’re not too mad about it, Mistress.”

“I’m not mad. I don’t want the woman I’m interested in to spread her legs for others,” Erin said.

Biting into her crispy burger, Amber understood Erin’s desire for her to learn to cook. The taste was okay after the burnt meat, but getting past that was difficult. Her heart warmed when she realized that Erin still ate the meal.

“All right. Well, I’ve got to get back to work. Clean the dishes up and try not to get sweaty. I’d like to fuck you in that outfit,” Erin said.

“I’ll do my best Mistress. Should I come in a little early to clean the living room?”

“I wouldn’t mind a show before we get into it,” Erin called to her.

Amber smiled and went back to cleaning. Being a slutty maid for Erin had perks. Amber’s monetary situation would be taken care of, she would have medical coverage, and she heard something about a retirement plan if she stayed long enough. All good perks, but her favorite perk was the nine inches between Erin’s thighs.


Story Thirty-Nine

Amber’s Futa Mistress

Cleaning Her Boss’ House

Book Four


Amber finished the last of the chores she could get finished before three in the afternoon. Her smile widened as she stepped into the den where she could start cleaning and organizing. That might not be exciting for some, but she had motivation. At three-thirty, she would be blessed with Erin’s massive cock. She did not care which hole Erin took, she did not care if she would even be pleasured in return. Erin wanted her. That was all that mattered to Amber.

Stepping into the den, the tapping of keys stole her attention. Erin sat in a recliner with her feet extended, laptop covering her nudity. Her impressive breasts were exposed, but they did not captivate Amber’s attention as much as the length between Erin’s thighs. Amber began cleaning the room, the place did not have settled dust, nor was there anything particularly filthy. Her intentions were not so much to make a drastic improvement, but any excuse she had to shake her hips in Erin’s way, she took. The maid outfit was comfortable enough, tight around the hips. The outfit’s upper half functioned like a corset, shrinking her waist and exposing her cleavage.

The lack of conversation in the first few minutes of her cleaning irked her. Saying nothing, she found more activities that required her bending over. In the white crotchless panties, she knew that she was showing Erin her pussy every time. The time passed until she finally heard Erin speak, “Do you think an exclamation point is a little much in a professional email?”

Amber stopped cleaning, the act was for show anyway. She moved to sit on the armrest of the recliner to read the email and shrugged one shoulder, “I don’t think it would be out of place, but I guess it depends on the tone you want to present?”

“Well, I’m letting the IT department know that I’m not pleased with the performance reports. A lot of customer feedback has been negative, citing long waits on hold, or employees that seem to not know what they’re doing.”

Amber glanced at the time on the laptop and took note of it being past three-thirty. This brought up a measure of concern, Erin was firm on her schedule up to this point. She would leave the question alone for now, “I would say that it might be better to call for a meeting with the important people in the IT department? I think that if you’re going to send the email, it would be best to let them know that you want to have a discussion on how to fix things. If you’re trying to get them to change something, an email is powerful, but it is also one-sided.”

Erin’s eyes opened at the words and she nodded, “So then what you’re saying is that I should let them know that they’re falling behind and that I want to figure out why?”

“Exactly.”

Erin smiled, “This is something I usually talk to Mrs. West about. The head of HR, she is a smart person, helps me take care of these decisions. I have quite a few people to help me out, but I really do need to take more responsibility for things. That way when the IT department starts slipping, I know how to address it.”

“I’ve been meaning to ask, what does your company do?” Amber’s finger curled around a lock of hair and twisted it.

“I started out delivering coffee to businesses. Sounds silly, but I made an almost fifty dollars profit a day, not horrible for a teenager. Then I made some connections. I found niches that needed fulfilling, and now, I run a multi-million dollar corporation. Most of what we do is product advertising, but we still dabble in other things. Graphic design, video editing, things that I can have done from a remote location.”

Amber did not understand the scale of the company but still nodded her head. “Okay, so yeah. I would say no exclamation point, babe,” Amber took the chance on the pet name.

Erin looked away from her laptop and smiled at Amber, “If I didn’t pay you to be so damn nice, I would be proud of that. Anyway, thank you, babe.”

Amber’s cheeks flushed. She reached her left hand around Erin’s shoulders and rubbed them while her boss typed up an email. The idea of sex felt like it might be lost, but once Erin hit send, she put her hand in Amber’s lap.

“Did you explore the house like I told you to on your list?”

“I did, what’s up?” Amber asked.

“Go to the bathroom and take the plug out. I’d recommend that you clean yourself up. Also, under the bathroom sink, you should find something to clean yourself out with. Spare me the details on that, but make sure your ass is clean,” Erin said.

She perked up at the thought of having her rear fucked again. The pleasure did not reach the same level as when her pussy was pounded by that cock, but Erin had a good time. Amber wanted to be able to provide that to her boss. Her salary helped persuade her into that line of thinking, yet, it was becoming much more natural for her.

“Of course, Mistress,” Amber said. She got off the chair and went into the bathroom. Amber spent a few minutes getting herself prepared for Erin before making her way back into the living room. She had the cleaned plug in her hand, “I’m back.”

Amber looked around the living room for Erin and did not see her. Hands on her hips made Amber jump and she looked back to see Erin, “Didn’t mean to scare you, I’ll have to do that more often.”

Her heart was racing in her chest and her right hand moved to her breast as if trying to calm it. “Don’t be mean, I’m horrible when it comes to dealing with scares. And that means no horror movies,” Amber said.

“If I want to make you watch a horror movie, you will. Even if you piss yourself, you’ll watch it all the way through,” Erin said in a commanding tone.

Amber’s head ducked and her hands fell back to her side, “I would, Mistress. I cleaned myself, and the plug, but I didn’t know what you’d want to do with it.”

“Put it on the table for now. I was thinking, I’d like to be lazy this time. You’ve gotten pretty lucky with being able to enjoy my cock without having to do much work,” Erin let her hands roam to Amber’s ass. Her fingers danced down the curve of Amber’s rear to reach their destination, Amber’s pussy.

The fingers were welcomed by Amber’s warm folds, “So you want me to ride you? I don’t know how good I’ll be at that, but if you’re willing to let me learn, I’d be down.”

“Being fair, you don’t have much of a choice. Even if we do get more serious with one another, I’m always going to be your Mistress in the bedroom,” Erin said. Moving back to the recliner, Erin spread her legs and stroked her cock.

Amber put the plug on the table and then moved to the recliner as well. She got onto the recliner on her knees, straddling Erin, “I enjoy you being my Mistress, so that won’t be a problem.” Amber leaned in for a kiss. Erin’s tongue pushed its way into Amber’s mouth, Amber moaned into the kiss. Her hips dropped onto Erin’s lap, the woman’s thick cock rubbing against the back of her panties. She did her best to grind against the shaft while she enjoyed the kiss while it lasted.

Erin pushed Amber away and smiled, “Go to my room and look under my bed. You should find a brown box. Bring that here.”

Amber nodded, “Be right back, Mistress.” Heading upstairs to the third floor, Amber made her way into the master bedroom. Dropping to her knees, she pulled the box out from under the bed and attempted to pull the top open. The top did not budge and she looked around the box and saw the combination lock on it. She sighed and picked it up. She wanted to know what was in the box, obviously, there were toys. But what kind of toys made a large difference.

She went back downstairs with the heavy box and sat it in Erin’s lap, “There you go. So what are you getting?”

“Turn around and wait until I say you can look,” Erin said. Amber groaned but complied. The clicking of the box opening made her want to take a peek but she would rather not have her ass abused for that. Amber heard the box snap shut and Erin call out, “Okay, turn around and pull your top down so I can put these on your nipples.”

Amber turned around and saw the metal clips. She whimpered and fidgeted for a moment before asking, “Do I have to, Mistress?”

“Should I get the one for your clit?” Erin asked. Amber pulled the top down almost instantaneously. Erin shifted the box off her lap and into the floor, then stood. She closed the distance between her and Amber and leaned in to take a nipple into her mouth and gave it a light suckle. After she pulled away, she put the clip on Amber’s nipple. The other breast received the same treatment.

Amber groaned at the squeezing, biting sensation. They hurt, but it was a tolerable level of pain, and she would not have to get her ass torn up for refusing.

“That’s a good slut,” Erin hummed for a moment and scratched her neck. “Go get a chair from the kitchen.”

Amber left the room and with every step, she felt her breasts bounce and the clips dig in deeper. Returning with the chair, she put it in front of Erin, “I’m guessing that I’ll be doing it in the chair?”

“Yeah, that’s a pretty good guess. Did you bring any lube?”

“I did get a small bottle, it’s in my backpack.”

“Go grab it, I don’t want to make you run upstairs again.”

Amber retrieved the bottle from her backpack that was leaning against the side of the couch. Erin called out, “And for once, you might want to take off your panties. They’re crotchless, but they’d dig into my cock too much or rip. And since they’re Tedi’s, I don’t want to ruin them.”

Amber sneered when she found out they belonged to Tedi. She hurried to get the panties down and then moved back to Erin. “Could you lube me up, Mistress?”

“Any excuse to play with your ass is a good excuse,” Erin smiled and took the bottle of lube. Sitting down in the chair, she popped the top of the bottle and gathered a glob on her fingers.

Amber turned around and bent over, holding onto her knees to help steady herself. She felt two fingers pressing against her pucker and then they slipped inside her. Her ass was tight and the fingers still hurt a little to be inserted so quickly. She sucked in a gasp of air and looked back to Erin.

“Oh come on, you’ve taken my cock before. Two fingers aren’t going to kill you. Suck it up buttercup, I’m not going to slow down,” Erin said.

“I wasn’t complaining. I can’t control how my body responds, sorry,” she gave a little more sass than she intended to with the response.

Erin pressed the fingers into her and pulled them out a few times, “I get that, but try and watch your manners. Haven’t you learned better by now? I don’t want to have to spank you. Not until you’ve healed a little at least.”

The fingers pulled from Amber’s ass and Erin called out, “You’re ready as I’m going to let you be. I want you to lube my cock up though. It’s only fair, right?”

Amber turned to face Erin and took the bottle of lube in her hand. Pouring a large amount onto her palm, she took Erin’s cock into her hand. The pain from her nipples faded for the time being. Their teeth had settled into her sensitive nipples. Her hand worked up and down Erin’s throbbing cock.

“It’s more than fair. I love playing with your cock, Mistress,” Amber said.

Erin smirked, “That’s a good slut. I don’t mind you playing with it as long as it isn’t distracting me. But I’m pretty much finished with work for today.”

Amber remained quiet while she worked the lube onto Erin’s cock. The slick sounds that came with each stroke made her chuckle. Erin called out, “That’s enough, saddle up, slut.”

“Are we in a spaghetti western now? I guess I better get my spurred boots on and yell yee-haw?” her witticism did not make Erin laugh. In an effort to avoid punishment, she climbed into Erin’s lap. Her feet rested on the chair’s lower supports and she looked down to Erin, “Uh, could you get it close to my butt?”

“Real sexy,” Erin teased and moved her hand to her cock. She stood it straight up and Amber wiggled until she felt it at her back door. Amber eased onto the cock. The head popped into her and caused her to gasp. Her rear still felt too tight to jump right into taking more of Erin.

“I need a second, Mistress.”

“No, you don’t. Take as long as you need to, but you’re going to want to get it into you as soon as you can. That isn’t for me, it will help you adjust to it faster,” Erin said.

The advice might have been accurate, Amber was not sure, but she listened anyway. Her hips continued to sink onto Erin’s cock. The ruffled skirt of her maid’s outfit kept her from being able to gauge how much more she had to go. Amber finally felt her ass resting in Erin’s lap. She poked her lip out and pouted for a moment.

Erin leaned forward kissed Amber, the pouting stopped in an instant. Being shown affection went a long way for Amber. The care made her heart flutter, the sex was nice, but having Erin showing her anything beyond pain made her feel wanted. She rocked her hips into Erin during the kiss. The cock inside her still felt uncomfortable, but it continued to feel better as time went on.

The kiss finally broke and Erin leaned back into the chair, “Okay, show me what you can do baby.”

“Yes Mistress, uh, could you lean forward?” Amber asked. Erin did but seemed confused. Amber’s hands moved to the back of the chair and she used that grip to hold herself steady. Her legs pushed off the chair and brought her off Erin’s cock. Then she dropped back down. Her body continued to bounce on Erin’s length, but her mind drifted. She was happy, being able to serve Erin in this way made her feel like she deserved her position with her Mistress. Amber deserved Erin’s attention.

Amber took the initiative to lean back in and kiss Erin. She did not care about the repercussions that might come. All she cared about was being intimate with Erin during this moment. Erin did not fight the kiss, her hands moved to hold Amber’s hips. Helping her continue riding her cock, Erin opened her mouth and let Amber’s tongue explore.

Not being made to stop encouraged Amber to pick up in intensity. She would serve her Mistress well. Coming into Erin’s house and not working would be rude and Amber wanted to be a good mannered slut for her Mistress. Amber had to pull away from the kiss to take a few gasping breaths. The dick invading her ass brought her closer to her orgasm.

“Mistress—”

“Erin. Baby, call me Erin.”

Amber gave Erin a quick kiss and then continued, “Erin, I’m almost there.”

Erin nodded and brought her hands to Amber’s breasts to remove the clips. Having them removed hurt, but Amber appreciated the gesture. Erin’s hands then fell back to Amber’s hips. Amber could feel Erin start bucking her hips to meet her movements and Erin spoke, “Cum for me, baby. Hurry up, before I cum!”

Amber nodded and moved a hand from the chair to her clit and rubbed as she continued to bounce as fast as she could. The pressure built in her core and she moaned as she tried to push herself over the edge. She did not expect Erin’s soft groans, the subsequent feeling of warm cum shooting into her ass explaining what those groans were about.

Having Erin cum for her was the final nail in the coffin. Her orgasm coursed through her, welling up in her loins and gushing forth. Her hips continued to buck and every time she dropped, the wet sound of flesh meeting soaked flesh came forth. Erin pinned Amber’s hips down after a moment, “I can’t take anymore, babe.”

Amber would have continued for much longer if she had the option. Her thighs burned from the exertion of riding Erin for so long, but they were finished. She relaxed for a moment before she pulled away. Standing on her legs felt blissful after the eternity she spent on Erin’s lap. But there was an elephant in the room that Amber had to address.

“Erin?”

“Yeah?”

“Do we have to wait the two weeks?” Amber asked.

Erin got off the chair and shook her head. She approached Amber and gave her a soft kiss on the forehead, “No, baby. We don’t. If it’s the same to you, we’re going to need to keep things quiet around the office for a while. Being together is one thing, but once it becomes public if things don’t work. Well, then my company takes a publicity hit. I know you don’t want to be made into a paparazzi magnet, so I hope you understand.”

“I do, Mistress,” Amber wrapped her arms around Erin’s lower back and squeezed her close.

“You’re always going to be my little slut, but, I think we both know we mean more to each other than what we call one another,” Erin said.

“I know, but I do want you to be happy. All you have to do is let me know what you want me to do or say, and it’ll be done.”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way,” Erin said.

“Can I ask for a favor?” Amber averted her eyes.

Erin gave Amber’s cheek another kiss, “Of course.”

“I smell like sex and sweat, can we take a shower together?” Amber asked.

Erin nodded and wrapped her arms around Amber’s waist, “I would love to, babe.”


Story Forty

A Futa Billionaire Trains a Trap

Tracy’s First Lesson

Book One


Had it not been for the faintest trace of ‘her’ Adam's apple as she approached, I might have ignored her entirely. My usual maid needed the night off and the replacement she lined up for me wasn’t a disappointment at all. The soft spot in my heart for a sexy sissy was nearly as large as the hardening bulge in my panties.

A wicked smile crested my lips as she approached. Each step sent her skirt dancing, its black and white pattern drawing attention to her lithe legs. Slim, smooth, and seductive. The white lace stockings covering most of her legs and thighs were certainly enough to make my heart race, but the southern accent that she spoke with helped me make up my mind about what would happen tonight.

“Ms. Stokes, I did my best with dinner, but I’m not that great of a cook. If it’s not up to your standards or if you’d like me to get you something else, please let me know,” she said, her hands fidgeting around the bottom of her tied blouse.

Her exposed midriff held my attention for just a second longer before I nodded. “Of course. I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your name when you came in.”

She stiffened for a moment and stammered, “T-Tracy, I didn’t say it earlier.”

“That would explain it. Well, Tracy, I’m going to ask two quick questions before I let you go,” I said as I let my eyes drift to her chest. If I hadn’t noticed the trace of her Adam's apple, I would have believed they were real. She wasn’t a cheap maid if that’s what she usually did for work. Something told me it wasn’t, but it was rude to assume someone sold their body. “First, how old are you? Second, is there any reason you decided on that outfit to wear to my home?”

Tracy shook her head, “I’m nineteen. And as far as the outfit goes, when I get a call out of the blue telling me that there is good money if I’m someone’s servant for the night…”

“You assumed I wanted you here for your body?” I asked.

She nodded.

I gestured for her to turn around with my hand and a smirk played along Tracy’s lips before she spun slowly for me. For once in my life, I didn’t want to see a skirt on one of my potential playthings. Her ass looked tight, but without seeing the exact shape, I wasn’t sold on her. Money wasn’t an issue for me, but I wasn’t the kind of woman that paid for sub-par service.

“I’m not going to say that it’s out of the question, but I don’t know how much of a tip you’d be able to earn tonight,” I said flatly.

Her hands flew to her hips as she scowled down at me, “Are you seriously saying that I’m not good enough for you?”

Standing from my desk, I did not attempt to hide the thick bulge in my pajama pants as I stared into her soft blue eyes, “I didn’t say that you wouldn’t be good enough, I haven’t made up my mind if I think you deserve a cock like mine. I already know the secret you’re hiding with that skirt, but until I know what kind of person you are, it’s hard to judge just how much fun I would have. Did that clear things up for you or did you need me to make you a damn presentation?”

Tracy broke eye contact with me as she went back to her fidgeting. After a few seconds of silence, she spoke, her voice barely more than a whisper, “I should have said something sooner. Look, I can just leave if this is going to be awkward for both of us.”

“Do you want to leave?” I asked.

She shrugged. “If I’m honest, I’m not sure. The pay seems really nice for just taking care of your house, but if there was a chance to make more, I can’t pretend I wouldn’t be interested.” Her eyes darted to my groin and once they locked onto my cock, her tongue ran across her lips. “M-Maybe, anyway?”

“Do you know much about my reputation, Tracy?”

“I know that you’re one of the one percent,” she mumbled.

I nodded, “And I worked to get here. I didn’t start with a loan or have any handouts on my way up. I earned this lifestyle, but there are some things that even money doesn’t buy you. Well, I’m sure it could if I put the advertisement out there, but I’d rather not be known for my interests. Am I making myself any more clear to you?”

“Not really? I mean, are you wanting me to keep quiet about what happens tonight?”

I nodded once again.

“Oh, that’s all you had to say, Ms. Stokes. You think I want word getting out that I’m a whore who sells his body to people that want me to pretend to be a chick for them?” she asked.

“Well, some people get off on that kind of thing. Being more specific, I get off on that sort of thing,” I said.

Her eyes widened and she clapped a hand over her mouth before mumbling, “I’m just digging my own hole over here, don’t mind me.”

I smiled warmly at her and gestured to the seat in front of my desk. “You’re really something, Tracy. I do hope that you’re not dressing up like that solely for the sake of making money, though.”

Tracy held her skirt as she sat down, but I still caught a glimpse of her white lace panties and the small bulge they were hiding as she crossed her legs. “No ma’am, I kind of like all the eyes on me. Some of the guys that hire me can be douchebags, but they still pay me to treat me like a princess. For the most part, at least.”

“Is that what kind of behavior you prefer?” I asked as I sat back down and looked over the plate of food she’d brought. Slightly overcooked chicken and green beans that didn’t look appetizing wouldn’t cut it for dinner tonight. “I really hope it isn’t. I’m not going to pamper you after looking at the mess you put on my desk.”

Her cheeks flushed red as she shook her head, “I-I don’t mind if things are a little more serious.”

“Tracy, I’m going to ask you this once. How much money do I have to pay for you tonight?”

“What do you want to do?” she asked nervously.

“The obvious, for one. A tight, warm hole to wrap around my cock. But that would be after I’ve had a little fun with you. I won’t hurt you tonight, no cuffs, no chains, nothing but a little manipulation.”

“A-At least you’re honest about it. Three hundred an hour?” she asked.

I nodded and picked up the plate on my desk. My eyes met with hers as I let the plate’s contents spill into the trash can beside my desk. “I’ll pay in advance, while I get your money, do me a favor and take my trash out.”

Tracy didn’t hesitate to stand up and bend over to reach for the handles of the trash bag.

“Oh, I forgot to mention,” I said softly. As she glanced up at me, a wicked grin spread across my lips, “Leave your skirt in my office.”

This time, there was more than a moment of hesitation. After what felt like a minute of waiting for her to make up her mind, just as I was going to send her home, Tracy straightened up and hooked her thumbs into her skirt. “A-Anything you want.”

She slid the skirt down her legs and let it form a tiny puddle around her ankles. Tracy didn’t look up as she took the trash bag out of my can and walked out of my room. The second she turned around, I had to stifle a quiet sigh. Her ass was small and firm, just like I preferred. It was so much easier to make my lover’s scream my name when they could feel every last inch of my cock inside them…

Once she was out of the room, I walked over to the cabinet across the room and opened the bottom drawer. Removing a false bottom, I grabbed a thousand from my ‘allowance’ and put the panel back in place before closing it. I’d probably only need two hours with Tracy, but if she worked hard enough, she’d get two tips tonight.

A few minutes later, Tracy came back, her face as red as a pepper, “I’m done.”

“Obviously. Down to the kitchen, Tracy.”

She let out a soft groan and mumbled, “You could have just met me downstairs.”

“And miss out on watching you walk away again?” I asked teasingly.

Tracy flashed a smile at me before winking and turning away. The walk downstairs was much nicer when I had something to watch. By the time we reached the bottom of the stairs, a trickle of precum moistened my panties and I knew that with or without her, I’d have to take care of my problem tonight.

Once we got into the spacious kitchen, I directed her to the stove, “You’re bound to be a better cook, aren’t you? I’m a little shocked that you have kept your job as long as you have as terrible as that food looked.”

“I-I can do okay with certain things, but chicken definitely isn’t my specialty. It’s not like I’m usually cooking when I’m dressed up anyway,” she mumbled.

“What’s your favorite thing to cook, Tracy?” I asked.

She leaned against the stove, “I’m not huge on cooking. My favorite thing is probably one of the dumbest, but I love sandwiches and chips. Cheap and easy, but always good.”

The way she was leaning made her hips stick out a little more. That cute little cock she was hiding definitely couldn’t compare to mine, but a sissy’s cock didn’t need to be attention-grabbing. For someone that seemed so casual about what she was doing, she had the body to be a millionaire’s ‘wife’. Some people just didn’t know how to leverage what they were given to work with.

“I’m sure I’ve got sandwich meat. Cut up the tomatoes, I prefer mine with mayo as well. Aside from that, make it however you would make yours.”

She nodded and gestured to the cabinets, “Are you going to tell me which one to look through or is that part of the fun?”

“That’s part of the fun for me,” I said with a smile.

She didn’t take long to go through the cabinets and find the chips but I enjoyed every second of it. Watching her get on her tiptoes and wiggle her ass while she searched was something I’d remember for quite some time. Luckily for her, everything in the fridge was easy to find.

“Knives are in the drawer to the left of the stove, Tracy.”

“Yes ma’am,” she said softly. “Cutting board?”

“No clue. Just use the counter for now, don’t worry about scratching it.”

She turned back to look at me, “Do you really have that kind of money?”

“Billions.”

“F-Fuck, I should have charged you more for all of this,” she mumbled.

I laughed quietly and walked closer to her. My hands fell to her hips as I let my cock press against her panty-covered ass, “You’re charging what you think you’re worth, but you probably don’t know that you’re the one getting treated to something special tonight.”

A soft moan fell from her lips. Whether she was still putting on a show as a trap or if she really moaned like that, I couldn’t say. I had to hope it was the latter, that her submissive nature truly did run that deep. She might not be transgender like I was, but there was something special about a sissy. A man who wanted to be anything but in the bedroom. That was the only kind of man I would ever respect without them having earned it. Men just thought they were tough, but taking a cock like mine would make most of them cry like bitches.

“I-If you think so.”

I let my hand slide around her waist and into her panties. Tracy gasped as I took her cock in my hand and without so much as a word, I started stroking her gently. Her cock hardened quickly and while it wasn’t much to work with, it would be perfect for what I had in mind.

“S-Should I stop?” she asked.

“Did I tell you to stop?”

Tracy let out a quivering breath before she started cutting down the vegetables she’d picked out. I got the sense that she was damn good with a knife, but she took her time to make sure she was safe. Distracting her wasn’t the smartest move I could make, but the occasional thrust of her hips told me that she was enjoying the play as much as I was.

After she finished with the sharp knife, she slid the jar of mayo over and took care of that. As she did, I stroked her smooth cock faster. Each time my hand slid over her head, I could feel the twitch of her cock as she came closer to her orgasm. While I wouldn’t have slept with a normal man to save my life, Tracy was different. I’d spent all too many nights stroking my own cock to not know how to pleasure another when the day finally came when I met someone that could fulfill my fantasy.

The sharp hitch of her breath came with a warning, “M-Ms. Stokes!”

I firmly gripped the base of her shaft to hold her cum in for a moment before snatching a piece of bread from around her side. With a deft motion of my hand, I pointed the head of her cock out of the side of her panties and held the bread just inches away from her shaft before letting my grip loose.

A loud moan ripped out of Tracy as her spurts of cum shot onto the bread. Each jolt of her cock in my hand made my own throb powerfully against her tight ass, but I could wait a little longer to fuck her. Once her breathing calmed and the majority of her cum was on the bread, I let go of her and put the bread back on the counter. “Make your sandwich with that piece, Tracy.”

She turned back to look at me, a few beads of sweat on her brow, “E-Excuse me?”

“A good sissy doesn’t ask questions.”

“I never claimed I was good!”

I smirked as I reached into my pocket and retrieved the money from earlier. I slapped it down beside the bread and whispered in her ear, “You will be if you keep coming back, but once I’ve made you a good girl, you’re going to eventually not ask for money anymore. You know that, don’t you?”

She let out a whimper before snatching the money. Tracy tucked it into the side of her panties and mumbled, “Until I’m a good girl, you better keep the money coming if I’m going to have to do this kind of stuff.” As nervous as she seemed to be about it, she did make both of our sandwiches. I was even kind enough to her to put the chips on our plates instead of making her do it.

As we sat down, she took the sandwich in her hand and looked me in the eye before taking a large bite of it. Her eyes closed in what I assumed was anticipation for it to be horrible, but a second later, she opened her eyes and finished chewing her bite. Once she finished, she mumbled, “Lucky there is enough on here for me not to taste it all that much.”

“Should I add more?” I asked.

She shrugged, “It’s not like I spit it out when I blow people, I’m kind of used to it. It’s just weird to eat mine, you know?”

“No, I don’t. Tracy, I don’t want to hear about what you’ve done with other people. From now until you decide to pursue other work, you’re working solely for me. Is that clear?” I asked.

Her head tilted to the side, “You think I can afford to just drop all the people that contact me? I don’t know about you, but I like the little things in life. I love buying clothes like these. I love being able to take my friends out for lunch—”

“Billions, Tracy.”

She paused for a moment and mumbled, “You have billions. I have you until you’re tired of me.”

“I’m sorry if I’m not used to being told no. Let me try to compromise. Until I can’t provide the lifestyle you want, you’re not to be with another client. Is that better?” I asked.

She rolled her eyes as she took another bite of her sandwich.

“I’ll take that as a yes?”

Tracy nodded her head and then swallowed, “Or until you get bored of me.”

I didn’t know what to say to that. Something probably happened in her life that made her feel like she wasn’t worth someone else’s time, but even if she wasn’t the best company, I’d do well by her just because I said I would. Instead of trying to explain that to her like I probably should have, I bit into my sandwich. For such basic ingredients, it really did taste better than some food that I’d paid for.

By the time I finished with my sandwich, Tracy was just getting to her chips. As good as the sandwich was and as hard as my cock still was, I didn’t quite feel like starting on the chips. Her, on the other hand, I wanted to get started with.

“How would you feel about going back to my office, Tracy?” I asked.

“I guess we could,” she huffed.

I locked eyes with her and spoke firmly, “Are you upset that I asked you not to fuck other people?”

She stared back with an intensity I didn’t expect from her, “No, I’m confused to why it even matters in the first place. You don’t know me and you don’t owe me anything. If this is just some kind of charity, I don’t want it. I was getting along fine before tonight and I’ll be fine after. It feels like you’re trying to get me to pull all my eggs in one basket and I don’t know how the fuck I’m supposed to feel about that.”

I stood and spoke quietly, “Wait here.”

She didn’t say anything as she went back to crunching on her chips one at a time.

Tonight shouldn’t have been anywhere near as complicated as it was turning out to be, but I felt strangely invested in Tracy. Maybe it was the bond of forsaking our masculinity. Whatever it was, I didn’t want to see her continue down the same path that I had when I was her age. Fourteen years ago, I was in a very similar situation, but I was trying to get money saved up to get out of that terrible situation. The number of times I’d ended up abused in an alley didn’t deserve to be counted. Men could rot in hell, but Tracy… she didn’t deserve to end up like I had for quite some time.

I got out of my situation, but she seemed to be getting more comfortable with it. If she wanted to sell herself to the highest bidder, that was fine. I’d just always be the highest bidder.

Upstairs, I went back into my stash of money and grabbed a couple of stacks of twenties, close to fifteen thousand worth. It was a fair amount of money, but I’d never spend it on my own needs. It was money I put aside to have fun, but being an introvert didn’t allow for the kind of fun I wanted. Tracy didn’t know it, but she was offering me a service I couldn’t get elsewhere.

Just as I was about to head out of my office, I turned back to grab her skirt. I took my time getting back downstairs and by the time I walked down, she’d already finished her food and was cleaning up the mess she made. When she turned to look at me, her eyes shot to the money cradled in my arm and she mumbled, “What’s that for?”

“Two weeks with a small tip. I won’t call you every night, but you’re not to see any other clients for those two weeks. You can have tonight off, dinner was excellent,” I stated flatly.

Tracy shook her head as she walked towards me. Grabbing a single stack out of the couple, she mumbled, “Look, I kind of want to have sex tonight, I’ll admit that much. I’m just not sure where this is supposed to go, Ms. Stokes.”

I smiled weakly, “My name is Jessica, but I prefer Jess.”

“Thanks for telling me that, I think. But that doesn’t change things, Jess. No amount of money you could bring… well, no amount of money that a rational billionaire would bring down here could make me feel like this was anything more than some kind of bribe. I don’t want to be under your thumb as your slave, Jess. If I’m supposed to be your fuck puppet, when would I even find time to go out and enjoy spending the money I make?”

I put the rest of the money down on the counter, uncaring as to if a few bills got damp from it being recently cleaned. “I don’t want a slave and I definitely don’t want a puppet. What I made you do earlier was fun for me, but if we did that every day, I’d lose interest. I want to see how things go, where your limits are, and how much we can enjoy ourselves while we play. If you need time off, we can limit our play to the weekend or certain days. It’s whatever works for you, but I can’t justify putting my cock in someone that doesn’t care who is inside them.”

“So what have you been doing with your other maid then?” she spat.

“Eating better food and being more lonely,” I shot back.

Her lips pursed for a moment and she scowled at me before mumbling, “I’ve only been with a couple of guys so far. I guess consistency wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world, but you don’t own me and if I say no, you should listen.”

“And if we can’t compromise, I’ll drop it, okay?” I asked.

She nodded and gestured to the skirt still in my hand, “So you want the panties that go with that skirt or were you wanting to keep being all mushy and stuff?”

A chuckle escaped me as I dropped the skirt, “I was hoping we could do this bent over a desk, but I guess fucking you over the counter would work, sweetie.”

“Mm, you know, I don’t like hearing pet names like that. I’m more of a slut or whore kind of girl,” she purred.

My cock went soft during the time I was upstairs, but after hearing that, the bulge in my panties roared to life again. “Only when I fuck you, deal?”

“You make it sound like we’re going to be going out on a date or something,” she said playfully as she put the money on the counter and then slid her panties down her thighs to expose her small cock. The glistening purple crown of her cock looked delicious, but I wasn’t the kind of woman to go down on my submissive without it being a treat.

“Who knows where it’ll go, slut? Right now, I want that pretty little mouth to shut up unless it’s going to be moaning,” I growled.

Tracy licked her lips as she looked down at my cock, “That’s not going in my ass dry, Jess. I’ll spit on it, but I’d rather have lube.”

“I’m not a savage. Even a whore like you deserves a little comfort while they’re serving their purpose.”

She let out a quiet gasp before turning around and grabbing onto the counter. Tracy arched her back to expose her ass and cute balls with her cock dangling between her thighs. It was a sight worth more than the money I’d already offered her.

It was probably wrong of me to take advantage of her like this, but the more I learned about her and the more we talked, the more I wanted to explore her both physically and emotionally. I hurried upstairs and went into my bedroom to grab the bottle of lube from my dresser drawer and rushed back down to join her. The silk pajamas I had on lasted only a second before they were on the floor and kicked away.

My cock had already spilled out of the top of my panties, they could never keep it contained when it was hard. I didn’t bother taking them off, they wouldn’t get in the way anymore. I squirted the cold lube onto my cock and started stroking it idly while I let a trickle of lube drip down Tracy’s seam and down to her tight pucker.

I put the lube down on the counter and let my hand trail from her shoulders down to her lower back, “I’m going to love every second of this, slut. I just hope you enjoy it enough to know where to come when you need to be fucked.”

“Please give me a reason to come back, Jess. I swear, if you can’t get me off after all the shit you’ve talked, I’m going to never look back,” she threatened.

I rubbed her ass for a brief second before giving it a hard smack. Before the echo of the slap died away, I slid a finger into her ass and let it sink in until the final knuckle, “Shut up, sissy. You’re already out of your league. Did I need to remind you that I made you eat a cum sandwich already?”

Her ass clenched around my finger for a moment as she got used to it before it relaxed enough for me to push a second one inside her. It was easy to ignore my cock when I was fingering her ass, but Tracy wasn’t going to walk away without a limp no matter how much I enjoyed playing with her.

“Y-You’re the dumb ass that paid me a grand to do it,” she moaned.

I pulled the fingers out of her and put my hand on her lower back as I pressed the head of my cock against her pucker. From a glance, it looked like it would tear her in two, but I was well aware that she could handle it. She might have a mouth on her, but at least she wasn’t just fake moaning and telling me how amazing I was. Cheap whores weren’t worth the time…

“And you’re the dumb ass that just talked her way out of being stretched first,” I said as I forced the head of my cock inside her.

“Fuck!” Tracy’s foot came off the ground a few inches as she fought against the pain. “Y-Yeah, should have thought that one out a bit more, f-fucking hold on a sec, please?”

“Ooh, using please. Someone’s already learning their first lesson. Such a good whore,” I said teasingly.

I didn’t love seeing her in pain, but if this was going to be something we did more often, I wanted the sex to be amazing. Tonight, it could be relatively vanilla. Breaking in my new sissy slut was something I’d love doing over the course of a few weeks. One kinky lesson at a time.

Even while I had to wait, I loved how tight she felt around my cock. Her warm inner walls clenched and relaxed around my cock’s head, massaging it until she finally relaxed long enough to whisper, “Deeper.”

“Deeper, what?”

“Please,” she huffed.

I wiped my lube-coated hand on her tied blouse before holding onto her hips. She looked so perfect as I pushed slightly deeper into her ass. Her head turned sideways to rest on the counter and I could see the ‘O’ shape of her mouth as I fed her greedy hole more of my thickness.

“If it hurts, tell me. Even a slut like you has her limits,” I said. Trying to show her concern while keeping up the degrading act was a little more difficult than I anticipated. Until I knew her better and she knew me better as well, I couldn’t be sure that she wouldn’t take my sexual desires as personal attacks. Tracy might not believe me, but I was concerned about her wellbeing beyond being my call girl.

As I pushed deeper and deeper into her, soft moans filtered out of her instead of whimpers of pain. I didn’t peg her for much of a size slut, but that wasn’t something I’d complain about. Most women I did find interesting either didn’t want to take my cock at all or they were too afraid of it to even try. Another small victory for Tracy… if she kept stacking them up, maybe we would end up going out on one of those dates she mentioned.

The warmth of Tracy’s ass pressed against my lap and it still took me a moment to process that this tiny sissy managed to take my entire cock. Before I could tell her what a good job she was doing, she spoke lustfully, “J-Just going to enjoy the view or are you going to fuck your whore?”

“Why not both?” I asked before putting my hands on her shoulders. Pulling her towards me so that her back pressed against my chest, I slammed into her ass powerfully and then wrapped my arm around her chest, “You don’t get to lay there like a useless sex doll. Try your best to ride my cock or all you’re getting next time is a little spit on your ass.”

She let out a pathetic groan before reaching up to clasp her hands around my neck. Before I could figure out what she was doing, her midsection went taut and she lifted her legs from the floor. Her feet planted against the counter and she didn’t hesitate to start bouncing on my cock, “A-Anything you want, J-Jess.”

Her weight pressing against me didn’t bother me at all, like any other billionaire, I had plenty of time to use my personal gym. While I wasn’t in the best shape, Tracy couldn’t weigh more than one-twenty and that was perfect for me.

I let out a deep groan as she sank fully onto my cock. Her loud moan smothered the noise I made and those moans just kept coming. Each time she’d let her weight fall onto my cock, I’d lift my hips to meet her. It took me a second to notice, but when she dropped onto my cock, that smooth stomach had a slight bulge in it. If I ever wondered how she managed to take my entire cock, I was even more perplexed when I saw how deep inside her it actually went. It didn’t seem to hurt her if anything, her desperate moans made it seem like she was loving it more than I expected her to.

“Still think I’m all talk, whore?” I growled huskily into her ear.

“I-I’m going to cum again,” she whined.

“Answer me!”

“I fucking love your cock!” Tracy roared. I might not have taken her that seriously if she didn’t drop her stammering. Whether that was a nervous tick or something she thought was cute didn’t matter, I could tell a lie when I heard it and it felt too damn good to have such a cute sissy in love with my cock.

Her tight ass constricted around my cock as she bounced faster, taking less of my cock but riding with an intensity I couldn’t even try to match. Each bounce came with a greedy sucking of air that was followed by another loud moan. “F-Fuck!” Tracy’s cock throbbed as her riding slowed down. The first shot of her cum shot out onto her stomach, but the rest didn’t come as powerfully.

Where she slowed down, I was too close to stop. Hooking my hands under her ass, I held her aloft as I hammered into her. Each stroke was another taste of ecstasy with her tightness so easily enveloping my cock fully. Lost in the trance of being inside Tracy, I would have been content to fuck her all night, but she had other plans as she whispered, “Please c-cum for me?”

I was already close, but I could have slowed down and made this moment last much longer. Hearing her soft voice ask for my cum was sexier than any amount of begging she could have done in that moment. For her to call herself a whore, she really was a few steps above the rest. Tracy recovered enough from her orgasm to weakly try to ride me, but I wasn’t going to tell her to stop. The heated ball of desire within me needed out and there was only one place for it to go.

A long, low moan filled the room as I sank into Tracy once last time. Her hips never stopped moving, but she switched to grinding against me instead of riding me. Each shift sent a wave of bliss coursing up my cock as Tracy tried — very successfully — to milk my cock.

Unlike Tracy, I hadn’t already finished today and each and every shot of my cum burst powerfully into her. A soft moan poured from Tracy before she whispered, “F-Fuck I feel so damn full. Eating cum, being filled with cum… I just can’t catch a break from you, can I?”

Her light tone made me giggle and I kissed her neck before whispering, “Get off me so I can kiss you.”

“Since when do billionaires kiss whores?” she asked, but she did as I asked, slowly easing herself off my cock before gingerly stepping down.

I turned her around to face me and cupped her chin to tilt her head up so that we could look into each other's eyes. “I don’t kiss whores. Only my whore.” Her jaw went slack for a second and I took the opportunity to lean in and kiss her. She didn’t kiss back at first and my heart seized in my chest. And then her tongue danced against mine and she moaned softly into the kiss.

The embrace lasted only a few seconds, but when I pulled away from her, she kept her eyes closed. “If I’m dreaming, don’t wake me up,” she said softly.

“It’s not a dream, sweetie. If you’re going to leave tonight, now is the time. If not, you can sleep on the couch tonight. There’s money on the counter if you wanted to steal from me. If not, I’ll see you in the morning for breakfast,” I offered.

She shrugged her shoulders and mumbled, “I’m only staying if I can suck your cock for breakfast.”

“I’m not paying for that.”

“I didn’t ask you too? You’re only paying for my ass right now, Jess,” she purred.

Putting my faith in this random sissy probably wasn’t the best idea in the world, but at thirty-three, it was long past due that I took a chance on being with someone. I didn’t want to pay for my love, but it didn’t feel all that different than dating someone that I wasn’t paying for sex. I’d still buy them gifts, I’d be expected to cover most bills, so if I was going to do that anyway, why couldn’t I enjoy being with a sissy that could scratch itches that I could never reach?

I helped Tracy to the couch and even got her a blanket and pillow before heading upstairs. If she was still there in the morning, she was going to have a long day. Training my sissy slut would take a while, but sex was quickly becoming a secondary goal. I just wanted more of her.
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For the first time in too many years, when I woke up, I didn’t linger in my bed. I didn’t even bother putting on clothes as I rushed downstairs, if Tracy did stay the night, the clothes would have just been in the way. At the bottom of the stairs, I slowed my pace in case she did stay the night. She couldn’t know how desperate I was to see her.

My heart stalled in my chest as I peeked over the back of the couch. The cover I’d given her last night was on the floor, but she was still there. She was on her side with her pillow clutched against her chest. A smile crested my lips as I reached down to gently rub her shoulder, “Time to get up, sweetie.”

Tracy groaned and rolled onto her back. She might not have been fully awake but her cock was. That adorable shaft looked so much cuter when it was in a pair of panties, but I couldn’t ask her to wear clothes to bed, yet. I certainly didn’t and wouldn’t.

“Tracy, you said you wanted breakfast, didn’t you?” I asked softly.

Her eyes cracked open and she mumbled, “Only if it’s your cock.”

A rumbling chuckle escaped me as I walked around the side of the couch. I gently pushed her legs off the side of the couch and sat down beside her, “Sounds like the perfect kind of breakfast for you, doesn’t it?”

Tracy’s lips slowly curled into a smile. “It doesn’t sound bad, but you’re lucky I didn’t wake up in the middle of the night. Who knows if I’d be able to control myself with all of this valuable stuff around me?”

She sat up and put the pillow down beside my leg. I almost expected her to look different without her fake breasts, but with her petite frame, she just looked flat rather than any sort of masculine. Even without the slutty clothes and fake props, Tracy really did look beautiful. I wouldn’t turn her down if she offered to dress up for me, but I also didn’t need her to do something extra for me to find her attractive. Given that my mind was already fantasizing about what life might be like for us six months down the road, being attracted to her without any stipulations was great.

Tracy stood for just a moment before she laid down on her stomach. Her forearms rested on the pillow and she spoke softly, “Don’t hold me down right now, it’s way too early for that kind of shit.”

I put my hand on her back and let my thumb gently graze over her smooth skin, “I’m just hoping to have a little fun before I have to start my day, sweetie.”

Tracy quickly pulled her long hair over her right shoulder and then leaned in to take my cock into her mouth. The warmth around my cock immediately pulled a moan from my lips before I could stop it, but I bit my inner cheek to silence myself from making any further sounds.

It didn’t take long for Tracy to fully wake my cock up and when she did, she started humming softly. Her already tight throat rumbled gently around my cock when she took me deep inside her, but even better was the toe-curling sensations her tongue brought when she slowly ran it in circles around my sensitive head. After only a little while longer, she wrapped her hand around my shaft and started focusing on my crown while stroking me.

Her hand worked faster and faster as her tongue flicked and teased. A quiet grunt escaped my lips and my nails gently dug into her back as I felt my balls tensing up. And then she stopped.

My spit-coated cock popped free of her mouth and she turned to look up at me, “Is it not good or something?”

“It feels great,” I groaned. “Why’d you stop? I’m so close, sweetie.”

“Because you’re barely making a sound. You know, I’m doing this because I want to make you feel good, Jess. It’s hard to tell what you like and what you don’t like when you’re almost fucking silent,” she said.

I shrugged my shoulders and mumbled, “I didn’t know it would make a difference. I’m not sure how I feel about being vocal, if you know what gets to me, then you’ll—”

“Use that information to help satisfy you. Do you think I’m trying to get some sort of national secret out of you by swallowing your cum? Jess, I’m just trying to get you off and enjoy my morning like only a slut can. If this isn’t working for you, let me know, I’m sure I could find another way to spend my morning if this isn’t something we’re both going to enjoy.”

I didn’t like being called out by her. Then again, it wouldn’t matter if it was her or someone else that called me out. If she wasn’t right, I’d probably have been more irritated, but I couldn’t be. She was just trying to do a better job of satisfying me and I knew it.

Swallowing the pride that I carried around like a badge of honor, I ran my hand through her hair and spoke softly, “I promise I’ll work on it, but for now can you please keep going?”

Tracy winked at me and lowered her head, whispering, “Gladly,” before she took my cock back into her skilled mouth.

This time, I didn’t hold back the throaty moan that wanted out of me. She bobbed her head slowly as she treated every last inch of my cock to the delights of her tongue. Tracy claimed that she’d only been with a few men and I was ready to believe her, but she was a natural born cock sucker. More reason for me to make sure she enjoyed herself later tonight…

Just when I thought she’d settled into a pattern, she would gently graze her teeth along my shaft or let her fingernails trail over my sensitive inner thighs. Everything she did was with the intent to please me and I made sure she heard how I felt. Every hitched breath, every gasp of surprise, and every desperate moan that worked its way out of me, she earned.

The tension that welled up inside me snapped before I could even warn her. I was so caught in the spell she was weaving that I managed to lose control for a moment, but that moment was all it took for my cum to splash powerfully into the back of Tracy’s throat.

She didn’t gag, cough, or even stop sucking my cock. After the last of my orgasm shot into my hungry slut’s mouth, she took me all the way to my base before slowly letting her hips roll until she was kneeling in front of me on the floor. Tracy looked up at me, her beautiful eyes never breaking contact with mine as she tightened her lips around my cock and pulled the last drops of my cum from my cock. Just as my cock fell from her mouth, she tilted her head back and opened her mouth to show me the mouthful of cum she collected before she closed her mouth and swallowed heavily.

The gulp was exaggerated, but the soft sigh that fell from her was authentic. “That was much more fun for me, Jess,” she purred before kissing my inner thigh.

I took a moment to catch my breath after that unexpectedly amazing blowjob. Tracy didn’t seem to care that I wasn’t answering her just yet, instead, she focused on licking and kissing my softening cock. I would have been content to just let her take care of me a second time, but the front door of my house opened and a familiar sweet voice called out, “Ms. Stokes, I’ll get started on breakfast right away!”

The kitchen was all that stood between my normal maid and Tracy, but that was plenty of time to hide what Tracy and I were doing. If I wanted to hide it, that was. Tracy’s eyes were wide as saucers and she moved to stand up, but I put my hands on her hips and smiled up at her. “Sit in my lap, Tracy,” I whispered.

She tilted her head, “She’s going to catch us.”

“You think I’m afraid of my maid seeing me with you?” I asked.

Tracy hesitated before she nodded.

“Tracy, sweetheart, Christine is on my payroll and seems to enjoy working for me. I want you to keep coming back and that means that she’s going to end up cooking for you and probably doing some of your laundry if I keep letting you stay the night. She’s going to find out. More specifically, I want her to find out. This is my house and I’m not going to be ashamed of myself while I’m in it. You wanted me to open up to you a little, so let me ask the same of you. Sit in my lap, baby girl.”

Tracy let out a quiet groan before she turned around and bent over to pick up her cover. While that wasn’t what I told her to do, I wasn’t going to complain about the view in front of me. Her perfect little ass looked every bit as fuckable as it did last night.

She sat down in my lap, my cock nestled between her cheeks, and put the cover over our legs to at least give the illusion of being modest.

As soon as she leaned back against me, the pressure of her weight against my cock started whittling away at my self-control. Even though she’d just swallowed a load of my cum, I felt the need to claim her ass again. And again. And again. That was my entire problem with Tracy. I wanted more than she would probably give me. I could probably pay her to spread her cute little cheeks for me and to moan my name while I fucked her, but that wasn’t all that I wanted from her. I wanted her to truly be passionate about what we were doing together. That wasn’t something I could do if all she got from our little adventures was a few thousand dollars.

“Christine, make breakfast for three, please,” I called out.

My maid stepped into the living room’s archway and gasped as she saw my naked chest, “S-Sorry!”

“If I cared, you wouldn’t be seeing me like this. It’s not the first time you’ve seen me naked, Christine,” I stated.

Christine nodded and timidly waved at Tracy, “It’s under different circumstances when I do, Ms. Stokes. I’m, uh, really glad that you two seem to be getting along.”

Tracy’s bright red cheeks nearly made me smile, but she held her composure as she mumbled, “Things went better than expected last night.”

I wrapped my arms around Tracy’s stomach and chuckled, “I think what she meant to say is that you’re probably going to see her around here a lot more frequently.”

“So long as I’m not asked to be involved in your fun, I don’t think I’ll mind, Ms. Stokes,” Christine said and turned to walk away.

I reached under the cover to gently start stroking Tracy’s cock. “There are some lines even I won’t cross, Christine. Your wife is a wonderful woman and I wouldn’t dream of trying to drive a wedge between you two. However, this is my home. If a door is shut and you hear sounds you’re not sure about, don’t come inside.”

“F-For both our sakes,” Tracy stammered.

I loved that cute little tick of hers. At first, I wasn’t quite sure if I liked the act she was putting on, but now that I knew she was confident enough to speak her mind clearly when she felt the need, the stammers and stutters were a glimpse into her mind.

I waited for Christine to go back into the kitchen before I let out a deep sigh. This morning was lovely, but I didn’t make it this far in life without putting in hours upon hours into my businesses. “After breakfast, I think you should head home, sweetie. I’d love to have you back over tonight. If you’re available around seven, that would be great.”

“And what would you like to do if I was available?” she asked.

I slid my hand between her thighs and let my middle finger tease her pucker, “Tonight I’d like to do something a little more creative than last night. I want to tie your hands to my bedposts with a few pillows under your hips so that I can fuck you like my little whore deserves. Maybe even leave a plug in you overnight to make sure you’re full of my cum while you sleep?”

She let out a soft groan before she ground her ass against my cock, “It’s a shame you’re still going to have to pay to do that. How much will you give me to be your little cum dump tonight?”

“Two grand if you do your makeup and wear something cute. Casual, but cute. Oh, and wear a thong,” I said.

“F-Fuck, for that much, I could ride you right here, right now if you wanted?” she asked, quickly reaching between our bodies to take hold of my cock.

“It’s not about cumming, sweetheart. It’s about you being willing to do what I want when I’m in the mood for it. I think having all day to think about what I’m going to do to you would be much more fun than getting my daily dose of sissy sex before the sun is even fully out.”

She laughed softly and pulled away from me, “Well, time to admit something. I did have to get up last night and let’s just say that I’m probably going to appreciate the plug tonight.”

“So that’s a yes?” I asked.

“It is.”

That evening, I made sure to get Christine out of the house just after four in the afternoon to make sure I had plenty of time to prepare one of my guest rooms for tonight’s events. Silken rope, a small anal plug, and a bottle of lube were all placed on the nightstand beside the bed. The two pillows I selected for our play were firm enough to not sag much under her weight. I wanted her ass at hip level for the easiest insertion, but I also wanted her positioned like a good slut. Face down, ass up.

With the stage set, I took the time to apply a little makeup of my own. I’d never been much of a makeup kind of woman and I wouldn’t be changing that any time soon, but a little extra effort for Tracy wouldn’t hurt. She was taking the time to come back to me for seconds, after all.

I finished getting ready and waited quite impatiently for her to arrive. The hours passed like weeks leaving me with all the time in the world to try and justify why I’d taken such an interest in her.

I could rationalize that I wanted to help her so she didn’t end up like I did, but that wasn’t quite it. There was the aspect of her being a sissy. That was another can of worms entirely, having her forsake her masculinity and accept her place as my ‘girl’ for the time being was emotionally satisfying, but I didn’t want to believe that I was so enthralled with her because of that.

Sure, I’d been abused by men in my past, but Tracy didn’t even fight about my choice of pronouns for her. If she had, I probably would have lost interest. At least, if she did so on the first day I met her. Now? Things would be different. That was what concerned me about her. I wanted to be with her because she was interesting to me, not because she was a sissy. That might have played a very large part at first, but there was something about the fire in her heart that kept me coming back.

When I had a problem, I usually threw money at it until it went away. Tracy denied me that. She told me no. She made me compromise. That wouldn’t be so bad if I hadn’t wanted to compromise for her. Up until now, if I wanted something bad enough, I could have it. With her, money wouldn’t solve every problem. It would let me finish inside that heavenly ass of hers again, but it wouldn’t get me any closer to her emotionally and that was truly what I wanted.

Being alone was the price of my monetary success up until now, but even if I never made another cent in my life, I’d be able to live ten lifetimes comfortably. I wouldn’t quit working because of Tracy, the charities I supported relied heavily on my companies donations. I might have more money than I could spend, but I wasn’t all that stingy with it.

Yet, Tracy was making more money than some people did in months in just two days. I didn’t throw unnecessary money at people I didn’t know. My friends appreciated gifts, but most of my friends were business associates.

A sullen mood took me as I whispered aloud, “Is she really the only friend I’ve got?” Saying the words gave them a power that I didn’t expect.

Three loud knocks rapped out against my front door and I bolted from my spot on the couch to let Tracy in. As the solid oak door swung open, my jaw dropped. Standing in a charcoal gray tank top that exposed just a slight amount of her lower abdomen and a pair of tiny blue jeans shorts was the woman I’d been waiting for. Even in casual clothes, she looked like a goddess. A goddess with a slight bulge in her shorts, but a goddess nonetheless.

“So, uh, the guard at the gate asked if I was going to be a regular here or not, I didn’t quite know what to tell him,” Tracy said.

I smiled warmly and nodded, “I’d love it if you were a regular here, but that’s your choice, baby.”

“You know, I don’t know if I like baby or whore more coming from you.”

“Both have their time and place,” I said before stepping forward to wrap her in a hug. “I’m really glad you came, Tracy.”

She hugged me back before mumbling, “What gives with the hug? I didn’t take you for much of a hugger.”

“Just glad to see you, that’s all. Anyway, let’s get inside, I’ve got the room ready for you. Would you prefer the money before or after we finish?” I asked.

Tracy pulled away from me and walked through the small mudroom that led into the kitchen, “Can we just deal with the money in the morning from now on?”

That brought another smile to my lips. Granted, seeing her tight ass sway from side to side as she walked away definitely played a part in making me crack another smile. “So you’re fine with spending your nights here after we have our sessions?”

“Don’t let this go to your head or anything, but I really don’t want to walk home after we, uh, you know,” her voice trailed off. After a second of hesitation, she cleared her throat and mumbled, “Your cock is huge and I am small, so yeah, I’d like to be able to stay the night here from now on.”

“Done.”

“W-Wait, no negotiating? I thought that was a fetish of yours or something.”

I shut the door and followed her inside, wrapping my arm around her waist as I continued upstairs. “Some things don’t need to be discussed. That’s a very reasonable request and I’ve got one to make as well. You like being talked down to when we’re fucking, but I have a thing for being in control if you haven’t noticed. If it’s all the same to you, I’d like it if you called me Mistress when we have sex.”

“Oh shit, you’re into BDSM?” she asked.

“Not anything super heavy, but yeah, there are aspects that I really enjoy. I’m not going to ask you to do something without making sure you’re comfortable with it first. If something gets too bad, just tell me. If you want to pick a safe word, go ahead. I don’t think we’ll need one, I’m not looking to get into some kind of heavy scene where we can’t communicate like we did last night or this morning.”

I stopped at the door to the guest room I’d prepared and opened the door for Tracy. Aside from a massive wall-mounted TV, there was nothing special inside the room. She might not believe my interests in BDSM were limited, but if I truly wanted to live that lifestyle fully, I’d have a dungeon.

She gestured to the nightstand, “That’s the kind of BDSM I could do. I’ve had offers to be someone’s live-in submissive before and looking into that online terrified me. Also, if you had a furnished room, why did you make me sleep on the couch last night?”

“Tracy, can we just chat for a minute?” I asked.

Tracy sat down on the bed and looked up at me, “Did I say something wrong? If you were low-key trying to get me to do that for you, I mean, you could pay for eight-hour sessions or something. I don’t want to sound like I’m ungrateful or whatever.”

“Sweetie, it’s not that. You’re perfectly fine to tell me what’s on your mind. That’s what I want to do right now if you’re okay with that,” I said.

She nodded, “So long as you don’t tell me you’re in love with me or something.”

“I wouldn’t call it love quite yet, but I do know that I feel something for you. I spent well over an hour earlier thinking about why I wanted you back here. Last night, I had you sleep on the couch with money on the counter to give you every chance in the world to fuck me over and leave. You didn’t,” I sat down beside her and put my hand on her knee. “I’d like to think that you did that for a reason. I don’t like getting close to people, it usually doesn’t end well for one of us. They either just want my money or they expect me to be something I’m not. I don’t want that to happen here.”

Tracy put her hand on top of mine and smiled weakly at me, “I’m really glad to hear that you’re trying. I know that isn’t super easy for someone like you. I don’t mean that in a bad way, but I assume that when you’re a woman with means to fix problems, you don’t quite like much opposition. I honestly thought that you’d kick me out a few times by now. But you haven’t. I don’t know if this is a good thing or a bad thing, but when we’re together, I don’t feel like I’m just some whore being paid. I feel like you’re actually interested in me, but there is no denying that sex is one of the main things that we’re both interested in.”

“For now. I don’t want it to be like that, Tracy. I want sex to be something I can enjoy with you, but no matter how this turns out, I just want someone I can call a friend. A real friend,” I whispered.

She laced her fingers through mine and brought my hand to her lips so that she could kiss it, “And I want to be your girlfriend at some point, but that’s probably not going to happen.”

Her bluntness caught me off guard. “T-Tracy, that’s a few steps ahead of where we are now,” I muttered.

Tracy let go of my hand and scooted a few inches away from me, “And now I’ve gone and made things weird. Look, if you have a gag or something, I’m all for that if you still wanted to fuck me. Something tells me I need to keep my mouth—”

I rolled onto my hip and swung my leg over hers. My hands moved to rest on her arms as I leaned in and kissed her. She stiffened for a second before putting her hands on my waist. I parted my lips and let my tongue gently nudge against hers.

Instead of letting me in, she pressed her forehead against mine to separate our lips by barely more than an inch. “I need to know why you picked me,” she whispered. “Of all the whores in this city, of all the femboys, sissies, crossdressers, whatever you want to call girls like me, why me?”

“Because I was just like you. Tracy, you don’t want to be a whore. I can feel it in the way you fuck. When you suck my cock, you don’t just try to get me off. You make it a complete experience. When you rode my cock in the kitchen, I nearly lost my mind. You didn’t have to do anything like that, really. You could have just been a hole for me to fuck. You want to have a good time as well, you enjoy having sex and you’re really fucking good at it,” I put my hands on her shoulders and pushed her gently back onto the bed. “You’re not a whore because you want to be. You’re a whore because you’ve got to make ends meet. I don’t know why you didn’t get into a different line of work, but I know that when I was in your shoes, I couldn’t find anyone to take me seriously or respect me unless I was on my knees.”

I took a deep breath and locked eyes with her, “I chose you because you’re worth saving. Before you end up getting murdered in an alley, I’d rather offer you the comfort of knowing that you’ll be safe. If you want to make money by having sex, do it with me. I don’t mind paying you, but I need to know that you’re not just going to take this for granted.”

A tear spilled out of her eye and trickled down the side of her face before disappearing into her hair. “I don’t know what else to do to make money, Jess. I can’t take being screamed at by a douchebag at a fast food joint. I’ve tried that. I tried retail, they worked me like an animal and shorted me hours. I get that there is something out there I can do, but that something is hard to find and it’s so easy to just let some sweaty jerk fuck me and pay me more than I’d make in a week…”

“Until they didn’t feel like paying you, baby girl. I don’t want to see you hurt, I don’t want to make you feel like you’re only worth my time if you fuck me. I just… I don’t know if any of this is appropriate for knowing you a total of two days. I’m not the best at relationships of any sort, so if I’m overstepping things, you’ll have to tell me. I want you to be my girlfriend, but I need a little more time before we make that step. The sex is amazing, but until we spend more time together, I don’t know if we’ll be compatible as partners,” I whispered.

“L-Let me sleep in your bed tonight after we’re done in here. We don’t have to cuddle or anything, b-but if you want me to stick around, don’t make me sleep alone again,” the pained tone she spoke with left me no choice.

I’d have given her the same answer even if she didn’t sound like she’d shatter if I said no, “Of course. If you just want to wait until tomorrow to do this, that’s fine too. This got heavy fast, baby.”

“N-No, I want your cock tonight, M-Mistress. I’ve thought about it all day and I really, really want to take care of you even more now that I know how you feel,” she said softly.

I reached down to wipe away the trail of wetness left by her tear, “Promise you won’t keep crying?”

“Only if you promise to make me feel like your whore,” she said as a weak grin spread across her lips.

I chuckled and rolled off her. Without saying another word, I stacked the pillows on top of one another and Tracy didn’t wait to be told to get on top of them. Part of me wanted to tell her to take her shorts off, but the silence felt strangely intimate. We’d talked enough for the time being and I could show her how much I appreciated her with my actions.

It only took a moment to loosely bind her wrists to the bedposts and once that was done, I broke the silence to whisper, “If you squirm enough, you can pull your hands through without hurting yourself. Baby, I don’t want to call you a whore tonight. I might make you feel like one, but I want you to know right now that if you say stop, we’ll be done for tonight and I won’t hold it against you at all.”

She gave her ass a playful shake and whispered, “I’ve missed having your cock in me since last night, Mistress. P-Please don’t pull out until you’re done with me, okay?”

I slapped her ass gently and then hooked my hands into the sides of her shorts before snatching them down, “Shh, I’ve got work to do, baby girl.”

The soft orange color of her thong brought a smile to my lips and I sighed happily as I hooked my finger under it to pull it away from her pucker to see her delightful ass in its full glory. “You know, I was going to try and keep quiet as well, but I’ve got to tell you that you’ve got the sexiest body I’ve ever seen.”

“Thank you,” she said as her cheeks flushed a light shade of pink.

I leaned over her and let the bulge in my shorts press against the bare flesh of her ass while I grabbed the lube. Tracy’s soft moan brought a smile to my lips. My heart skipped a beat from hearing her moan at the thought of what was about to happen to her. I sat down on the bed beside her for a moment as I quickly pushed my shorts and panties down to my ankles and then off entirely.

Looking over at her, I couldn’t help but appreciate just how much courage she had to have. To come back to my house couldn’t have been easy. Hell, now that we’d cleared the air between us, the decision might be easier, but that didn’t make it easy before. She had no clue what to expect from tonight except my cock in her tight little ass, and yet, she took a chance. As easy as it was to forget that she had to make tough choices to let me into her life, I could still appreciate the fact that she did have to make them. The money might have helped her make up her mind, but Tracy was stronger than I was when I was her age.

I leaned over and gave her ass a quick kiss before whispering, “Might as well be sweet before I destroy it.”

She giggled and turned her head to look at me. Her hands lifted from the bed slightly and she feigned horror, “Oh no, someone please stop this crazy woman before she makes me cream my panties.”

I laughed and then knelt behind her. Sliding her thong to the side, I pressed my cock’s head against her pucker and then squirted a glob of lube onto the crook between my cock and her hole. It wouldn’t be nearly as good as rubbing it in, but I couldn’t be bothered with getting my hands slick and slippery if I wanted to let my hands roam her body while we had sex.

I pushed gently against her tight pucker and groaned softly as her ring slowly swallowed my thick crown. As I kept easing myself into her, I continued trickling more lube onto my shaft. The mess I was making on the pillow was pretty bad, but as I sank fully into Tracy’s ass, I closed the cap on the bottle of lube and tossed it aside.

My head tilted back as a throaty moan flooded out of me. Her ass was worth every dollar I’d end up spending on her, but knowing that she felt the way she did about me only heightened the physical pleasure. As tight and warm as her inner walls were, almost any woman would work for those primal needs. The difference was that Tracy truly wanted me inside her as much as I wanted to be there. No amount of money would make a whore love me. They’d be there for the money.

I spread my knees out a little wider to make Tracy spread her legs even further which lowered her hips until I got her to the perfect height. Instead of hammering into her immediately, I slowly worked my cock in and out of her tight ass a few inches at a time. While I did use lube and she didn’t scream from the insertion, the occasional clench of her ring around my cock told me that she wasn’t quite adjusted to it.

After almost a full minute of the slow, careful thrusting, she mumbled, “Is this what getting my ass destroyed is supposed to feel like?”

My hands wrapped around her hips and I firmly held her as I purred, “No, but this is.”

I pulled nearly all the way out of her ass before I slammed back into her with enough force to shake the bed and send her sliding forward. Tracy shrieked from the sudden force and looked back at me as best she could from her vulnerable position. Her eyes were wide, but her jaw was slack from what I hoped was pleasure.

She quickly snatched her arms closer to her chest until the rope went taut before tucking her elbows into the bed. “H-Harder, Mistress,” she whimpered.

“Don’t tell me how to use your fuck hole, slut,” I growled.

Tracy’s lips curled into a smile before I once again caused her mouth to fall open as I slammed into her. This time, she didn’t slide forward and I didn’t have to give her time to recover. My hands curled around to cup her ass. Spreading her wide open, I let my fingertips dig into her ass and legs as I leaned back slightly to make it easier to thrust into her.

As I picked up the pace of my vicious motions, Tracy’s gasps turned into loud cries of pleasure. Between her screams, my moans, and the loud clap of our bodies colliding, the room was never quiet. I didn’t have any words to say to her that would tell her anything more than what my cock could at the moment. I needed her.

Before I’d even worked up a sweat, Tracy let out a shrill cry and her pucker gripped my cock as it spasmed around me. I hadn’t even thought of how much she might enjoy being truly pounded, but the shuddering breaths she took as I kept fucking her made it clear that she finished. Once might have been good for most people, but tonight, my sissy earned at least two orgasms. If nothing else, I’d have much more fun watching her lick her panties clean if there was more cum in them.

I straightened back up and put my hands on her lower back, forcefully pushing her further down as I leaned over her. Each thrust into my whore’s tight ass had the entire weight of my body behind it and I could barely get my hips to work as fast as I wanted them to. Had I known that I’d finally meet someone worth getting this damn involved with, I’d have been hitting the treadmill so much more to build my stamina.

The pace I set made my precious slut cum, but I couldn’t keep up with myself and as I slowed my thrusts, she groaned, “M-Mistress?”

“Just getting a little tired, I’m not as fit as I probably should be,” I admitted.

She nodded her head and mumbled, “P-Put me on my side, it might be easier for both of us right now.”

Part of me felt exceptionally guilty that I couldn’t finish like I started, but there was no way that I’d leave Tracy without a stomach full of my cum again. She came over here expecting to have a good time and I wasn’t going to deny her that. Besides, it was hard to feel too terrible, she did cum for me without even having her little cock stroked.

I held my hips tight against hers as I carefully rolled us over onto our sides. Tracy happily stretched her leg out to make her ass more easily accessible. One hand moved to her hip while I used the other as an anchor to help keep myself steady as I started pumping into her again. While it wasn’t as hard as before, that didn’t make her ass feel any less amazing around my cock.

The way her inner walls seemed to suck me back into her as I thrust home again and again tested the limits of my lust. I wanted to let myself lose control, to chase my orgasm until I shot my load deep inside her. That wouldn’t help finish her again, but that thought gave me an idea.

“Work your hips, little whore. You know how much I love it when you ride my cock, so why are you just being a cock sleeve?” I whispered into her ear.

“S-Sorry, Mistress,” she stammered. Her hips started slowly rocking back and forth. “I didn’t know if you wanted me to be still or not, M-Mistress. I’ll be a good girl for you,” the playful tone in her voice was weak from exhaustion, but Tracy didn’t show any signs of wanting to stop.

“I don’t want a good girl. I want a dirty slut that can earn her cum. Faster, you wouldn’t want me to start offering you less and less every time you come over, do you?” I asked. I hoped she could tell from my voice that I wasn’t serious, but if she couldn’t, I’d be able to tell her after. Right now, all I needed was just a little more from her before I could cum.

Tracy bucked her hips wildly. When I slammed my cock into her, she’d force her hips back against mine to make sure my cock didn’t leave any part of her ass unclaimed. As I pulled out, she let out a weak whimper before pulling away from me as well just to start the process over again. And damn, did it feel good. Her ass wasn’t anywhere near as tight as it was before I rocked her world, but it’d tighten up again in just a few hours. That fact only further served to make me feel like I’d fulfilled my promise to her.

As she tried to pick up the pace even more, I took a final deep breath and held it as I tightened my grip on her hips as hard as I felt was safe. She turned her head to look back at me and as those soft blue eyes met with mine, I gave her everything I had left in the tank. My hips crashed into hers, sending her hips sliding forward before she weakly bounced back against me. My balls tightened as her desperate moans echoed through the halls of my house.

Slamming into her one final time, I let the momentum carry my body on top of her, rolling her back onto her stomach as my cum flooded into her well-fucked ass. It was only after I’d already shot the first two ropes of my cum into her that I even realized that her pucker was spasming around my cock again.

I sucked in breath like I’d never take another as I tried in vain to regain my composure. But it was Tracy that spoke first. “Y-You’re going to have to carry me, M-Mistress.”

“W-Where?”

“To your room?”

I let out a pathetic groan and let my hand slide under her stomach. Holding her against me, I rolled back onto my side and carefully shuffled us closer to the head of the bed. “Fuck that, we’re sleeping here, baby.”

“W-What about the plug?” she asked.

I ground my hips gently into hers, “Stay still and I’m sure my cock will work just fine as a plug. If it doesn’t, fuck it, I’ll have you wear it tomorrow when I finish with you then too.”

“M-Mistress, I want your cum in me first thing in the morning and I want to wear the plug then,” she murmured.

“And am I going to have to pay for that?” I asked teasingly.

She giggled quietly and pressed her ass firmly against my hips, “Good sissies don’t need to be paid when they’re getting what they want.”

“You know, I could just hire you as a personal assistant, Tracy. No more being paid for sex, just a real job that has real requirements with one hell of a benefits package,” I offered.

“That’s a few steps further than I’m willing to take. Jess, I can’t ask you to pay me for whatever this is between us anymore. If you want to help me out, then help me. If you can’t, I’ll try to find a job that doesn’t need me to be in your good graces to have a paycheck. I can’t fully rely on you yet, as much as I want to, I need a little more time to get to know you as well, okay?”

“Compromise time,” I said softly. “Let’s keep up what we’re doing. I don’t feel right about this if I don’t feel like you’re comfortable financially, so I’m going to keep paying you however much I feel like at the time. You won’t have to skip meals, babe, I can promise you that much, but we won’t talk about how much our time together is going to cost, okay?”

She let out a soft hum before going quiet for a moment. “Between what you gave me last night and what you’re paying me for this, I don’t think I’m going to have to ask you for money for a bit. L-Let’s go out for lunch tomorrow. I, uh, I’ll let you cum in my butt and wear the plug while we’re out?”

“Sounds like you’re asking me to take you out on a date. Luckily for you, I was hoping we could do that even without the temptation of fucking your ass again, baby girl,” I purred.

Tracy let out a soft groan and mumbled, “These panties are going to be ruined by tomorrow.”

“I’m sure we’ll ruin plenty of pairs, now try and get some rest before I get hard again. I don’t know if my poor lungs could keep up with my cock.”

I was a little out of practice when it came to having sex, but it’d eventually come back to me. How could it not with this sexy little nympho in my bed?
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When morning came, I knew that I wouldn’t be too long behind it. My cock didn’t manage to stay inside Tracy all night, but waking up with her body snuggled against mine was just as good. I put a hand on her shoulder and gently shook her, “Baby girl, time to get up.”

She let out a soft groan and pressed her hips against mine, “I must have rolled last night or something, here I was hoping that we’d be able to have a little fun first thing in the morning.”

I leaned over to kiss her on the cheek before whispering into her ear, “First thing I need to do is go to the bathroom. Get up and get your shorts back on, sweetie. I’ve got to take a shower and get ready to start the day.”

“We’re still doing lunch, aren’t we?” she asked.

“And the other thing, yes. But I still have some work to get done.”

Tracy rolled over so that she could face me and mumbled, “Anything I could do to make that a little nicer for you?”

“Probably, but I’m not really going to be able to pay you that much attention while I’m working. I don’t want to make you feel ignored, so if you want to find something else to do while I take care of business, feel free,” I offered.

“I don’t mind being ignored if you enjoy the things I’m doing with you,” Tracy purred.

The thought of ignoring her didn’t seem right. I had to get something accomplished today or it would feel like a wasted day. I didn’t allow myself to waste a day unless it was the weekend.

Leaning back in, I gave her a quick kiss on the lips before rolling out of bed. “I’ll see you in my office shortly if you want to join me, but I insist on you finding something to do instead.”

She pouted for a moment before nodding, “Can I shower and maybe borrow a pair of your underwear? These are kind of gross now.”

I gestured for her to follow me. I led her into my bedroom and opened my underwear drawer for her to make a selection. They probably wouldn’t fit her as well as she might like, but it would be better than wearing nothing if she just had to have a pair on. I wouldn’t have minded the thought of her going without panties today, especially if I was going to follow up on the naughty lunch date we’d planned.

She picked a pair of bikini cut panties and smiled at me, “Guess I’ll see you in a bit?”

“There is a shower in the bathroom of that guest bedroom and another downstairs in my gym. Sorry, but we’re not at the showering together point. I actually enjoy getting clean when I take a shower and something tells me that we’d do something dirty together,” I said with a knowing smirk.

Tracy smiled warmly and mumbled, “Probably. Thank you for the panties. Oh, and would you mind stopping at a clothing store on the way to wherever we’re going for lunch? I could use with getting another skirt or something, I don’t like wearing the same clothes two days in a row.”

“We could do more than just stop at the store. You never said that we had to be here when I fuck your cute ass until I’m finished with it,” I said.

Her cheeks brightened and she looked down at my crotch, “If you’re saying that we could have sex in the changing room, I’d love that. Mm, especially if we haven’t even paid for the clothes I’m trying on yet.”

“Sounds like you want to be a bit of a naughty girl today. I’m pretty sure I could make you feel like a proper little slut if that’s what you want today, baby,” I purred.

Tracy knelt down in front of me and looked longingly at the soft cock dangling between my thighs, “Did you want to fuck my mouth, Mistress?”

As tempting as the offer was, I just ruffled her hair and turned away from her, “Get a shower and come see me in my office, whore.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I headed into the bathroom and took care of my morning needs. After I finished cleaning up, I put on a pair of pajama pants and a fine white blouse before heading into my office. The pajamas I could get away with, if someone needed to have a video call with me, I’d have to at least pretend that I was dressed professionally. Appearances were important.

Almost an hour into my work, Tracy quietly opened my office door and waved a hand to get my attention before whispering softly, “Busy?”

“Just sent the last email response that I needed to get done. Did you get anything done?” I asked.

She stepped into the room wearing nothing but the pair of panties she borrowed from me. They fit decently enough, but they were loose on her. “I’m washing my outfit from last night, I really don’t feel sexy in your clothes.”

“That’s because they’re not yours. You’re still sexy, but why don’t you come over here and make yourself useful while I read over this report I was sent?”

Tracy smirked as she walked over to my desk. She didn’t ask for permission as she crawled underneath my desk and got between my legs, but I wasn’t going to hold that against her. I also didn’t hold it against her when she reached into my pajamas and pulled my cock out of the hole in the front.

From my position at the desk, all I could see was the first inch or two of my shaft and that was it. Whatever she wanted to do down there, I’d let her, but I wasn’t quite used to not being able to see and control what was happening.

Her tongue danced around the head of my cock before she whispered, “I can’t wait to be your filthy little slut again today, Mistress. I-I’m already wearing the plug, I wanted to be lubed up and ready for whenever you wanted me. D-Did I do a good job?”

“You always do a good job, baby girl. But I’m not going to be able to read and talk to you at the same time, so why don’t you play with my cock and enjoy being on your knees for me while I work? You don’t have to stay down there all morning, but I did warn you that I’d have to be productive today,” I said.

Tracy sighed quietly before mumbling, “You better fuck me like you mean it later.”

I might have called her out on her tone, but before I could even be annoyed by her comment, her lips surrounded my cock and one of her hands wrapped most of the way around my cock. As she bobbed slowly up and down my length, her hand worked along my cock as well. If she ever picked up the pace, I would have been in danger, but for the next thirty minutes it took me to finish reading the report, my sissy slut sucked and teased my cock like it was her favorite thing in the world to do.

Leaning back in my chair, I looked down at her and she looked up at me. Our eyes locked and I smiled warmly at her, “Enjoying the taste of my cock?”

She let my cock fall from her lips and smiled back at me. “I always love how it tastes, Mistress.”

“Shame, I’ve got to make a phone call here in a second and I’m going to need to make sure you can stay silent. Now, how would I go about fixing that problem, whore?” I purred as I reached under the desk and put my hand gently on the back of her head. “Surely I couldn’t have my cock deep in that cute little throat of yours?”

“I don’t know if I’d call someone’s throat cute, but I get the idea, Mistress,” she teased.

I laughed quietly and pulled her head closer to my cock. She didn’t break eye contact as she opened her mouth and happily took me fully to my base. I held her there and watched her face turn slightly pink before I let go of the back of her head and spoke firmly, “You’re not going to try to get me off. You just be a good slut and keep your mouth busy for me. Is that clear?”

Tracy moaned softly around my cock before nodding her head as best she could. Her teeth gently grazed against my shaft and drew a matching moan from me. Picking up the phone on the desk, I ran my hand through her hair again and whispered, “Thank you, baby girl.” As much as I was growing to enjoy our kinkier play, I couldn’t let her think that I wasn’t appreciative.

She sucked gently and slowly as I talked on the phone. Occasionally, her tongue would flick the underside of my sensitive crown and my hips would buck in response, forcing my cock back into her mouth. She didn’t seem to mind and the only part of it I didn’t like was when my breath got caught in my throat. The board of directors wouldn’t appreciate knowing that I was getting my cock sucked while I listened to one of the chairmen drone on and on about the upcoming fourth quarter.

Whenever I had a moment’s reprieve from the conversation, I would reach down and stroke my thumb down Tracy’s cheek and she would quietly moan around my length. After what felt like I lifetime, I finished the conversation on the phone, “Sounds like you’ve got a solid idea of what this quarter holds. Track the profits and let me know if we stray from the projected one point seven percent increase. Definitely let me know if we exceed that number. Good luck with your meeting and I’ll see you on Monday for our appointment.” He started to speak, but I hung up the phone. If I let him, he’d keep rambling in circles.

My cock was slightly tender from all the attention it received while I was taking care of business and I knew that Tracy’s jaw had to ache. And yet, she was still sucking, though her motions were much slower now that she’d tired herself out.

Without so much as a word, I scooted my chair back until I pulled my cock out of her reach. She crawled forward, looking up at me expectantly, “Mistress?”

“Shh, just be quiet, baby girl,” I said as I reached down and hooked my hand under her arms. Lifting her up, I sat her down on my desk and silently pulled her borrowed pair of panties down her thighs. “You did a wonderful job and I think you’ve earned a reward. Don’t you?”

“N-No Mistress, you don’t have to reward me. I was just doing my job,” she murmured.

I smiled at her as I knelt down in front of her. Blowjobs weren’t my favorite thing in the world to give, but after nearly an hour of having her service me, she deserved something special in return. Leaning forward, I flicked my tongue against her stiff cock. It was cute seeing her turned on by sucking my cock. Truly, my little whore was learning her place quite well and she seemed to be loving it as well.

“Tracy, I want to ask you something,” I said as I took her cock in my hand and slowly stroked her.

“A-Anything.”

“Do you still feel like you did the first night we were together?” I asked.

She looked down at me and bit her lower lip, “What do you mean?”

“You didn’t seem too excited about how things might go between us. You sounded like you would just be in it for the money and now… now I don’t know if you’re still thinking like you were back then. I feel like a lot has changed and I don’t know if I’m just seeing signs of something that aren’t there.” I didn’t want to spill my guts to her like this, but I needed to know if I was the only one feeling like there might be something more than just another orgasm on the line.

“Jess, I don’t know what you’re wanting to hear. I do feel like things are changing and I told you yesterday that I’d be happy as your girlfriend, boyfriend, sissy slut, whatever the fuck you want to call me. But I don’t know if that’s a step you’re ready to take. I know that I’m from the wrong side of the tracks. No one would let you live down the fact that you’re dating a whore if you did decide to take that step with me. Those guys I had sex with before, they’d come out about it or at least tip someone off. It could ruin your life and I don’t know if it’s fair for me to even want that kind of thing from you,” she mumbled.

I smiled up at her and shrugged my shoulders, “I’m one of the most powerful women in the country. Do you really think I care if someone tries to blackmail me about the person I’m interested in? You’re the first person in years that I’ve even wanted to be around, baby girl. I don’t know how to move forward with you though. This isn’t something I’m used to.”

“Being interested in someone?” she asked.

“Not just that. I’m so accustomed to having a plan for almost everything I do. You’ve been nothing but a curveball and while I’m loving that, I don’t have you figured out. I don’t know what it is that’s bringing you back. I don’t know if I should offer you more money or if I should ask you if you just need me to take care of something for you. I don’t know anything when it comes to you, except that I want to make you as happy as you’ve been making me,” I said.

Her soft blue eyes glistened with the warning signs of tears as she weakly smiled down at me. “Jess, I keep coming back because I keep enjoying the time I’m spending with you. The sex has been amazing, but so have the conversations. So has being held by you. So was waking up with you right next to me. No amount of money could pay to recreate how I felt when we’ve been together. Yes, I’m poor and this was my job, but you said something that first night and I hope I remember it well enough. Good girls don’t get paid to do what they love.”

My lip quivered for a moment before a tear spilled down my cheek. “Yeah… I remember saying something like that. Tracy, I know that I’m probably not a perfect match for you and that I’m probably going to ask you to do some things that are strange at times, but if you’d have me, I’d love to have you.”

She wiped away the tears in her eyes and then spoke in her best impersonation of my voice, “You’re supposed to call me whore when we’re intimate with one another.”

I smiled at her joke and leaned forward to suck the head of her cock into my mouth. Her sweet precum shocked me. It wasn’t as bitter as I remembered from back in the day when I used to be a whore myself. Speaking around her cock, I slurred out, “Whatever my whore wants.”

She laughed at my terrible pronunciation before a gasp and a moan ruptured out of her. It might have been a while since I did anything like this, but I hadn’t lost my tricks. I took her to her base and looked into her eyes as I let my tongue massage the underside of her smooth cock. Even though she was fully inside my mouth, her cock’s head was barely into my throat. Such a cute little sissy cock!

When I pulled back so that I could focus on the head of her sissy cock, she let out a stream of whimpering curses as her thighs quivered. Just as I was starting to build something of a rhythm, Tracy let out a loud cry and a small burst of cum splashed onto my tongue. Before I could even pull away, she weakly held onto my head with both hands and moaned, “F-Fuck, I’m so sorry, M-Mistress!”

The flavor of her salty cum didn’t agree with my taste buds, but I swallowed her small load when she finished. Standing up, I slid a hand around her neck and looked down into her eyes, “You don’t have to be sorry. I just didn’t expect you to be that easy to get off.”

“H-Hey! I last a little longer when you’re fucking me,” she said, her cheeks flush with embarrassment.

“Yes you do, and I last a little longer than I mean to at times. I guess that balances out, doesn’t it?” I asked teasingly.

“I’m never saying no to being fucked by that massive thing you’ve got down there,” she purred.

I smiled at her and let my other hand reach down to her pucker where I pushed the plug slightly further into her ass, “Go put your clothes in the dryer so we can leave soon, baby girl. I told you we’d have lunch together today and I’d love to fill my girlfriend’s ass with a fresh batch of sissy treats.”

Her eyes brightened and she quickly hopped off the desk, “Girlfriend?”

“That’s the word you picked out of all of that?” I asked.

Tracy threw her arms around my waist and hugged me before whispering, “Can I still dress like a slut if we’re going out together?”

“I’m a billionaire, Tracy. Do you really think that people would be surprised for the whore I’m dating to be dressed for her job?” The question sounded a lot ruder than I intended it to, but Tracy didn’t seem to take it the wrong way.

“If you’re going to do me in a changing room, I want it to be easy access,” she said before raking her teeth across her lower lip. Her eyes locked with mine and she whispered in my ear, “And I want to leave the plug at home so that everyone can see your cum running down my legs. I’m your whore, aren’t I, Mistress? Don’t you want to show off what you can do with me that most guys couldn’t dream of doing with their girls?”

My cock twitched at those words. “Tracy, don’t think for a second that I don’t truly care about you, but if you keep offering me these things, I’m going to do some of them, if not most of them.”

“I want you to, Jess. I really do, I got into this kind of work because sex is something I like. Dirty stuff has always turned me on, but I wouldn’t let just anyone do this kind of stuff, not if they weren’t paying super well. But you? You’re not the same as them, Jess. I want you to make my fantasies come true because I do know that you care about me.”

“You’re not wearing panties when I pick out your skirt, baby. I promise that if you don’t walk carefully, someone will definitely see your little cock peeking out from under that skirt too. I remember seeing a little black and red one that I think a whore like you would absolutely love wearing for her Mistress,” I purred.

I changed from pajama pants into a skirt of my own so that I could avoid fumbling with my clothes. Unlike Tracy, I did put on a pair of panties. She might be able to get away with not wearing them if she walked carefully, but my cock was a lot harder to hide than hers.

The drive to the department store was relatively quiet. It was pretty hard for Tracy to talk when she had my cock halfway down her throat. I knew that things would eventually calm down, that the sex would become less frequent, but that didn’t have to be any time soon. Tracy seemed just as ravenous to have my cum as I was to give it to her and that made for a perfect combination.

When we arrived at the shop, Tracy let out a quiet hum, “Why doesn’t it surprise me that the skirt you wanted is at a sex shop?”

“It’s an adult department store. They have more than just toys in there, Tracy. Besides, you shouldn’t judge this place, quite a few of my friends come here. The same friends that gave me the idea of having you call me Mistress,” I purred.

She smiled at me and nodded, “Fine, I’ll give it a chance. It just doesn’t feel as raunchy to have sex in the changing room of a sex store. I mean, don’t they kind of plan for that?”

“You know, I thought you’d say something like that. That’s why I’m not going to fuck you here. I want to feel your tight ass around my cock while there is an actual chance of someone catching us. I need to know that you’ll do your very best to keep your whorish moans quiet while I fuck you until I’ve left you as a cum-dripping mess,” I purred.

Tracy squirmed in her seat before reaching down to press against the bulge in her shorts, “M-Mistress, that sounds so fucking good.”

A smile crested my lips as I tucked my cock back into my panties and then pulled my skirt down. “See, that’s the spirit. You don’t even care if we get found out, do we?”

“I don’t want to get caught. We’d have to stop if we got caught and I don’t want you to pull out of me until you’re done with me, Mistress.”

I opened my car door and silently led the way into the store. After giving the clerk a quick greeting, I walked around the clothing racks until I found the skirts I mentioned to Tracy and then grabbed one in what I assumed would be her size. The clerk let us into the changing room and I reached around Tracy’s waist to unbutton her shorts for her.

As they slid down her legs, she bent forward at the waist and pressed her bare ass against my hips. Even though I’d given her another place to have sex in, my little slut thought it would be a good idea to tease me. She just didn’t know how badly I wanted to fuck her. After three different blowjobs from her today without being able to cum, I had too much pent up lust that had to be relieved.

Tracy slid on the skirt and was about to turn around when I grabbed her shoulder and pushed her firmly against the wall-mounted mirror and growled, “Keep your mouth shut, whore.”

She nodded her head and wiggled her ass at me. It might not be as raunchy as she imagined, but she didn’t seem to mind the change of plans. Without so much as a whisper between us, I reached under the tiny skirt and pulled the plug from her ass. I flipped my skirt up and quickly pulled my semi-erect cock from my panties and pressed it against her pucker.

I didn’t have to be fully hard to comfortably fit inside her. Each inch that I forced into her tight ass was easier to push inside than the last as my cock quickly stiffened. She was too damn sexy when she was bent over for me. The miniskirt did look slutty and the mirror provided me with a view that I couldn’t tear my eyes away from. Her cute cock swayed back and forth as I pushed deeper into her, but her small sack was already drawn up toward her groin and unmoving. I knew she loved my cock in her, but damn, was she really already that close to cumming?

I was tempted to ask her, but my little whore would end up spraying her cum whether I fucked her ass, sucked her cute little cock, or just stroked her until she shot her sissy-juices everywhere. Unlike the few other women I’d hired in my times of need, Tracy genuinely loved my cock. She wanted me, not my money.

That thought caused my cock to throb within my lover’s ass. Lover… I didn’t think that I was ready for that word, but it felt so damn right to think of her like that. If she wanted to hurt me, she could have done that the first night. If she didn’t want to be with me, she could have told me yesterday. If she wanted something to change, she would have told me this morning. How many damn chances did I have to give her before it was rational for me to assume that we would just be a good couple?

Leaning over her slightly, I pushed my hips against hers until she was forced to press herself against the mirror entirely. As her hips straightened and my cock bent slightly, applying a different but no less amazing sensation, she let out a soft whimper, “M-Mistress?”

I didn’t fight the words that came out of me. I couldn’t have fought them and if she didn’t feel the same, I’d deal with the consequences later. “I love you, baby girl. You might be my little whore right now, but later you’re going to be my sweet girlfriend and I think you deserve to know how I feel about you.”

In the mirror, I could see her eyes widen and she smiled weakly, “I-Is it okay if I say it back?”

I kissed the crown of her head and ground my hips against hers to send a ripple of pleasure through her, “I’ll get back to fucking you if you do, baby.”

“I love you too, Jess. Not just your money or your cock, but everything about you,” she said.

True to my word, I let my hands slide down to her hips and slowly shuffled my feet backwards so that she could return to her bent over position in front of the mirror. Once she was braced properly, I started gently pumping into her to give her enough time to get used to the sensations. Aside from the occasional soft moan, Tracy stayed relatively quiet.

I tilted my head back and closed my eyes as I picked up the pace of my thrusts. Without lubing my cock, I could feel the difference in friction. There was enough lube left over from her earlier solo session with the plug to make it easy enough to fuck her, but I was starting to question if this wasn’t how I’d like to have her more often. The way her body seemed to grip my cock as I pushed into her was just another layer of pleasure that I was discovering. It wasn’t the first thing Tracy helped me enjoy and something told me that she had quite a lot more to teach me.

My racing heart pounded in my ears as I hammered into her faster and faster. I needed to cum soon, after all of the foreplay earlier, I was going to lose my mind if I couldn’t finish. This time should have been different. I should have had her on my bed, looking into her eyes as I made love to her instead of just fucking her. I told her I loved her and I meant it. Anyone that knew me would tell me that it was probably a mistake to fall this quickly, but fuck them all. Tracy was my girl now and that was all there was to it.

I let a moan hum through my nose as I gripped her hips more tightly. My thumbs pulled at her ass cheeks to help spread them and make it even easier to drive my cock fully into her petite body again and again. Each thrust helped stoke the burning fire within my core. Those flames licked away at my resolve, their crackling whispers encouraging me to let go, to fill my lover’s ass with my passion and prove to her that she was everything I needed.

That fire had a way of getting what it wanted. A single grunt was all the warning that my sissy whore got before I slammed my cock deep into her one final time and held her against me.

Soft, nearly silent moans streamed out of Tracy before she lifted onto her tiptoes. A quiet splashing sound sounded out a few times, had there been any other noise in the changing room, I might not have even heard it. Peering into the mirror, I saw the trails of milky cum that she shot onto the mirror and a content smile crossed my lips.

I gave her neck a gentle kiss and whispered, “Maybe we can just put the plug in and go through a drive-through? I think we both got what we wanted from today’s lesson?”

“I-I hope I’m a good student, Mistress… I’ve been trying to learn everything you’re teaching me,” she purred.

As I slowly pulled out of her ass, she grabbed the plug from the chair beside her and hurried to put it inside her the second my cock slid out of her.

“You’ve done a damn fine job, baby. Now, let’s pay for that skirt so I can get you home and tie you to my bed and ruin your ass again,” I purred into her ear.

She turned around and leaned down to take my cock deep into her throat for just a moment before pulling away. Tracy tucked it back into my panties and smiled, “Anything you want from me, Mistress.”

Eight months later, Tracy stepped into my office wearing nothing but a pair of panties. Behind her, she pulled a small cart with a plate of food on it. Her small, perky breasts bounced ever so slightly as she walked over to me while asking, “Mistress, it’s lunchtime. I was hoping I could have mine while you ate here?”

I waved her over and she quickly put the plate on my desk before crawling under my desk. Her hands rested on my thighs as she sucked fervently on my cock to try and get her lunch. The diamond ring on her left hand was small, but it was all she asked for when I brought up the thought of marriage.

From a sissy whore stranger to the wife I’d long ago given up hope of finding… Tracy really had come a long way and with the hormones helping to feminize her body even more, I could only imagine things would get better. The only thing I didn’t understand was how she could find the motivation day after day to meet her self-imposed quota of swallowing three loads of cum a day…


Story Forty-Three

Daisy’s Infidelity

A Futa is All I Need


Chapter One

Infidelity. The quality of being unfaithful. Up until today, that word couldn’t be used to describe me, but up until tonight, my husband hadn’t given me a real reason to want someone other than him.

His open hand arced through the air if I hadn’t taken a quick step back, he surely would have hit me. “What the hell, Liam?”

My husband’s jaw clenched as he looked at me with a mixture of guilt and irritation in his eyes. “I work all fucking day, Daisy. You get to sit around with your thumb up your ass and I never say a damn thing, but you mean to tell me that you’re just having a bad day? You think I give a fuck about a bad day? Do you know how many times I get up and go to work when I don’t want to? All I fucking wanted was dinner to be ready when I got home.”

His hands balled up at his sides as he worked himself into a bit of a rage. I could understand that he wanted me to have made something for him, but I ordered some subs from a local restaurant and had them delivered. As he took another step towards me, I knew that this wouldn’t end well if I stayed here tonight.

Liam’s job was demanding and I could understand that, but he never seemed to understand that sometimes, I needed a break too. Our house was lonely now. The walls threatened to close in on me and every day felt like it was just another nail in the coffin of my social life. Ever since the kids left, Liam had started making assumptions about what I must be doing while he was out working.

There was no denying that I was something of a MILF, but I was his wife. That meant a lot to me. Even with his temper flaring up like it was, I couldn't stop thinking about what it might mean to lose him. But I couldn't stay either.

I felt the fear building in my chest as I turned around and bolted for the front door. He had a temper, I knew that when I married him, but Liam had never tried to hit me before. Now that our two kids were grown and out of the house, I guess he didn’t see a point in putting on the same kind of front he used to for them.

His heavy footfalls were right behind me as I snatched the door open and hurried outside. I ran barefoot down the smooth concrete driveway and headed towards Gina’s house. As much as she and I gossiped throughout the day, I felt like she would happily let me stay there for the night if it meant getting to hear about this ‘juicy’ scoop of information. Liam stopped chasing me just after I got out of the driveway and closer to my neighbor's house.

I could feel the warm tears already spilling down my cheeks as I walked to Gina’s house and rapped on the door. A few moments later, Gina opened the door with a look of confusion on her face before she saw my tears. Immediately, she wrapped an arm around my shoulders and guided me inside, “Daisy, sweetie, what’s wrong?”

A lump formed in my throat as I tried to speak. After a few heaving cries, she gave up on getting anything out of me for the time being and sat me down on the couch. “Don’t you worry, darling. I’ll get you a glass of wine and you can tell me all about it when you’re feeling better.”

Wine sounded perfect right about now. I tried so hard to not let things get to me. My husband of twenty-two years, my high school sweetheart, had finally taken a swing at me. Had I really become that bad of a wife?

I tried to keep myself in good shape, I put on light makeup every day, and I even made sure to satisfy his needs as a man. But that wasn’t enough for him. Maybe I wasn’t doing enough…

Gina came back with a chilled bottle of wine and two glasses and filled them. She offered me a glass and I took it and drank deeply from the delicious beverage. The taste was a little more bitter than I preferred with my wines, but it certainly wasn’t bottom shelf bum-wine.

Still, the alcohol did its job. While it would take a little while to fully set in, I let out a shaky breath and finally started talking. “Liam tried to hit me.”

“Do you want me to call the cops?” she asked immediately. Having gone through something similar, I knew Gina would understand and try to advocate for me.

“No, nothing like that. I don’t know where I stand on it. We’ve been dating since we were teens. I’m forty now, Gina. The big four-oh. I couldn’t find another man to fall in love with me now, not when my glory years are long behind me,” I mumbled.

She put her hand on my knee and rubbed her thumb across it reassuringly, “Of course you could. Don’t beat yourself up, Daisy. You’re a catch, to say the least, hell, if I wasn’t straight, I’d probably give you a chance!”

I smiled weakly at the comment. Gina was open-minded, she had to be. Her daughter was transgender and that brought on a whole slew of issues. I’d be lying if I wasn’t interested in what Christina was up to right now. From what I understood, she was a personal trainer, pretty impressive for being twenty-one.

God, what had my life come to? Thinking about my closest friend’s daughter like she was some kind of idol. I should be setting the example for her generation, not the other way around. Hell, at twenty-one, Liam and I were living together in our first shack of a home. Renting it and splitting the bills with the roaches as we worked our hardest to make sure our first-born would have better conditions soon.

Christina was the same age as my oldest. Funny how that worked. For a second, I wondered if they knew one another. I couldn’t imagine a world in which they did. My sons were both out of state now, off in two different colleges across the country. Here I was, in Washington hoping that I could beg Liam to take a vacation so we could see our boys in Massachusetts and Florida.

That dream wouldn’t be realized, now. Not after tonight. Even if Liam did calm back down, I couldn’t imagine asking him for anything. If I was such a bad wife that he was willing to hit me, I’d crossed lines that I didn’t want to backtrack over.

“I appreciate the concern, Gina. Would it be too much to ask to stay a few nights here?”

“You’re welcome as long as you like. If you like the couch, you can feel free to sleep on it. Otherwise, there is a guest room in the basement, but it gets a little chilly down there. Oh, and if we’re lucky, Chrissy might make us one of her delicious… Kale smoothies…”

The thought of drinking something so bitter made me sneer. Gina and I lifted our glasses and drank together before she chuckled and ran her hand slightly up my thigh. Not enough to make me uncomfortable, but certainly enough to make me wish I was wearing more than a skimpy nightgown.

“You know, there is no shame in getting a divorce, sweetie. I know that I’m a little biased. After breaking things off with Chester, my life did get a lot better. If he can’t handle having a daughter now, he doesn’t need to be around in the first place.”

“I won’t pretend it hasn’t crossed my mind. I just don’t know what I’ll do to make it on my own,” I mumbled.

She patted my thigh before pulling away and standing, “You could always try to find a part-time job and chip in here. I couldn’t turn you away, Daisy. You’ve been here for me for twelve years. Through my divorce. Through Chrissy’s transition. Through everything. Don’t think I’m going to forget that just because you might be heading for hard times.”

Gina downed her wine and I followed suit. “You've been here for me as well, Gina. Don't think I'm forgetting all the times you came over and made my life tolerable. You two are busy women and you both still took time out of your days to make my life feel less empty after my kids left. But I’ll think about it, Gina. I wouldn't want to be a burden.”

“Please do, I’ll talk to you more tomorrow, but I’ve got to get some sleep. I’m opening tomorrow, that means I have to be up at six. Yay…” she grumbled as we walked into the kitchen to put our glasses in the sink.

Christina stood in the kitchen, her short black hair styled to hang around her face. It tapered to her left side and occasionally found its way in front of her eye. The sweatpants she wore hid her frame pretty well, but the bulge in the front of them told me she either wasn’t wearing panties or had enough in those panties to make an impression…

Christina finished snapping the tops on the plastic containers she used to plan her meals. I had to give the woman credit, she made being vegetarian look pretty damn appealing. Her body type was always feminine, even when she was a he. While I supported her transition, I couldn’t help but be jealous of her. From male to female, she still looked better than I did at that age.

Gina yawned and patted Christina on the shoulder as she walked by, “Goodnight. Chrissy, Daisy is going to be staying with us for a little bit. Be respectful, none of that super loud screaming music when you’re working out downstairs.”

“Sure thing, I’ll wear headphones. I hope everything is okay, Mrs. K,” Christina said as she put her meals in the fridge.

“It’s complicated, but thank you, Christina.”

“No problem. Anyway, I workout from five to about six, if you hear weights or anything, don’t panic. Feel free to join me, if you want,” she offered.

The idea of me trying to keep up with her in the gym made me chuckle. Her arms were toned and tight. The t-shirt she had on clung to her frame and I could see the lines of her six pack even through the shirt. Those perky breasts might not be the most massive, but on her frame, they looked perfect.

My stomach knotted up as I stopped my train of thought. My husband tried to assault me and less than thirty minutes later, I’m already trying to justify my attraction to this woman. I offered her an awkward wave as I walked towards the stairs leading into the basement, “I’ll think about it. If I’m awake, I might join you.”

I hated that even as I curled up in the covers a few minutes later that my hand slipped between my thighs. Christina wouldn’t get out of my thoughts. The bulge in those sweatpants was so innocent, but it sparked the naughtiest fantasies in my mind. Hopefully, I wouldn’t have to apologize for Gina if I made a bit of a mess tonight. I couldn't leave my womanhood unattended after getting myself worked up. It might make me a bit of a tramp to even consider doing something so naughty after what happened to me, but I needed to unwind.

I needed to spread my folds with my fingers and work my pussy like only I knew how. Sure, sex with my husband felt okay, but it paled in comparison to my masturbating. What can I say, years of being home alone with not a lot to do leaves you plenty time to explore yourself.

Moreover, the thoughts running through my mind were of a far more sexy topic than what usually was on my mind when I fingered myself. Christina's firm body was something I craved. I couldn't explain why she was so damn appealing to me. Maybe it was the confidence that radiated from her. Perhaps it was her perfect physique.

As I added a third finger into my slit, I knew the real answer. It was that thick bulge I saw in her pants. I couldn't dream of how big she must be when she was aroused, but I'd be damned if I wasn't imagining a monster cock stretching me right now.

The heat in my thighs continued to build until I couldn't keep my thighs open any longer. My fingers were a blur as they rocked into my core and I let out a whimpering yelp as my hips lifted from the bed and a warm rush of my juices soaked my thighs.

I should have gotten up and cleaned myself off, but that would have meant that I had to get out of bed. Having just cum harder than I typically did, standing up didn't seem like the best idea.

I decided to say fuck it, it's not like I won't be able to shower in the morning.


Chapter Two

I didn’t expect her to wake up in time for my workout session. The invitation wasn’t hollow, but she came into my workout room wearing the same nightgown as the night before. Mom filled me in briefly about what happened last night and I could understand her not having proper workout clothes, but damn, did she have to wear something so revealing?

Her plump breasts called my eyes to them as often as I could spare them, and more often than not, I could keep my eyes where they wanted to be. Daisy stayed on the treadmill which meant that the large mirror that ran along the wall—courtesy of the gym I worked at— left nothing to the imagination.

That thin fabric was soon damp with sweat and it clung to her frame. The light green turned nearly transparent as she continued to work up a sweat. I rotated through my Tuesday workout routine and by the time I needed to use the treadmill, I just resorted to getting on the stationary bike.

Maybe that was for the best. At least this way she couldn’t as easily see the tent in my shorts. Twice my age or not, the woman had an allure about her that I wasn’t going to pretend I didn’t enjoy. She accepted that she wasn’t the end all be all of the world, but she knew she was worth enough to not just throw herself down the steps either.

In short. She was someone I could mold into a better person. Not just physically, though I’d love to see what getting her into a genuine routine would do to her ass, but emotionally. Daisy was vulnerable right now and I couldn’t pretend that I didn’t want to prey on that.

Not in a malicious sense, at least, nothing too vicious. But knowing that her husband did what he did made it difficult for me not to think of what limits I could push her to. Never anything like what he did. Violence born from anger solves nothing.

Pain inflicted for the sake of teaching a lesson in a controlled environment, though. That was a different game to be played entirely. The thought of her crawling towards me with a collar around her neck and a plug in her ass certainly kept my cock harder than it should have been.

Daisy finally stopped the treadmill and huffed quietly as she walked towards my exercise bike, “I guess I don’t need a gym membership. You’ve got everything anyone could need.”

As soon as she got closer to me, I could smell the light musk her sweat put off. But there was something else. An almost floral scent that wafted up, one that I was pretty familiar with. My ex used to smell like that when she came. Kinky, Mrs. K. I like it.

“Nah, I don’t have any real equipment for Crossfit training. Granted, you can do a lot of it without needing fancy equipment, but fancy equipment helps,” I said.

“Still, it’s nice in here. Really need to get some clothes from the house while my husband is gone though,” she huffed.

I grinned and spoke in barely more than a whisper, “Yeah, if you’re going to wear a thong, you might as well not wear panties at all when you’re working out.”

Her eyes dropped to her crotch and the ruby red color of her thong clashed against the nightgown. I glanced at her firm nipples and she crossed her arms over her chest, “Oh my God, I’m so sorry!”

As she turned to hurry out of the room, I called out to her, “Don’t be too worried about it. I’m just giving you a little advice. Besides, I’ve seen much worse in the gym. It’s nice to have someone to look at when you’re exercising, perverted as it sounds, it keeps you in the mindset of improving yourself.”

Daisy glanced over her shoulder, her face red as could be, “G-Good to know. I’m going to shower.”

“You’ve got nothing to change into,” I got off the exercise bike and stretched a little before walking towards her, “come on, you can borrow some shorts and a shirt from me. They might be a little tight on you.”

Daisy's eyes dropped to my crotch and I shrugged my shoulders. I couldn't control my cock with a single thought. If she wanted to complain about seeing my bulge, she shouldn't have come down to the gym in the first place. After nearly five full seconds of staring at the outline of my shaft, she finally nodded her head and murmured, "Okay."

She fell in line behind me and I led her into my room. I hurried over to my computer desk and turned the speakers down even lower. Music was the one thing in life that always managed to keep me level-headed. The only issue with my music is that a lot of people misunderstood why I liked it.

The lyrics were rarely positive and the vocalists weren’t always the easiest to understand. That’s not why I listened to these types of bands though. The chaotic music, the clashing guitars, the rhythmic bass, and the aggressive tempo made it impossible for my mind to wander too far.

Thinking too much was dangerous.

“You don’t have to turn it off,” she said.

“I don’t mind. I’m going to be leaving soon, no reason in leaving it on in the first place. Just makes the place feel a little less empty,” I said. It wasn’t a lie, but I didn’t feel like trying to explain myself to her right now. I opened a drawer and grabbed a pair of basketball shorts and tossed them at her before going to my closet and grabbing her one of my larger shirts.

She smiled at me sheepishly and mumbled, “Thank you. I’ll wash them and get them back to you soon, Christina.”

“Don’t worry about it, Mrs. K. I’m in no rush. Workout clothes aren’t something I’m going to be running short on any time soon.” I walked out of my room and she followed after me.

In the kitchen, she spoke softly, “Is it normal to be scared of him?”

“I mean, you’re asking me if it’s normal for you to be worried about him doing it again. Yeah, you should be. That shouldn’t make you want to curl up or feel pathetic, but you shouldn’t rule it out as a possibility.”

Her eyes fell to her feet and she sighed deeply.

“Look, Mrs. K. You married the dude, you know him better than anyone else. If you’re scared of him, what do you think he’s most likely to do if you go back to him?” I asked.

She looked up at me and mumbled, “I don’t know. Maybe apologize and tell me he won’t do it again. Maybe he’ll make things worse because I ran over here. Maybe he won’t do anything and I overreacted—”

I glared at her, “You didn’t overreact. The ass nugget tried to hit you. You know what? Don’t go over there while he’s gone.”

“What?”

“You heard me. Don’t go over there. I’ll be back around three, when does he come in?”

“Around five-thirty, usually.”

“Then we’ll go over there around six. If he’s got something to say to you when you’re getting some clothes, he can say it while I’m there,” I said.

Her eyes looked me up and down, “You don’t have to put yourself in harm’s way.”

“You don’t have to worry about me. I train people for a living and I think MMA is one of the most fun things someone can do to start losing weight. People like getting competitive and it’s a great way to end a session,” I said.

She nodded, “If he tries to hurt you—”

“He’ll have to try really damn hard.”

Daisy’s lips curled into a smile, “Thank you, Christina.”

“Don’t worry about it. I’m not going to have that ass hat acting like you’re breaking into the house and taking things. People can be petty shits, Mrs. K,” I said. My mind drifted back to my old friend group. The depths people can stoop never cease to amaze me.

The second things aren’t going their way, people will cut your damn throat and leave you for the vultures. Best to take care of yourself first and foremost, help where you can, and make sure that you never leave your back open to be stabbed.

I opened the fridge and grabbed my breakfast container and sat the lunch one on the kitchen island. “You hungry?”

She shook her head, “I don’t think I could eat right now. All this talk about Liam isn’t doing my appetite any favors.”

“I could always make you a kale smoothie. They’re not the best tasting, but you’ll feel better,” I offered.

“Please don’t do that. As much as I appreciate the offer, that sounds like I’d be better off eating grass straight out of the yard.”

I smiled and grabbed the containers, “Suit yourself. I’ll see you later, Daisy. I’ve got to get a shower and go to work.”

She nodded and walked to the stairs back to her current living arrangements. Having her around wasn’t the worst thing in the world, especially not if I could look forward to seeing her in the mornings.

As I got in the shower and cleaned myself, I couldn’t get the thought of her ass swaying from side to side out of my mind. If I didn’t know better, I wouldn’t have been able to imagine her being older than her late twenties. Then again, she was forty. I did know that.

But even with that being the case, I couldn’t pretend that my hand wasn’t wrapped around my cock as I thought about how sweet she looked when she was embarrassed. A few extra minutes in the shower wouldn’t hurt anything.

I hated that I was even thinking of her in such a sexual manner after she'd just been abused. But damn, I couldn't deny that I wanted to spread those cheeks and slide my cock into her while I used a dildo to fuck her ass. She deserved to be filled thoroughly.

She deserved to be pleasured. I sped up the motions of my wrist and groaned quietly as I continued to fantasize about how my sweet kitten would earn the right to be pleasured by me. Before I could even get good and involved with that fantasy, I felt my balls tightening and I spurted my nearly non-existent load onto the shower floor.

Fucking hormones, ruining one of the few visually impressive parts of having balls in the first place. I chuckled and rolled my eyes. At least I didn't have to clean up a mess before I left.


Chapter Three

After Christina left, I took my shower and changed into the loose-fitting clothes. They smelled of her, that mixture of vanilla and lavender delighted my senses. It wasn’t entirely unique, but it was enough to keep her in my thoughts as I walked back up the stairs.

Gina found me in the living room watching TV not too long after I’d showered. “I’ve got to be at work soon. Didn’t expect you to honestly be up this early. I figured after last night, you might sleep in a little longer.”

“I heard Christina come down the stairs, guess I’m a little bit of a light sleeper when I’m stressed.”

She sat beside me and ran her fingers through my still-damp blonde curls, “You don’t deserve this kind of treatment, Daisy.”

I gave her a half-hearted smile, “But I could get used to this kind of treatment, Gina. On a similar topic, would it bother you if I cleaned up a little around here? I’m not saying the place is a mess at all, but it would make me feel better to provide something.”

“You don’t have to, sweetie, but I wouldn’t turn it down. Between both of us working jobs, we don’t clean as much as I would like to. Just look around, I haven’t dusted in months. Mm, way to make me feel like a slob before work, Daisy,” she teased.

I rested my head on her shoulder, “Way to make me feel like I’ve got something to contribute, Gina.”

“Don’t think that you need to do something for us right now, sweetie. You focus on getting yourself in a better head space before you start thinking too hard about how to be helpful around here. As much as I’d love having a full-time housekeeper, I want to make sure that you’re going to be happy first.” She wrapped her arm around my shoulders and squeezed me gently, “And give some thought to what you want to happen with Liam.”

“Christina is going to go with me over there this afternoon and help me get some of my things. I was going to go alone while he was out, but she insisted that it not happen while he’s gone. Just in case he gets weird, I guess.”

Gina smiled and rubbed my shoulder before pulling away from me and standing. “I think she likes you. I’d take that with a grain of salt, but she’s usually more likely to tell someone to, pardon my french, eat a dick before she ever offers them help.”

I left out the part about Christina having taken long glances at me while we were working out this morning. Some things were better left unsaid. What was I supposed to say to her? Hey, Gina, your daughter had a massive hard-on this morning after she pointed out that I was wearing a thong!

Besides, Gina was a smart woman. She had to have noticed that I was wearing her daughter’s clothing. No need to make things even more uncomfortable than they already were.

She reached into her purse and grabbed her keys, “I’m locking the door behind me. Don’t work too hard, hon.”

“I’m a good housewife, Gina. Don’t worry about me, just think of all the relaxing you get to do when you get home!” I called to her as she walked away.

Gina pulled the door shut and that was the end of my socialization for the time being. Alone in an empty house. Again.

The circumstances were different this time. The familiar walls of this home didn’t seem to whisper about how empty my life was. If anything, I was reminded of how much things might come to change in the coming days.

Liam did something I couldn’t forgive. He’d cheated on me in the past, sure. He was a businessman that wanted to taste another honey pot. It was almost guaranteed to happen when he left town on long trips. While I didn’t appreciate it in the slightest, I felt like I needed him.

He provided for me for all those years and he kept telling me he loved me. Every time he whispered those sweet nothings in my ear, I was reminded of the sweetheart he used to be. It stung my soul to think that he could fall so far. Still, even though I knew he was in the wrong for what he did, I couldn’t shake the feeling that it was my fault.

Maybe I should have cooked instead of ordering out. Even as the thought drifted by, I knew that it wasn’t justification for what he tried to do. To make things worse, I couldn’t tell myself with any conviction that things would get better.

Over the years, his lies only got worse. The guilt trips became more common. His temper grew with his distaste for me. I couldn’t recall a specific turning point, but over these past ten years or so, I could definitely tell the decline in our relationship.

Love wasn’t something that I felt for him, not anymore. The reason we were together was pragmatic at best. He felt he deserved to live in a nice house but rarely had time to enjoy that luxury. Keeping it clean on his own wasn’t an option and if he hired a housekeeper, it was possible he would be stolen from. That was something he feared more than anything.

He really shouldn’t have. He had more than enough to go around, even if it meant that his quality of life was horrible enough to turn on me. The woman he pretended to love.

Maybe Christina was right. I did know him best and I didn't believe that he could honestly fix this one. The cheating I could handle, at least he came home and slept in our bed most nights. But abuse, that was something I didn't want to take from him. Not after all the times he'd left me up crying at night from the things he did to me emotionally. I didn't have to take this!

I let out a deep sigh as I worked my way through the house. The large, open rooms of her home were the first to be cleaned but I still had hours before either of them would be home. Part of me wanted to clean their rooms but I knew that was an invasion of privacy.

It didn’t take long before I was snooping through Christina’s room as I wiped down her dresser, desk, and other various surfaces. The posters on her wall were of bands that honestly looked far more sinister than I cared to admit. When I talked to her, she didn’t seem to be this dark, brooding figure that she presented herself as.

When she left for work, she looked normal enough, but as I glanced through her closet, the clothes were primarily black. On the shelves of her closet were tons of accessories, studded wristbands, chokers… handcuffs?

There was a large cardboard box that hid the bottom shelf from view. That was the oldest trick in the book and any mom would have picked up on it. My curiosity was piqued and I needed to know what she was trying to hide. As I slid the box out of the way, I felt my heartbeat quicken.

The bottom shelf had various toys that I’d only heard about in hushed whispers. There were two anal plugs, one much larger than the other. A long length of silken rope rested next to a small paddle. Alongside that, a leash and collar were neatly kept together. Her choices of dildos were curious, to say the least, but even more curious was the fact that none of them had been opened.

I put the box back in front of the shelf and hurried out of the room. My heart still ran at ninety miles a second as I leaned against the wall to try and catch my breath. Finding those things shouldn’t scare… no that’s not the right word… excite me, this much.

Christina had quite the curious demeanor. Sweet and charming one-on-one, but blunt and sure of herself. The mixture of behavior made sense in context to what kind of toys she had. I wasn’t born yesterday, BDSM wasn’t a new concept to me, even if I never got deep into that lifestyle.

Liam didn’t make me feel comfortable enough to trust him with my safety. The thought of letting him handcuff me sent chills down my spine. Yet, if Christina had her lithe fingers running down my back as she held onto the chain that linked the cuffs…

The warmth between my legs had become all too common when I thought of Christina. But why? Why could this much younger woman bring these kinds of feelings out of me? She hadn’t earned my trust. What had she ever done to make me feel like she could ever compare to Liam?

My stomach tightened as a pang of regret flashed through me. I didn’t want to compare her to Liam. Unlike him, Christina wasn’t afraid to tell me things that might make me uncomfortable. Even before all of this, when she and Gina would come to the house and eat dinner, Christina was the first to tell me my cooking could be improved.

But she didn’t leave it at that. She told me why she didn’t like certain things about it and made suggestions. Sure, she wasn’t the best cook either, but she didn’t blow smoke up my ass to make me feel confident about something.

Thinking back on it, Christina had always been a good deciding vote for me. As young as she was, she still had a better head on her shoulders than most people did.

It was the simple things that meant the most to me. With Christina, I felt like I could trust her. But how long could I rely on that trust? Surely, she would end up doing the same thing Liam did to me at some point. Best to not let myself get too attached to ideas that would bear no fruit.


Chapter Four

“Oh, fuck me,” my client complained.

I smiled at him and gestured to the outdoor track, “It’s not that cold. Once we get started running, you’ll warm up real quick.”

“My legs are dead already,” he bitched.

“So you don’t want to work for your six-pack, you just want to hope that it magically appears?” I asked.

After a few moments of his grumbling, I clapped my hands a few times and headed outside the gym and got to the white line that marked the starting point. Sure enough, he followed me out. He was the one paying for my time, it didn’t much matter to me if he didn’t want to workout or not. That wouldn’t mean my income would suffer for it.

While he walked over, I set a timer on my phone to make sure I didn’t stay out here with him for too long. I gave him a countdown and then started running laps with him. Running was my favorite part of training people. The quiet that came when they had to focus on their breathing more than complaining about the diet I recommended for them.

On the track, I could let my mind drift to other things. Things like Daisy. She wouldn’t get out of my head, no matter how many times I told myself she was off limits. Marital issues or not, she still had that ring on her finger.

Besides, how could I let myself get too attached to her? She was nineteen years older than me. Fuck, what would my mom think about it?

What would Daisy think if we ever did explore one another? I could hope that she wouldn’t be too quick to assume that knowledge only came with age. If that was the case, she would probably never let me fully take control of her.

There were things that she probably wouldn’t understand about my interests. As pleasant as she was, she still seemed to be the type of woman that would clutch her pearls if I even told her half the things that got me off. Maybe I could let myself take what I could get, not ask her to let me handcuff her to the bed while I made her beg for release.

I let myself drift into a fantasy about her while we continued to run laps around the track. She was off limits, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t think about her. All I needed to do now was make sure I didn't get too aroused.

My workday drew to a close after what felt like an eternity. The exercise certainly helped make it go by faster, but I felt obligated to spend more time with Daisy. After this morning, I’d caught glimpses of things about her that I shouldn’t have, surely that entitled her to a little companionship.

That was the excuse I would use, at least. She was someone that I wanted to hang out with. Not just because she seemed to be interested in my cock, but because I'd known her for so many years already. There was no need to hide who I was. At work, I had to keep my cock properly tucked and that was always uncomfortable. No one could know that I was a transwoman. If they found out, I might be out of a damn job.

If not the job, probably clients. Who would willingly come to work with someone who they didn't even respect? There were other cisgender trainers that they could choose from and I still needed to put food on the table at the house.

As hard as mom worked, she still wasn't pulling in all that much money. Someone had to take the initiative and find a higher paying job. That didn't mean life was easy though. Every time I pulled on my compression panties and hid my cock from the world, I sacrificed a bit of myself.

Maybe not literally, but it figuratively felt like I was losing out on being able to love myself. At home, I didn't even bother with panties. Mom rarely mumbled something about seeing my bulge and wishing I would hide it better, but at this point, not even she said anything. It was a slight sense of freedom and I needed that.

My life was currently just working out, preparing food, and trying to think of more unique, engaging workout plans for my clients. I hoped to make it to the higher end clients at some point. Celebrities, rich wives, billionaire men who had way too much money, fuck, anyone that would be willing to pay me enough to let me live my damn life the way I wanted to.

I parked my car in the driveway and headed into the house. Daisy was lounging on the couch and waved her hand idly at me as I came inside, "How was work?"

"Oh you know, Mrs. K. It was work. A lot of exercise, a lot of whining clients, but I still love it," I called back. I wasn't lying, I did love my job, I just hated hiding who I was to be able to work at all.

"That's great. I cleaned your room a little," she called out.

I put my containers in the sink and hurried into the living room, "Didn't go digging around too much, did you?"

"Er, I saw your handcuffs in the closet. You might want to put those away," she said.

"Is that all you saw?" I asked. The way she squirmed on the couch made me feel like there was something she didn't tell me.

She nodded her head.

"So you went digging around," I said again.

"I got curious. I'm not one to judge though, Christina," she said quickly.

I chuckled and checked my phone, "We've got about an hour before your husband gets home. Mom should be home within thirty minutes. You say you don't judge, but how willing would you be to get punished for sticking your nose somewhere it doesn't belong? It won't be anything bad, just a light spanking. Might as well know what you stumbled into, yeah?"

Her eyed widened and for a moment, my stomach sunk. She opened her mouth and stammered, "Sure."

The shot in the dark to see if she was interested in me or not seemed to be paying off. Then again, what happened in my bedroom would definitely change how things went for the next few days while she stayed here. If she let me have my way, I was going to get to see just how tight her ass was.

Maybe she would back out once we got closer to my room and she realized that I was series. Yet she got off the couch and led the way to my room. Even in the shorts and oversized tee I let her borrow, she looked beautiful. The mood of the moment was definitely playing into that, hell, anyone that was willing to get spanked by me had a least a measure of my attention.

What made this a little more difficult for me personally was the fact that she knew I was trans. Beyond the shadow of a doubt, she'd seen my cock. Enough of it to prove that I wasn't just packing my panties with socks. Hell, she knew me back when I was a guy.

Daisy couldn't pretend that this was an accident. She knew exactly what she was getting into as she climbed the stairs to my room. Each step made her hips sway and that delicious ass continued to taunt me as she walked to my room. Intentional or not, she had me hard as diamonds by the time we made it there.

She looked at my bed and then back to me, "Should I bend over?"

I smiled and shut my bedroom door, "Stand against this. Hips out, tits against the door. Don't pull away until you're told. Is that clear?"

She hurried her way over to the door and did as I asked. "Crystal clear, Christina."

"How serious do you want me to be right now? Authentic experience or toes in the water?" I asked.

"Let's do authentic. I don't want to get the wrong idea about what this is," she said.

I gave her ass a weak swat and chuckled, "Then you should address me as Mistress at all times. Does it upset you to be called slut while we play?"

"No, Mistress," she answered in that sweet voice of hers.

"Good, you should know ahead of time, I don't genuinely mean to offend you, Daisy, but when I play like this, I enjoy a bit of degradation. If it gets to be too much, just say red. If it's fine, but you don't want me to go further, you say yellow. If I ask you if you're enjoying something, you say green. Otherwise, I expect yes Mistress and no Mistress answers. Clear?"

She looked back at me and wiggled her ass, "Yes, Mistress."


Chapter Five

What was I getting myself into? I'd been thinking about Christina and those damn toys of hers all day. Why did I actually tell her I found them? I could have just lied and played it off. But here I was, pressed against this door as she gave me her ground rules about her play.

I didn't consider myself desperate but when she asked if I minded being punished, I couldn't help but agree to it. If she meant it as a joke, I didn't care. I would have laughed it off with her, but right now, this was just what I needed. A little play.

Surely, this wouldn't be serious. Christina was probably just getting her chuckles in that I even let her get this far with me. Hell, why would she want a cougar like me? I couldn't offer her much. Certainly not money, there were no bragging rights for sleeping with me, and I knew she wouldn't want this to ever be more than a game. Would she?

Her hand started spanking each of my cheeks with a weak but steady cadence. Pat pat pat, pat pat pat, smack! Each time she got to the seventh strike, she popped the other cheek and went back to delivering three weak ones to each side.

At first, I was ready to laugh at the 'pain' she was inflicting. But when she didn't stop, things just got more and more uncomfortable. Not painful, yet, but the stinging in my ass slowly built up and the three light pats might as well have been a rough slap by the tenth cycle.

I couldn't stop blushing as I thought about what she was doing to me. Her hand spanking my ass while I willingly remained in this position. I would have stayed just like this for another hour, but Christina gave me a rough slap to finish the latest cycle and called out, "Time to either tap out or move on. Can the shorts come down, yes or no?"

For a moment, I thought about asking her to stop. We'd accomplished what we came here to do. A light spanking as a lax punishment for snooping around. But I couldn't pretend that I wasn't interested in going further. The stinging in my ass wasn't as painful as it was embarrassing. But there was something nice about that embarrassment.

I couldn't put my finger on it, but I wanted more of this. Maybe it was because I doubted I would get to experience this again if I said no. "Yes, Mistress."

"Good girl. I wasn't expecting that, but don't worry, I won't tell anyone," she said. Her fingers dipped into the hem of my shorts and she pulled them down to my ankles.

The cool air washed over my naked ass and she let out a quiet groan before commenting, "I forgot you weren't wearing panties. Well then, that makes this a little more exciting.

Before I could ask what she meant, I felt her fingers smack against my pussy and then she kept doing it. Weak, consistent spanking of my lower lips that made me feel both ashamed and incredibly turned on.

I didn't want her to stop, but I couldn't justify that I was letting my best friend's daughter play with me like this. Why did I need to justify it though? Christina and I were adults. We didn't need to answer to Gina.

"Yellow, Mistress," I mumbled. As long as she didn't go too far, I would let her keep playing. It felt strange and when her fingertips occasionally hit my clit, I did want to whimper, but I kept it all in.

"I want to hear a color, not a yes or no. Do you want me to make you cum?" she asked.

How could she be so damn confident? I was struggling to decide if I was willing to let her even look at me like this, but here she was, dropping bombs like that on me.

Still, I was already dripping. Maybe letting her get it out of her system would mean she would understand that this wasn't worth pursuing. I was too old for her and she should have been able to see that.

"Green, Mistress," I whispered quietly.

"Louder," she said as her fingers started gently splaying my labia.

"Green, Mistress," I called out loudly. Why was I letting her control me like this? Shouldn't I have been the one that dictated what was done to my body?

But. That wasn't fair to Christina. She was giving me options and my only real complaint was that I was being embarrassed. This twenty-one-year-old minx was making me into a horny mess. That just didn't seem right. But it felt right.

Two of her fingers dipped into my pussy and I sucked in a deep breath that was expelled in gasps. Her fingers probed deep into my slit and she curled them and rubbed against my sweet spot with each deep motion. She wasn't worried about slamming my pussy like some wild animal, no, this was controlled. Each time those fingertips ground against my g-spot, I bucked my hips back against her hand to try and get more of her.

She didn't stop me, but she did make me wait a little longer before she pumped back into me. I learned quickly to just keep myself still. Christina knew what she was doing and I needed to trust in her to get me off.

As soon as I stopped moving, her fingers started genuinely showing me what I'd been missing all my life. Even I couldn't get myself to this level of pleasure. In the span of a minute, Christina had me clutching the door frame with my toes curling.

"Are you close, slut?" she asked.

"Yes, Mistress!"

"Do you know what a good girl does before she cums?" Christina asked.

I shook my head and she stopped fingering me, "You ask for permission."

"Can I please cum, Mistress?" I asked. My ass was still heated from the spanking, but it was my other cheeks that burned. The embarrassment of asking Christina for something as sensitive as this made me feel like a child trying to get on their parent's good side-willing to do anything to get what they wanted.

Christina's fingers worked faster into my depths and I let out deep groans as my core tightened and my hips bucked from the building pressure inside me. Her other hand moved under my hips and she forced me to push against her as my pussy clenched around her fingers. My juices sprayed onto her free hand and she chuckled as she pulled her fingers out of my drenched womanhood.

"Good girl. Alright, pull your shorts back up and open my bathroom door. I've got to clean your mess off my hands," she said.

I hated how easy it was for me to obey her commands. Even if my Liam tried to hit me, I wasn't even sure if I was going to leave him. But if this was the kind of experience that might be waiting for me when I got back into the dating pool, was he even worth staying with?

After I got my shorts back into place, I opened her bathroom door and mumbled, "T-Thank you, Mistress."

"Don't worry about it, Daisy. We're done for now, though. You don't have to call me Mistress anymore," she said.

The bulge in her own shorts was much smaller than I remembered from this morning, but I could still see her arousal, "I could take care of you, Mistress."

She cocked her head to the side, "I said you didn't have to call me that. Did you really cum that hard?"

"Maybe I just like saying it, Christina. Besides, if you wanted me to take care of you like you did me, we wouldn't be finished playing," I said.

"We don't have time for that, Daisy. Besides, getting you off is one thing, but I wouldn't feel right by having the favor returned. This isn't a tit for tat thing, I enjoyed doing what we did, but I don't want you to do something else that you might regret."

I sighed and watched her wash her hands. "But what if I don't want to leave you like that? It's not regret, it's just being a good friend."

Christina turned and looked into my eyes, "How about this? You don't get to touch my cock until you've made up your mind about your husband. That means you tell him. I don't mind doing this, Daisy, but I'm not going to feel like I'm going to be replaced as your latest sex toy."

Her words stung a little, but I could understand where that frustration came from, "I understand. Sorry, I just wanted to make you happy."

I turned and walked out of her room and hurried back downstairs. As wonderful as I felt during the play, I really did hate that I couldn't get her off in return. She had done things that I didn't even dream possible. Who the hell would let someone their child's age spank them? I must be one desperate woman.

On the other hand. Maybe Christina just had something about her that made me want her to do those kinds of things to me. She came downstairs not too long after I did and that familiar bulge was back. I could guess that she took off her panties.

"You really don't need to be sorry, Daisy," she said as she sat on the couch beside me. "I haven't had the best luck with these kinds of things. My ex ended up using me for the things I was good at and made me feel like shit when it came to seeing my needs met. I'm just a little hesitant. I didn't mean to snap at you."

I could guess that she was doing her best to apologize. At least she didn't just drop a 'sorry' and leave things at that.

"I'm sorry to hear that they did that to you. I think I remember her if you're talking about that girl you dated not too long back," I mumbled.

Christina nodded, "Yeah. That one. I just don't want to push my luck, Daisy. You're a beautiful woman that deserves to be respected, but if I get too comfortable and you disappear, that would make things hard on me. I hope you can understand that."

"Of course I understand," I said. How could I not? She was just as a scared as I was about this entire situation. If Gina found out, she might flip her shit. If Liam managed to win me over, Christina would possibly have gotten her hopes up for nothing.

That thought made me uncomfortable. I didn't really consider how she might be looking at this in the long run, but I couldn't deny that she would be a damn good catch for me. Motivated, compassionate, and this shouldn't be a qualifier, but holy fuck she could make me squirt.

The sound of a car pulling into the driveway made Christina jump from the couch, "Don't say anything about what we did!"

"I don't want to get murdered either!"

We both laughed and Christina ran to the door and opened it for her mom. "Did you have fun at work today?"

"Oh, loads, you know how much I love it in there. Loads of perfume and tons of snobby women that think they'll be suddenly more desirable for having the more pricey bottles," Gina said.

Christina chuckled and hugged her mom, “Awesome, Daisy, you ready to go to Liam’s house?”

Hearing it called his house felt strange, but I stood from the couch and walked towards the door. “Yeah, fingers crossed that this won’t turn ugly…”


Chapter Six

As we headed over to Liam's house, Daisy had gone quiet. I couldn't say I blamed her. After what we did, I wouldn't be upset with her if she didn't say another thing to me ever. I knew that being caught up in the moment could lead people to do a lot of things, but pushing her as far as I did was probably wrong of me.

She deserved the pleasure, but I couldn't justify what I did still. That didn't mean I didn't love every second of our session. She was a wonderful submissive, receptive to my commands, vocal enough with what worked for her and what didn't. The only thing I could imagine that would make things better would be to have more time with her.

That wasn't something I was sure could happen though. Her husband wasn't the most accepting man and if he decided to get too violent, things might get even worse. I didn't want to fight him, but if it came down to it and I did win, then I'd likely get sued even though I'd be morally in the right.

That's just how rich fuckheads work. They tend to get off without many, if any, repercussions. If all of that did happen, I at least had one card up my sleeve. I fingered his wife and made her cum before they even got divorced.

It was petty of me, but I enjoyed knowing that I did that. With how she reacted, I couldn't imagine that her husband knew too much of what he was doing when it came to a woman's pleasure. Then again, I was trained as a submissive for a long while. It's why I knew I couldn't go back to living that way. I love the BDSM lifestyle and the D/s relationship, but my Domme did things that were unforgivable in my eyes.

My submissive would always know that she was loved. Even if I was a bit strict on her, she would know it was born from a place of love, not the need for control due to some fucked up desire for validation of power.

Daisy took a sharp breath as we walked up her driveway with her husband's car parked out front. I put a hand on her upper back, "If you don't want to do this, just tell me what to get, Daisy. I'll fetch it for you."

"It's fine, I can do this. I need to be the one that takes care of this problem," she said.

I smiled and guided her to the door and knocked loudly. A few moments later, Liam opened the door and frowned when he saw me.

"What do you want, tranny?" he asked.

"Well, I see that you've lost your self-respect. Daisy is going to grab her things, is that going to be a problem for you, shrimp dick?" I asked.

I could see the anger in his eyes but he shook his head, "I'll walk with her."

"Awesome, we can all have a nice little stroll through the house then," I said.

"You probably shouldn't come inside," he snarled.

I smiled warmly and gestured to the yard, "Then neither should you. I'll be blunt. I don't trust you to not put hands on her. So you either stay here with me or we all walk through the house. Either way it goes, Daisy isn't going to be alone with you."

He let out a huff of air and stepped past me, "I'm not going to have no tranny faggot in my house."

Daisy mumbled, "Liam, you don't have to act this way."

"No, it's fine. I don't mind it at all, I love when small-minded people try to get me stirred up," I said.

Daisy looked at me and I nodded to signal for her to go ahead and get her things. She didn't wait long before she headed off into the house to start packing. In the meantime, I positioned myself between Liam and the door.

There was a long uncomfortable silence before his shoulders finally slumped and he started pouting, "I fucked it all up, didn't I?"

"That you did," I said callously.

"She's going to leave, I love her. She can't leave me, not after all we've been through together!"

My brow furrowed, "If you expect that to make up for the things you've done to her, it's not really going to go far. She's a delicate soul. You must have understood that at some point, Liam. But something in you must have gotten tired of being loved unconditionally. Did you think it was some kind of secret that you were cheating on her? We all knew. No one said anything because then it makes things real for you two. Can't ignore something when everyone brings it up."

He glared at me, "That's none of your business, Travis."

"I'm going to ask you once not to use that name. It might just be better to go back to shutting our mouths. Otherwise, someone's going to be shitting their teeth out tomorrow," I said calmly.

Liam chuckled and took a step towards me, "Was that a threat?"

"No, I'm pretty sure I specifically went through the pain of not saying you would be shitting out your teeth. I like to give credit to people where it's due. You must have a lot of practice beating on women, so I figured I'd give you some points in that regard," I knew I was pushing buttons the moment the words came out of my mouth.

Liam took a step forward and threw clumsy punch my way. I stepped into the blow and turned my body, causing his arm to fold around my neck and then jutted my hips back into his and used my right arm to guide that momentum forward. The end result was Liam laying on his back in the grass. I didn't slam him or add any additional force. There was no need to. With a simple motion, he laid on his back looking up at the gloomy Washington skies.

"Well, that was fun. Maybe you should stop by the gym sometime, I could give you a few lessons," I taunted. Under most circumstances, I wouldn't have goaded him in the first place. But he was fucking with someone that couldn't defend herself before, now, he was dealing with someone that could stomp him into the ground. I had no respect for a man that turned to violence with their lover.

Self-defense was one thing, but outright anger didn't need to be channeled through punches.

He got off the ground and brushed himself off before heading to his car and got in. Liam slammed the car door and turned the car on before tearing out of his driveway. His tires peeled out on the road with a squealing ruckus that everyone in the neighborhood had to have heard.

Not long after that, Daisy came out with two large suitcases stuffed full, "What happened?!"

"Not too much. He said some shit, I said some shit, he tried to hit me, I put him on his back. I didn't hurt him anywhere but his pride," I said as I moved to take the suitcases from her.

"Are you sure you're okay? I know he was saying some pretty cruel things," she mumbled.

"I'm fine. Did you get everything you needed, Daisy?"

She looked at me and smiled warmly before lifting her left hand towards me. Her thumb and pointer finger on her right hand worked to pull off her wedding ring and she walked back to the doorway and balanced the ring on the doorknob.

"And I even left something for him," she said sweetly.

I couldn't help but feel my heart flutter as she walked back towards me and gave me a kiss on the cheek, "Because my Mistress doesn't need to feel like I'm just using her."

My cheeks warmed. It was far too early to tell if this was something that might end up being more permanent, but if it was, I might just have to stop masturbating. I got the sense that Daisy wasn't the kind of woman that would appreciate me not sharing my orgasms with her.

I couldn’t avoid asking the question on my mind. “So what happens now?”

Daisy started walking towards my mom’s house, “Well, now you help me put away my clothes.” Her hands slid down her waist and rested on her ass, “Then we could turn on that loud music of yours in the gym and let Gina know we’ll be working out.”

The obvious bait shouldn’t have worked so easily, but damn I wanted to enjoy that ass. I felt like I should have told her no. After just deciding to leave her husband, she should have some time to reflect. But Daisy didn’t seem to be upset in the slightest.

Maybe her husband acting like a prick wasn’t such a bad thing. If she was on the fence about going all the way before, now she had a clear mindset.

I followed her into the house and we gave mom a quick recounting of what happened.

“Oh, Chrissy, I’m so proud of you,” she said as she wrapped her arms around me.

“Mom, it’s not big deal,” I said while trying to keep my hips withdrawn. Having watched Daisy purposefully shake her ass every step of the way to our house, I was understandably aroused.

She hugged me tighter and then let go. There couldn’t have been much else more awkward than trying to hide my arousal from my mom, but hey, it was over.

“It is a big deal, sweetie. Remember the last time someone was being a bully? You almost had charges pressed against you,” mom said.

I rolled my eyes, “And I went to anger management, even if the fuck head deserved it.”

“I didn’t know you had to go to anger management,” Daisy said.

Mom smiled, “He did deserve it, but I think you learned quite a bit from the class even if you didn’t need it.”

“Patience is a virtue,” I mumbled. I picked up Daisy’s suitcases and started shuffling towards the basement. “But I think I need to hit the weights, mom. Work out a little stress.”

Daisy’s eyes cut to me and she gave me a knowing smirk.

“Sounds great, honey. Daisy, do you want to help me cook dinner?” mom asked.

Daisy looked at both of us and seemed torn on what to say. “Would you be upset if I wanted to go downstairs to put my things up? I might get on the treadmill as well. I’ve got all this adrenaline pumping through me right now.”

“I don’t mind at all! And I’m glad you decided to dump Liam. He doesn’t deserve you at all.”

I couldn’t agree with mom more, but right now I needed to get out of there before things got even more awkward. As bad as I wanted to fuck Daisy, I wasn’t going to intentionally let my mom know about us. They were best friends for quite some time now, since we moved in here about ten years ago. If things got more serious we would have to burn that bridge eventually.


Chapter Seven

I followed Christina downstairs. She put the suitcases by my bed and gave me a kiss on the cheek, “I’ll be back after I turn on the music.”

“I’ll get a few things ready for you then,” I said. Christina smiled and walked out of my room. There was a special something I packed just for Christina in my suitcase and I hurried to get it out. The pink lingerie set I bought a while back but never really had a chance to wear finally had a purpose.

By the time Christina came back in, I’d freshly applied my ruby red lipstick and slid on the lingerie. I waited on the bed with my hips in the air and when she stepped through the door, I called out quietly, “Mistress, I think I’ve been a bad girl.”

She chuckled and shut the bedroom door and locked it. “If you think you need to be punished, I’m pretty sure I can think of something to help you pay for that indiscretion.”

Now that he aggressive music was slightly shut out, I could start getting into our play. I’d genuinely done nothing wrong, at least, I didn’t think I messed up. But that didn’t mean I couldn’t try to get her in the mood.

“Well, Mistress, I used to sleep with a man. That was before I started calling you Mistress, of course, but I still feel like I should have known who to be obedient to this entire time,” I said. There wasn’t much logic behind what I was saying, how the hell was I supposed to know what would turn her on?

Christina slowly stripped her clothing away as she spoke, “I won’t hold it against you, baby. But I will make sure you get what you want. I just hope you don’t think that I’m going to spank you this time.”

She got on the bed and moved behind me. Her hands cupped my ass and she pulled the thong aside, “No, I think that a nice, hard, merciless pounding would do you well. What do you think about that, Daisy?”

I wiggled my hips at her, “I think that I’ve been a really naughty girl that deserves exactly that, Mistress.”

A flash of shame burned through my cheeks. I was practically begging my best friend’s daughter to fuck me. That shame slowly subsided as Christina started running her cock’s thick head up and down my folds. Why should I be ashamed of wanting to enjoy myself? Gina’s daughter or not, this was the woman I wanted to be with right now.

“I think you’re soaked. Are you already that much of a slut for me?” she teased.

Before I could get any words out, she eased the crown of her cock inside my entrance. A loud gasp escaped me as I felt just how large she really was. Liam wasn’t tiny, but in comparison, he sure felt like it. Christina’s shaft slowly eased into me and I could feel my walls stretching to accommodate her.

When her weight finally pressed against my ass, I let my head hang limp. I could feel a pressure in my core like I’d never experienced before. Even some of the larger dildos I owned couldn’t get close to the depth her cock was reaching right now.

Christina slowly pulled out of me and pushed back in. She started with slow strokes and I was already struggling to keep my eyes open. Each time her length shifted inside me, I felt a wave of pleasure wash over me and threaten to steal away my strength. Sex had never felt this great, but Christina hadn’t even truly started fucking me yet.

Her hands ran up and down my back and as she rocked herself into me, “It’s a shame we don’t have more time before dinner, baby. I’d love to make you beg me to stop making you cum.”

Those hands grasped my hips and she stopped moving for a second, “But we can do that tomorrow while mom is at work. For now, I want to make you mine. Any complaints?”

“Green, Mistress!” I called out, remembering to use some of the lessons she taught me earlier. It might have been inappropriate for the moment, but I wanted to devote to this lifestyle.

Her fingers tightened and she slammed into me with enough force to shake the bed, “Then try not to scream too loud. I want to be able to hear my music.”

I wasn’t allowed to respond to her. The chaotic music seemed to dictate her pace. Her cock hammered into me, stroke after stroke making me moan and scream. There was no pause, even when the songs changed, she just kept going. Liam never had this kind of stamina and I couldn’t withhold my own orgasms.

Occasionally, during a chorus, she would slide her hand down to my clit and rub furiously while continuing to thrust into me. Between the sensations of her cock and the fingers, I couldn’t stop myself from squirting onto the bed beneath us. She either didn’t notice or didn’t care. I was leaning towards the latter of those options.

My thighs were soaked with a mixture of sweat and my own juices and yet, she still showed no signs of slowing. I twisted to look behind me. Christina’s firm core and toned muscles were truly a sight to behold. Her core flexed and relaxed as she thrust, her thighs doing the same. Every part of her seemed to work in unison to pull me towards her as she pushed into me.

The trails of sweat running down her body made me question just how long she would take. If every time I wanted to get her off took this long, I might just have to start scheduling it into my calendar.

Christina’s hands finally slid to my ass and she spread me further as she grumbled, “I’m close.”

All I could do in response was moan. That’s when the unexpected happened. The music went silent just as Christina’s cock started throbbing within me. Her thick, hot cum pumped deep into my pussy and she let out quiet groans as she filled me to the brim.

There was a soft knock on the door and Gina’s voice called out, “When you two finish, dinner is ready.”

Christina’s hands moved to my lower back and she whispered quietly, “Busted.”

Even though I knew I probably should have felt guilty, I didn’t. Gina could know about us, she would eventually anyway. If Christina would take me, I would gladly be her partner and that was more than enough for me.

When Christina slowly pulled out of me, she spoke quietly, “Turn around and clean me off, baby.”

“What about dinner, Mistress?” I asked.

“It can wait a few more minutes. We’ve still got to get dressed anyway. If we’re going to get bitched at by mom, the least we can do is enjoy ourselves,” she said.

I didn’t argue with her. Christina knew Gina better than anyone, so if she said it was okay to keep her waiting a little longer, I would listen to her. I turned to face her and took her softening cock into my mouth. The sweet taste of my juices and the slightly salty taste of her cum made for a delicious treat.

Dessert before dinner would ruin my appetite, but I didn’t much care.

We finished and used a towel to dry off before getting dressed again. I left my lingerie on and just threw on a pair of pajama pants and a t-shirt. Christina got back into her other clothes and we both headed upstairs, ready to face the music.

Gina had our plates fixed and smiled warmly at us as we sat at the table. “I really wish you two would have told me you were going to start seeing one another. It would have been so much nicer to just give you two some time alone rather than hear you two go at it.”

My cheeks warmed. Christina smiled and shrugged her shoulders.

Gina continued, “But I’m happy for you both. I guess this means I should probably ask you if you want to just stay here until you two can get your own place.”

I nodded, “I would love to stay here, Gina. I know it’s probably uncomfortable for you to have heard that, but I really do care for your daughter.”

“Chrissy is a sweet girl, even if she is a little misunderstood. I think it would help you both out to have one another,” Gina said softly.

Christina started cutting into her steak, “The way I see it, life is too short to get hung up on who knows who. I think that Daisy is a wonderful woman and I hope that I can be a good wife to her someday.”

I looked at Christina and mumbled, “Hold your horses, I’ve still got to get divorced legally and we’ve got to spend some time to make sure this isn’t just a flash in the pan.”

“I’m aware of that. Doesn’t mean I can’t go into this with the intention of making an honest woman out of myself,” Christina said.

“You two are going to work out fine. I’ve got a good feeling about this. It’s about time you two have caught a break.”

I nodded, “Thanks, Gina. And thank you, Christina.”

Things were looking up. Even though I was almost twice Christina’s age, I felt like there was a real relationship to be had here. Time would tell, but Gina was right. I had a good feeling about this.


Story Forty-Three

Futa MILF and her Goth Neighbor

Cheating on my Cheating Wife


"Hey Mrs. Harper," Trixie called out from her driveway.

I smiled and waved at her while my eyes roamed her body. Trixie had such an interesting taste in clothing. I didn't quite understand the goth culture, but Trixie didn't seem to worship any devils or anything horrible like that.

Her short black skirt barely covered the curve of her ass and the black and gray bra she wore covered her top. In our community, it wasn't a huge deal on Sunday. Most everyone was out socializing at the church in these early morning hours. I would have gone, but they didn't quite appreciate that I married a woman. Little did they know, my wife got her fair share of cock from me.

"Hey, Trixie. How are things going over there?" I asked.

"Not so great, my microwave just died and I'm not in the mood to cook a tiny damn pizza in the oven. Call me lazy, but I'm probably just going to wait until lunch to eat," she called back.

I sighed and lifted my hand to gesture for her to come over, "No ma'am, you're not going without breakfast. I was just stretching and making sure it didn't look like it was going to storm before I made something to eat."

"You sure? I mean, people talk. I doubt you'd want this kind of thing to get back to your wife," Trixie called back.

She seemed to be a thinking about something a little more sensual than just breakfast. Then again, I couldn't pretend like I wasn't curious as to what her slit looked like, "Girl, if you don't bring your little ass over here, I'm going to come over there and bend you over my knee!" The thought of her tight ass bending over at all was enough to make my futa-cock stir in my pajama pants.

She giggled and started walking towards me. I didn't quite have a reason for her to be outside this early in the morning, but I couldn't bring myself to question it. She had such a nice, petite body. Maybe some would have preferred her to have more in the ass department, but I loved a thin woman with long legs.

"Now, was that a treat or an offer, Mrs. Harper?" she asked.

"A little bit of both, depending on how you keep acting," I teased. "And you can call me Kim, it's fine."

When she got closer she looked down at her attire, "Are you sure I shouldn't put something on? I wouldn't want anyone looking to get the wrong idea."

"If I was worried about it, I'd tell you. Now scoot your little butt inside!"

"You keep calling my butt small and I'm going to start talking about yours," she huffed. Trixie was being playful and that was a nice change of pace. As much as I loved my wife, our relationship had grown a little stale.

I chuckled and led her inside. Once inside, I shut and locked the door, "No worries. I don't mind people talking about my butt. My wife does it all the time." A little white lie about my wife wouldn't hurt, besides, if Trixie talked, I'd like to at least pretend that things were going better than they really were.

Trixie's hands played along the bottom of her skirt, "Er, is she going to be okay with me being here like this?"

"I don't see why not? Besides, we don't have to tell her. It's not like anything is happening, I'm just making you breakfast. She thinks you're a little weird but I'm sure she's fine with you getting to know me a little."

Trixie sighed, "I hope she doesn't hate me or anything."

"It's not that. She grew up in the south, the goth types were more than uncomfortable to be around. So yeah, she's got a little stigma about the culture but she's not out to get you or anything."

"Doesn't help that I'm like half of her age," Trixie mumbled.

I laughed, "Don't worry, you look great for your age."

Trixie stamped her foot, "Are you kidding me? Shouldn't that be my line?"

"If you were quick enough. I guess being eighteen doesn't mean you're all that witty or sharp, huh?" I teased.

"Mrs. Harper, you keep playing these games with me and I'm going to take off the gloves," she said.

I took a minute to collect the dishes I would need to make a breakfast and get the ingredients. Sausage, eggs, and pancakes would have to be good enough for her. "Take them off, but don't be surprised if I give you more than a run for your money, Trixie."

"So your wife is fine with you cooking a half-naked woman breakfast?" she asked as if that might put me on the defensive.

"She'd be more than fine with it, especially if she could watch me feed you my sausage," I said.

Trixie's eyes widened, "Well then, that was definitely not what I thought you'd say."

"What? I can't be a little bit of a tease because I'm older than you? Poor little thing, you think you're going to get coddled over here?" I asked.

"I definitely hope not, but I don't know if I'm going to be able to stay if you keep joking like that," she said. Trixie took a seat at the table and crossed her legs.

For the briefest of moments, I could see between her legs and her sexy white and black panties had a damp spot forming already. "Mm, if you're getting wet, you should know that I'm just getting started. I don't mind having a good time," I said. I turned back towards the stove and started cooking the meal.

Her hands slammed onto the table, "Mrs. Harper! You shouldn't be looking at another woman, you're married!"

"You're half-naked in my house and I'm cooking you breakfast. If that doesn't afford me a tiny glance, then what does? Besides, I wasn't joking. If my wife could sit on the bed and watch you choke on my cock, she would," I said. Why would I back down from a little challenge? If Trixie was willing to come over here nearly naked, I might as well see where the lines were drawn.

Trixie coughed and had to take a moment to regain her composure. "K-Kim, you're starting to get me a little worked up. I don't know if this is all a joke or not, but if it is, I'm going to need a little bit of a break."

"No, I'm not joking," I turned towards her and patted my crotch. The bulge in my pajama pants was beyond obvious and Trixie's eyes were glued to it.

"Holy shit. That thing looks huge," she whispered.

"Eleven inches when I'm hard, but that's not a huge deal, is it?" I purred. Really, my wife would probably detest what I was thinking about doing. The issue with that, I didn't really care. I'd caught my wife cheating on me in the past and I tried to remain faithful. She said she had a 'business' trip, which was why she wasn't currently at home. I wanted to believe that she wasn't lying again, but really, I didn't care anymore.

Trixie stood up from the table and stepped behind me. Her hand reached around and she grabbed my girl-cock and then immediately pulled away, "F-Fuck, I thought it was a toy. I'm so sorry, I thought you were fucking with me."

"How about you put that hand back and play a little while I make our breakfast? Sure beats waiting around, doesn't it?" I asked. She deserved a little teasing and I needed to cum sometime today. If I could manage to make this little goth chick's day, I would happily pound her into submission.

She slowly reached back around my waist and put her hand into my pajama pants. I wasn't wearing any panties and she didn't seem to mind that at all. Her fingers wrapped around my shaft and she moaned softly as she started stroking me, "You've got nice veins."

"Great pickup line. Hey girl, so uh, you wanna step back to my place so we can bang? You've got nice veins, by the way," I teased. The feeling of her thin fingers wrapped around my cock was pleasant. Try as she might, she couldn't connect her fingers all the way around my thick shaft. I knew I was big, but she just made me feel massive.

She squeezed my cock hard enough to get the point across that she didn't approve of the joke, "Bang? Really? That's the word you're going for. How about this for a line? Hey, Mrs. Harper, I doubt your wife would be able to twerk on your cock while she nibbled on your tit, you down or nah?"

Her hand continued to make long pulls along my girl-cock and I let myself enjoy the sensation for a few moments before I finally responded, "Ooh, I've heard of twerking. I could definitely let you try, but how about we up the ante a little? I want to record us." I turned off the stove and divided the food up between two plates.

"Uh, but what if someone finds it?" she asked. Her hand finally pulled away from my cock and she took the plates to the table.

"Well, if that happened then you would just have to let me room with you and pay my half of the rent. But don't worry, nothing like that's going to happen. I don't plan on putting this online or anything. You know that my wife leaves for work occasionally and on those times, I'd love to have something to take care of myself with," I said. I grabbed us two bottles of water and two forks before joining her at the table.

"Let me think about it while I eat," she said quietly.

The meal went by slowly. The food was delicious and Trixie seemed to love it but I could tell that she wasn't too comfortable. When we finished, she mumbled, "If I didn't want you to record it, could we still have sex?"

"Yeah, of course. I don't want you to feel like that's something you have to do. It's just something I'd really appreciate. I don't get to have sex with a sexy goth half my age whenever I want, you know."

She gave me a weak smile and nodded, "Then we can do that. I'm fine with you recording it as long as you make sure that neither of our faces are in the shot."

"Done, I'll set up my camera to record from the chest down. How's that sound?" I asked.

"Sure, I'm going to make sure that you don't accidentally get a face shot though. So uh, I guess that means we’re going to be stuck on the bed for our first time?” she asked.

I kept my remark about giving her a facial to myself and nodded, “If you want to come back for seconds, we’ll probably not worry about the camera. But, just in case this is a one-time thing, I want to have something on hand when I’ve got my cock in my hand.”

She laughed at my joke and helped me clean up the dishes. Trixie leaned over the sink as she rinsed the dishes and her wet panties came into view again. My futa-cock jumped at the sight and I struggled to contain myself. To hell with my marriage, even if my wife found out, I wanted a piece of Trixie bad enough to risk it all.

We walked to my room and I set up my tripod and got my camera ready. My wife got it for me for Christmas last year, but I never had a reason to use it. When we did have sex, she got a little camera shy and we ended up having to stop and turn the camera off before she would really get into it.

Since I didn't get as much pussy as I would have preferred, I didn't complain when my wife made stipulations but was still willing to give it to me if I played along.

Once everything was set up, Trixie looked over the setup and nodded, "Alright, so then, uh. I guess lay down? I'll try to do the twerking thing, but don't get too mad if I don't do it just right? I've only practiced with a dildo."

The idea of Trixie practicing something sexual at all had my cock rock hard. I stripped and she once again had her eyes glued to my cock. I chuckled, "You're going to want to get naked before we get on camera, remember? And you can't say my name and I won't say yours. Privacy and all that jazz, right?"

"Right," she whispered. Trixie slowly took off her bra to show her perky breasts, then went the skirt, and finally, her panties slid down her legs. A trail of her arousal strung from her panties to her pussy until they reached her mid-thigh and it finally snapped.

A bead of precum formed on my cock and I moaned quietly at that sight. There were a lot of things I could ignore. An eighteen-year-old goth chick with a soaked pussy because she was about to ride my cock, that wasn't something I could just write off.

I moved to lay on my bed and she called out, "Ready for me to press start?"

"Yeah. Just make sure you don't hurt yourself on my cock, Trixie," I purred.

She hit the button and walked over to the bed. The previous hesitation she seemed to hold onto was nowhere to be found as she swung her hips over my waist and straddled my cock. Trixie had to lift away to get my futa-cock's head to line up with her pussy. Once she did, she looked down at me and whispered, "I'm going to steal you from her."

I responded just as quietly, hoping that the words wouldn’t be picked up by the camera, “If that’s what you want, we’ll just have to see how things go over the next few months.”

She dropped her hips slowly onto my cock and I let out a quiet gasp. Her tight, wet pussy slid further down my girl-cock until she was about halfway down. She leaned forward and wrapped her lips around one of my nipples. Her teeth gently bit into the sensitive bud and it hardened quickly as her teeth and tongue danced around it.

Her hips bounced on my cock, barely moving more than a few inches at a time but she moved so quickly that I couldn't contain my moans. I'd never experienced something quite like it, but if that's what twerking was, I might just have to consider letting her actually steal me away from my wife.

The way her body moved took my breath away. Just when I thought she was slowing down, Trixie picked back up and rocked her hips in a different direction. Even as I gasped for air, I felt a massive pang of jealousy. Her fucking toy got to experience this so many times already.

A dull marriage in comparison to this horny little goth? No contest.

She moaned around the nipple in her mouth and slowly worked more of my cock into her tight cunt as she rode my cock. Trixie couldn't handle my full eleven inches and I couldn't even be upset, having her do this much was already more than I expected.

My hands slid down her waist and held onto her ass as she continued to work herself up and down my cock. Her quick motions slowly turned into more of a controlled pace. The parlor trick was nice, but having her pull away until just the thick crown of my girl-cock was in her before her pussy swallowed me nearly to my base felt much nicer.

I don't know how I managed to get this beautiful woman in my bed with my teasing but I didn't want to tempt fate. “God damn, you’re more than a handful, baby,” I purred.

She broke away from my nipple and looked at me with her half-lidded eyes, “C-Can I stay the night?”

“Don’t think you’ll be able to walk when we’re done?” I asked teasingly. As much as I tried to play it cool, my nights had been lonely for a few days. I missed having the warmth of someone I cared about in my bed and Trixie could easily fill that void for me.

“I just don’t want to be a-alone,” she whispered. Trixie continued to ride my cock while she waited for my answer. Before I could tell her she could stay, her pussy convulsed around my futa-cock and she called out, "F-Fuck I'm going to cum."

I moved my hands to her sides and rolled her over onto her back while her walls continued to squeeze my cock. She looked up to me with glazed over eyes and I whispered, "Good girl. And don’t you worry, I’ll make sure you soak my sheets at least three more times tonight."

I rolled my hips into her, pushing my futa-cock as deep into her body as she could manage. She moaned like a whore as I fucked her, each of her desperate cries only getting louder as I slammed into her. Trixie couldn’t stop bucking her hips into my thrusts as she tried to extend her blissful orgasm. Trixie's juices gushed out of her pussy, squirting onto my hips and soaking my cock.

Trixie’s hands clutched onto my wrists and she bucked her hips against me. Her eyes were shut and I craved to see the look of desire in those orbs. That was a look I missed seeing from my wife, and if I had to sneak around with this sexy goth, I would craft lie after lie to tell my wife.

When her soft blue eyes finally opened enough to see, I leaned down and pressed my lips to hers for a moment. Trixie returned the kiss but I couldn’t feel much passion behind the kiss. Of course, I understood that she just came and probably needed a moment, but I could feel her trying. That was much more than I could say from what my wife did for me.

I pulled away from the kiss, “You can stay the night and I’m going to delete the video. I’m going to hope that you’re not going to abandon me after one time, Trixie.”

She tensed up for a moment when I said her name, then she leaned up and kissed me softly. She broke our kiss and licked her lips, “Coconut lip balm? Kim, I’m not going to abandon you. You’ve been nothing but good to me and I don’t want this to ever stop. I don’t know what life will look like in a few years, but I know that my life will be brighter with you in it.”

“Yeah, it’s coconut,” I said and smiled at her. Even in the midst of a serious conversation, she managed to bring a smile to my lips. That was just another thing to add to the growing list of things my wife couldn’t do for me. Then again, having her tight lips still around my futa-cock made it a lot easier to take things in a light fashion.

“Now, mind if I keep going, Trixie? As much as I enjoy chatting with you, my balls are about to go on strike if they don’t get honest pay for honest work,” I said.

She laughed and wrapped her legs around my waist, “Fuck me hard, I wouldn’t want them to feel like they never got the chance to make a good impression on their employer.”

“This wordplay is awful, you know that, don’t you?” I asked.

Trixie’s thumbs rubbed along my wrists, “But it’s being awful with you. That makes it much better.”

I started thrusting into her with hard, deep strokes and her moaning picked back up. Trixie’s pleasure became my pleasure and with each hissing breath we took, my girl-cock dove into her. The pace became frantic, no longer could I pretend I was in control of my thrusts. I needed her, I needed to cum in her and let her see how much pleasure she brought me.

She let out a soft cry and lifted her hips from the bed as much as she could to make it easier for me to slam into her. The base of my cock crashed into her hips and even though she groaned from the deep insertion, she didn’t pull away. My futa-cock was finally as deep into her as it could possibly be.

Trixie whimpered as I pounded into her and she squeezed my wrists as hard as she could. I could feel her walls milking my cock for a second time tonight. This time, she wouldn’t be the only one climbing to the top of the mountain.

My orgasm ripple through me, igniting my entire body with a fevered passion that accumulated in my heavy balls before erupting from my girl-cock. I thrust deep into her body and unleashed shot after thick shot of my cum into her depths. Trixie’s warm juices squirted onto my thighs and I could feel them trickling down my smooth skin.

We rested there for a few moments before she finally unwrapped her legs from behind my back and whispered, “Son of a bitch…”

“Tell me about it,” I groaned.

Trixie pulled away from me and rolled off the bed. She then waddled her way to the camera and turned it off. “You want me to get you something to drink from the kitchen or something?” she asked.

“I just want you to come lay back down, baby,” I purred.

“Huh?” she asked, seemingly confused.

“What do you mean, huh? If you’re not going to grab something for yourself, I’m not sure why you’re offering,” I said.

She sighed and put her hands on her hips, “I was trying to give you an easy option to tell me to leave, Kim.”

I chuckled and patted the bed beside me, “Didn’t I say I wanted you to stay the night? I don’t believe in sweet nothings, Trixie. If I wanted to tell you to fuck off, you’d know. Now bring that cute little ass back here, alright?”

For the first time in a few months. I was thrilled to have a person join me in bed. My wife couldn’t compare to Trixie. As long as this goth chick wanted to be with me, I’d let her. While things might be hard to break to my wife, I knew that I could make things work out if Trixie and I got more serious with our desires. Besides, it wasn’t like I didn’t have a video of my wife fucking my other neighbor as a bargaining chip.

She would regret buying me that camera if she didn’t let me enjoy the same lifestyle she was out living.


Story Forty-Four

A Futa Prison Guard and her Sissy

A Favor Turns into a Future


Working as a prison guard has its ups and downs like any other job. Being a little on the crooked side only makes my life more entertaining. While I don't condone anything too serious, I have no issue smuggling in some food for an inmate if they're offering something in return. Hell, on occasion, I've even done things out of the kindness of my heart. Even if they did go on to do me a favor.

The inmates all love me, or at the very least, I haven't been told any rumors that anyone was plotting on shanking me. It might sound silly, but the prison politics kept me on my toes and always alert.

"Hey Warren," an inmate called to me. I preferred my first name, Jackie, but they all used my last name.

"What's good, Stan?"

He looked around to make sure he we weren't being listened to, "You get me hooked up?"

"Yeah, the movie will play after lunch, just make sure you're in the break room. And no drama over the TV or it's not happening again. You said you had people onboard for it," I said.

Stan nodded a few times, "Yeah, thank you, you're a cool chick, you know that?"

"I know, but I also know you're setting me up with Nattie, aren't you?"

"Yeah, laundry room at eight, he'll be there," Stan said.

It might be a little demeaning for Nate that I had to go through Stan to get to him, but that's how their system worked. Stan protected Nate, someone had to after all. As far as I knew, Stan didn't ask Nate to do anything too extreme in return. I think their current deal was Nate gave Stan anything sweet that came through the chow line.

As tough as Stan looked to others and with the assumptions of what a feminine guy like Nate would be doing in return for Stan's protection, it wasn't hard to imagine that Nate was safe. You didn't fuck with someone's property, especially not an old hat like Stan.

I smiled and walked away. Nate had been the object of my fascination for a while. He never asked for anything. His sentence was a little rough. Three years for not reporting a felony. It sucked, but in here, it got him a little bit of respect and that went a long way for him.

Nate's feminine nature was obvious and he seemed a little too passive at times. There were times when people took his food right off his tray and he said nothing about it. The poor thing didn't need to skip meals, he was tiny enough as it was. From what I heard, Nate did at least have quite the stash of commissary items in his storage.

How he managed to avoid getting made into someone's bitch by now, I didn't know. Even after talking with Stan about it a few times, he seemed a little unsure as to how the femboy slid under the radar.

Something I did know was that I wanted to make him mine. The fraternization policy was clear, but who really cared about that? Both inmates and guards got away with so much more than we should have, but it also kept a maintained a certain sense of trust.

The prisoners would have probably been much more unruly if they felt they had no wiggle room whatsoever. Letting them haggle and bargain for something as simple as a bag of rice gave them some sense of freedom. On the inside, that was the difference between being a number and feeling like a person.

When the time came for me to meet up with Nate, I slipped down to the laundry room. He stood at the folding table and smiled warmly at me when he saw me, "Hello, Jackie, is everything okay?" he asked.

I didn't know how he knew my first name, but I wasn't complaining. It was better than being called Warren by a long shot. "Yeah? Why wouldn't it be?" I asked.

He continued folding his clothes as he talked, "Well when someone tells you a guard is wanting to see you alone, you can only assume the worst."

"Er, well, I was hoping to get you alone so I could talk to you. You've always been a little distant," I said.

He giggled and shook his head, "If you want to fuck me, you'll have to be a little more charming, sweetie."

I shrugged my shoulders and pulled a king-sized chocolate bar from the side of my pants, "It isn't much, but hopefully you like chocolate? It might be a little soft, sorry, I'm not cold-natured. Just, uh, let it sit it your box and it should be edible?"

He flashed his smile at me and my heart melted. His soft blue eyes met with mine and he nodded, "I definitely do like chocolate, but I'm not sure that it's enough to make me want to let a woman use my dick. But thank you, I really appreciate it."

I cleared my throat and mumbled, "Well, something that isn't exactly common knowledge, I don't exactly mingle with prisoners like this typically. But from what I hear, you're a little on the submissive side when it comes to bedroom activities."

"You're being so formal, it's okay, Jackie. I get it, you're into me. I've met a lot of guys here that are, but lucky me, I've got someone that makes sure they don't try to hurt me," he said.

I nodded, "Stan is a good guy, but he knows something about me. Something he seems to think you'll enjoy."

"And what might that be?" he brushed his long black hair over his shoulder. Regulation said guards could demand prisoners to get a haircut, but we all thought Nate looked better with long hair. Not to mention, the poor boy would probably cry if we asked him to. No one wanted that on their conscience, Nate was as good of an inmate as we could ask for.

"Well, he said the reason you don't play with others is because you're just not that into dudes."

"That's a true statement. I don't mind them, but these guys are mostly just brutes."

"And if there was a woman with a cock that you had access to?" I asked suggestively.

He smiled, "Well then, that would change how the game is played. Maybe a chocolate bar and a nice smile could convince me to hear that kind of woman out?"

I couldn't stop myself from smiling at his words. Even after hearing about how kind-hearted he was, the polite attitude caught me off guard when we were talking about sex. Nate tilted his head and asked, "So if we were to do stuff, does that mean the other guards are going to try and do the same?"

"As far as I know, they're not quite interested in you. Believe it or not, we're more concerned about you than predatory. I'm pretty fond of you, but trying to do anything with that just feels a little wrong right now. You know, if we met at a party or something like that, I would have loved to ask you out on a date. But in here? It just feels wrong. No matter how I approach it, I'm going to be a bit of a predator," I said.

He sighed and nodded his head, "Don't worry, I understand what you mean. It's not like I'll be in here much longer, another three months and I'm out. So I mean, if you really wanted to see where things went, you could always follow up with me on the outside."

"You know, I just might take you up on that offer if you're being serious. It's not like you don't understand my job, and you know, maybe you'd need a place to stay?"

"Would you really be willing to trust a convict alone in your house while you work?" he asked.

I nodded, "Why not? you've done nothing wrong in my books. Not telling on your brother for taking care of an issue? I looked into the case. I hate to hear what happened, but I understand the situation."

He sighed, "You're not going to tell anyone in here about it, are you?"

"Of course not. Nattie, you're a sweet person and you got caught up in the wrong situation. That's not your fault. If anything, I feel like you were fucked over by the system. But you're keeping your head up and making the best of a bad situation," I offered.

When I came down here, I only had thoughts of possibly getting a blowjob. Yet here we were, chatting about possibly making this into something more serious. I can't pretend that I'm not interested in him. He's sweet, he's loyal, and if I'm being real with myself, he's a sissy. That shouldn't be criteria for us talking about possible dating at some point, but it definitely stacked the deck in his favor.

"So what now? I mean, you wanted to see me for a reason. I don't want to take the candy if you're not getting something out of it. I'm not that kind of person, Jackie."

I chuckled and patted my crotch, "Well, let's be honest, we both know what was on my mind. But that's not a requirement. The chocolate was a gift. I wanted to talk to you, anything that happened after that wasn't decided. Stan doesn't own you and neither do I."

Nate stopped folding the laundry and walked closer to me, "So what if I told you that I wore a pair of lace panties when I came to meet you. Maybe Stan told me you were packing a nine down there, maybe he didn't. Maybe I've been thinking about it for a few months. Maybe I wasn't."

"Well, maybe you'd have to do some explaining about how you got a pair of lace panties in the first place. Maybe you'd have to show me them. Maybe I wouldn't even ask you to take them off," I responded in kind.

He giggled and unzipped his jumper, "What if someone comes down here?"

"They won't. Stan wanted me to get a movie played on the TV earlier, so he's watching the door while we have our little chat. That's how the system works here, Nattie."

"Mm, I like the way the system works," He slid out of the jumper and kicked off his shoes. True to his word, he wore a pair of black lace panties that covered his small bulge. While his cock wasn't large, it looked beautiful in those panties.

I let my hand drift down his naked stomach to the bulge in his panties. My fingers wrapped around his cock and he hissed out a breath of air, "I like when it works for me. And right now, I'd have to say it's working pretty damn well, wouldn't you?"

"Y-Yeah, I'd say so," he whimpered.

"That's a good boy. But I don't have any lube for your little ass. So what are we going to do about that?" I asked.

He smirked and pulled his hips away from my hand. Nate slowly sunk to his knees and started tugging at my zipper, "If I had any real choice, I'd say go get some. But I want to enjoy this, so we'll just have to make due with good old fashioned spit, won't we?"

I didn't bother responding as he pulled my girl-cock out of my panties and through the gap of my pants. His mouth wrapped around my cock and he greedily sucked in my flaccid six inches. Nate's tongue danced around my cock and it grew to its full length within his warm, wet mouth. I was never one to brag, but my nine and a half inches was more than enough to get the job done.

Nate seemed to enjoy it. He moaned as he bobbed along my thick shaft and looked up at me with half-lidded eyes.

"Such a good little girl, aren't you?" I asked. It might have been pushing things to assume he would be fine with the sissification, but then again, he seemed too comfortable in those panties and far too comfortable with my cock down his throat.

He hummed, "Mhmm!"

"That's a good girl. Get my cock nice and wet so I can stuff your cute little ass. How's that sound, baby girl?" I cooed.

He answered with wet, slurping sounds as he prepared my cock for the upcoming fun. With as good of a job as he was doing, I almost wished he wouldn't stop. Nate's tongue wrapped around my cock's head and gave it a final lick before he pulled away and stood up. He walked to the table where the clothes were folded and bent over, "Do me a favor and use a little spit, please?"

"I'll bring lube next time, I didn't know we'd be going this far tonight," I said. I walked behind him and pulled his panties to the side. His tiny bubble butt was finally mine to enjoy as I saw fit. I leaned down and spat on his pucker. He deserved better than spit, but it was all we had right now and I didn't want to stop what we were doing because of it.

"Mm, now you're telling me there is going to be a next time? Is that a promise or a threat?" he asked.

"I'd hope it would be a promise, baby girl."

He giggled and wiggled his ass at me, "Trust me, I'm looking forward to it."

The crown of my futa-cock pressed against his tight ass, "Are you sure you want to do this?"

"Oh, now you're just teasing me, that's so rude," he said.

I couldn't help but giggle. For a prisoner, he was awfully cheerful and I loved that about him. Then again, he was getting out of there soon enough.

She eased the tip of her thick cock inside him and felt him clench around her. It couldn't have felt too pleasant at first, not without proper preparation. Neither of us could be blamed for that though. This got out of hand in the best way rather quickly, and we were just making the best of the situation.

When he relaxed enough for me to keep pushing my cock deeper into him, I ended up balls deep in his tight ass. I leaned down and kissed his neck and whispered, "Let me know when you're ready, baby girl."

"I just need a second. It's the biggest I've had in a long, long time," he groaned.

I kissed my way up to his ear and purred, "Maybe it'll be the last one you'll ever need."

"A girl can hope, can't she?" he responded.

My girl-cock throbbed in his ass at that comment. I loved that he referred to himself as a woman. Hell, from behind, it was impossible to tell that he wasn't a girl. His hips were wide, his ass was round, and his waist was rather small. That was a winning combination for me.

"I'm ready, Jackie," he said.

I rested my hands on his hips and started slowly thrusting into his incredibly tight hole. My cock appreciated the death grip, but his soft groans told me that it was a little uncomfortable for him. I spit on my cock as it pushed back into him and the added slickness helped make the thrusts easier.

There was a lot on the line for me, I was offering this little sissy a place in my life. Now more than ever, I realized just how dangerous prison could be. He still had three months left on his sentence and if anything happened to him while he was in here, I would never forgive myself. This was a possible chance at a life of happiness and I didn't want to see that ruined.

The soft groans he was making turned into moans rather quickly after I added additional lubrication to my cock. He pushed against the table into my cock as often as he could. We didn't have much time before he would need to be back in his cell, but I wanted to enjoy every second of it. These constraints wouldn't be on us for too much longer, but while they were in place, we would need to abide by them. If I wanted him to ever have a chance at being my lover, I would have to just deal with the minor inconveniences.

My hips slammed into him and I didn't bother covering my moans. With Stan at the top of the stairs making sure no one came down here, there was little chance we would get caught. He looked back at me, his mouth hanging open and his eyes glazed over. Each time my hips crashed into his, he let out a feminine moan and I felt myself grow more endeared to him. Why had I waited this long to meet with him? Why would I deny myself this much pleasure?

I leaned further into him and cupped his chin with a free hand and pulled him close enough to kiss. From the position, it was barely more than a peck on the lips, but it conveyed enough of how I was feeling to get the point across. I straightened up and held his hips firmly.

"I've got to hurry up, baby girl. I don't want to, but we don't have long," I said.

He nodded his head, "I'm close, Jackie. I'm so close."

"Why don't you make those panties dirty for me, baby girl? I'll take them back to my place and you can know what I'll use them for while you're still in here," I cooed.

My futa-cock never stopped pounding his tight ass. Each time I bottomed out in him, I could feel his walls massaging my cock. The pressure on my cock coupled with his body's warmth felt better than any pussy I'd ever been in. Maybe that was just preference, but I'd like to think that it was because of who Nate was. I had a bond with him that I couldn't explain, but sometimes, life didn't need a reason.

Never one to question a good thing, I continued fucking his tight ass while his moans got louder and louder. I covered his mouth with a hand to stop him from screaming out in ecstasy. My cock must have been grinding against his prostate, something I knew quite a lot about from personal experience because he couldn't stop bucking against me.

His cock rubbed against the table and he finally let out a deep moan. Nate's cock erupted into his panties. The tightness around my cock intensified as his ass clenched with each spurt of his cum. My futa-cock drilled into him throughout his orgasm. It seemed that seconds after Nate's orgasm subsided, my balls started tightening up.

Pleasurable tingled danced through my body and I grunted as I continued to fuck his boy pussy as hard as I could. Each time our hips met, I pictured our life together after prison. Maybe it wouldn't be as glamorous as I was imagining, but it helped me reach my climax in the moment.

My girl-cock throbbed powerfully as my hot cum rushed through it. Each rope of my cum shot deep into his ass and he moaned like the sweet girl he was with every treat I gave him. By the time I finished, sweat had collected on my brow and his body glistened with perspiration. If I wouldn't have created evidence against myself, I would have taken a picture of him like that. The image would forever be in my memory, and that would have to do.

I slowly pulled out of his ass and he smiled warmly at me as he stood up. His hands hooked into the waistband of his panties and he slid them off. He neatly folded them and tucked them into my pocket, "I don't want them back until I'm out of prison, okay?"

He slid to his knees and took my cock into his mouth. Nate's tongue licked my shaft clean of the residual cum. Once he finished, he swallowed and smiled at me, "And I hope to see you again next week, same time?"

I let out a deep breath, the little minx wore me out, but that was fine. He was worth the slight exhaustion, "Of course, baby girl. I'll make sure to bring another chocolate bar."

"Mm, just bring lube and I'll be happy. Anything extra is a gift, baby."

Six months later, Nate and I were still going strong. He'd managed a job as a waitress and even went by 'Nattie' at work. At home, he kept that same name and tended to wear a skirt and a blouse for me. Every so often, I'd bring him home a candy bar and he'd smile and slide to his knees. When people asked how we met, we always went with the lie about how we met at a laundromat, but we both knew the reality of it. He was my naughty little girl, and I was his crooked prison guard.


Story Forty-Five

A Futa Tattoo Artist and an Innocent Goth

A Chance Encounter with a Fertile Client


I heard the bell chime against the door as a customer walked into my tattoo parlor. After a few moments of browsing, she walked towards the counter where I was standing. Her two-toned blue and green hair barely reached her neck in length, but the style fit her well. Her bright blue eyes caught my attention, but that attention was immediately stolen by the two rings that pierced her lip. Nothing wrong with a goth girl, especially not one that looked as sexy as she did.

The thoughts had to be pushed aside so that I could take care of her request. My shop only should have been open for another forty-five minutes, then the doors would automatically lock. "It's a little late, but what can I help you with?" I asked.

"Kerry, right?" she asked.

I nodded, "Yeah."

"Cool, I've heard good things about you. I was hoping to get a tattoo done on my lower back, I was thinking something along the lines of this?" she pulled her phone out and showed me a picture.

So she did want a tattoo, under most other circumstances I would have told her to come back tomorrow. There was something about the twinkle in her eye that told me I shouldn’t send her away. Hell, I was curious to see what the chick would want in the first place. I looked it over, definitely within my wheelhouse, but I hated the idea of copying someone's art. "Awesome, looks good, but were you wanting to modify it at all?"

"Yeah, so instead of a rose, I was thinking of doing a lotus and if we could change the way the hearts look, that'd be dope. I was thinking they look a little too peppy, like, they're perfect. But everyone's had their heart broken, so why not do something that kind of shows a little wear and tear," she offered.

I nodded, "I can sketch something up, what's your name by the way? Calling someone dude or chick usually ends up annoying them if I never ask their name."

"Miles," she said.

I grabbed a clipboard with the forms she would need to fill out, "Awesome, well get started on this. Mind sending me a text with that photo so I can sketch it up?"

"Just take my phone, I'm not expecting anyone. Try not to swipe too much, you'll find some pics of me you might not want to see," she said and then winked at me.

"Mm, I'll have to skip out on that. I'm not into dudes."

"Lucky me," she purred. Her attention turned to the form and I went into my room and started sketching up a design.

She didn't give me any real restrictions, so the final product only vaguely looked like the picture she showed me in the first place. The core of the hearts and the flower were there, but I didn't include a lot of the frills. Instead, I replaced them with thorny vines, I felt like she would appreciate that more. She was definitely a goth type, not that I minded that at all.

Miles wasn't being depressing, so why would I have a reason to dislike her? The tight fitting band shirt and baggy jeans she wore appealed to me, but I think it was the snakebites that sold me on her. I loved a girl with piercings. The small chest was an added bonus for me, but then again, this was a client, not a date.

She finished with the paperwork and came to sit in my room. I didn't mind, she was quiet and seemed to be enjoying the work I was doing. If she had a problem with the art, she didn't make it known.

Once I finished with the quick sketch, I handed it to her and took the clipboard from her. Her license read "Emily Barrow" but I could see why she wanted to be called Miles. I copied the license and documented it before she asked, "How much is this going to run me?"

"Depends on you," I said. Truthfully, I didn't need the money. This business was run as a hobby for me. I'd already retired from the military and my stock market investing had me set up pretty nicely. I usually only charged customers more than the cost of materials when they were either arrogant or a pussy.

Nothing worse than a dude bawling his eyes out because the needles don't feel like a damn massage.

She groaned, "I need to know how much it is. This looks pretty damn complex and I'm not sure I've got five hundred to slap on a tattoo."

"Look, I'll work with you. I didn't have a client booked and I'll be honest, Miles, you're a nice looking chick. I'm not even going to pretend I'm not looking forward to having you face down on my chair for a few hours," I teased.

I walked back over and handed Miles her license back. She smiled warmly at me, the two rings in her lip glinting in the light, "Well, why don't I at least make it worth your time?"

"You do you, chick. I'm not asking you to do anything but take your shirt off," I replied. She's a damn fine girl, but I'm not going to pretend that I'm some kind of prize. I mean, sure, for forty-three, I look damn good. But, when most people that flirt with me find out I've got an eleven-inch girl-cock, they usually get a little more reserved.

She chuckled and unbuttoned her pants. The baggy jeans fell down her thighs and she stepped out of them. Her black and white dotted panties had a layer of ruffles around them which made it look almost like a skirt. Cute, but I wouldn't have expected her to wear something like those. Her shirt joined the pants on the floor and her olive bra came into view, "Sorry they don't match, I wasn't expecting to show a stranger my underwear today."

"Nah, they look fine. It's not the focus of what we're doing anyway," I said. Maybe later, it could be. My thoughts on this nineteen-year-old minx were anything but pure.

"Sweet, so what do you need me to do?" she asked.

I went to the machine to make my outline into a stencil, "Just give me a few minutes."

Soon, I had the stencil placed on her and made her check it in a mirror to make sure the placement was right. Once it was set, I got my ink ready and took out my gun. She chose to sit in the chair, hugging the back of it. While it wasn't ideal for a position, it tugged her panties down and I couldn't deny myself from seeing the crack of her ass.

Having a sweet, young, goth chick purposefully showing off for me felt nice. Sometimes, a little ache in the wrist was worth it. I started tattooing her and she stayed relatively quiet throughout the process. Towards the end of the session, when I had to make sure my lines were perfect, she started hissing in breaths and letting them out in soft moans. The pain must have been annoying for her, but she was handling it well.

Once I finished, I took a picture so I could show her in a few moments. After, I put some ointment on her fresh tattoo and put a wrap over it. I showed her the end result and she let out a squeal of excitement. Her arms wrapped around my lower back and she purposefully pressed her chest against mine. The problem came when her hips got too close to mine. My massive bulge in the jeans I wore rubbed against her hips and she looked into my eyes, "Er, what?"

I shrugged my shoulders, "If you don't like it, you should probably move."

"I mean, why would you have a strap-on under your clothes at work? That's kind of what I was wondering. I definitely don't mind it, though."

"It's not a strap-on," I responded calmly.

Her eyes met mine for a second, then she pulled a hand away from my back and rubbed along my bulge. Her eyes widened and a smile crossed her lips, "Well son of a bitch. I thought it was fake because the damn thing is massive. Mm, I need to stop before I get excited."

"Yeah, I wouldn't want you to do something you'd regret, chick."

"Who said I would regret it? I just don't want to make you uncomfortable."

"Good luck with that, you already groped my cock. I'm still standing here chatting with you, Miles."

She let her hand glide back to the base of my bulge and she rubbed down its length. Her fingers curled around my thick head and she looked me in the eyes, "So how much is the tattoo going to run me, and how do you feel about leaving me a tip?"

"Let's say sixty for the tattoo, and if you want a tip, you'll have to promise to keep your mouth shut about it. Having people come here for a reasonably priced tattoo is one thing. Having them show up to get laid, that's not what I'm down for," I said.

Miles nodded, "I might have to get more tattoos done if you're down for that."

"I close at ten, so if you show up around nine-thirty, we'll figure something out."

I pulled away from her and walked to the register. She handed me three twenties and I gave her a receipt. She looked at the door, "Should I lock it?"

"It's already locked. It's on a timer," I said.

"Huh, that's handy. So where should I put my panties?"

I smiled and nodded back towards my room, "Let's do it in there. If someone does walk by, I wouldn't want them to get a free show."

She hurried back into the room and unclasped her bra. A barbell ran through each of her nipples and I felt my cock throbbing in my pants at the sight. Her panties came down and I was a little disappointed that her pussy wasn't pierced. Not that I could blame her, I didn't want a piercing in my cock.

Her tight slit was damp already and I followed her back into the room. Miles's smile lit up the room and she reached for my jeans. I pulled my hips back and grabbed her wrists. She didn't fight with me and let me hold her hands to her sides. I leaned forward and took one of her pierced nipples into my mouth.

A soft moan escaped her and I teased her barbell with my tongue, gently tugging at it a few times before I started suckling on her nipple. Her breathing got faster the more my tongue played and I finally moved to the other nipple. Her resolve broke and she whimpered, "F-Fuck I need you, Kerry."

I pulled away from her perky breast and chuckled, "I know. That's why you're going to let me have my fun first. Why don't you sit down on the chair?"

She poked her lower lip out but did as I requested. I raised the chair as high as I could and swiveled her my way before locking the chair. My hands fell to her knees and I pushed them out wide. With her tight slit on full display for me, I said, "Scoot up a little. I don't want to have to come to you to eat your pussy, chick."

Her face lit up with a light shade of red and she bounced in the chair until her glistening folds were within inches of my mouth. I leaned in and ran my tongue up her delicate petals. The taste of her feminine nectar made my cock beg for release. I needed this, it'd been far too long since I've let myself enjoy the company of another.

Taking on a client late in the night was ending up as quite the reward for me. My tongue danced along her folds and I leaned in closer. I wrapped my lips around her clit and let my tongue press against it for a few seconds. When her long, low moan came to an end, I started rocking it back and forth with my tongue. Occasionally, I slipped my tongue lower to collect her juices once more, but my focus was on her sensitive nub. She was letting me enjoy her, so I might as well let her enjoy herself first.

It wasn't long before her quiet moans got louder and louder. Her thighs opened and closed slightly as she bucked her pussy against my mouth, desperate to get more of my tongue. I held onto her waist and let her ride my face as much as she wanted, she couldn't make my tongue miss a single motion. I knew what I was doing when it came to pleasuring my partner. Being this age with as many encounters as I had in the past, I knew my way around a woman's body like the back of my hand.

Her moans turned into cries of ecstasy. She stopped bucking against my mouth and I heard the splattering of her juices onto the thin sheet of plastic under her. Warm juices sprayed along my face and neck. They trickled down into my shirt, dampening the collar.

I pulled away and she looked at me with lust-filled eyes. She opened her mouth and tried to stammer out a few words, but she couldn't formulate them.

My hands reached for my shirt and I eased it over my head. My heavy breasts came into view and she offered a weak smile. I lifted my foot and unlocked the chair, then brought it closer to hip level. It was the first time I used my chair to have sex with someone, but I knew how to get a body into the best position for my comfort by now.

I kicked off my shoes and unbuttoned my pants and that was when she finally found words. "Y-You're my first."

My eyes widened, but I didn't stop undressing. If that was the case, she certainly picked the wrong woman to have sex with. While her pleasure was important, I wanted to make sure the little minx got me off as well. "That's curious. So why are you letting me fuck you, chick?"

She looked away from me, "Because you're the first person that's wanted me and hasn't looked at me like a degenerate piece of shit."

"You should leave, Miles," I said as calmly as I could manage.

"W-What the fuck? Why?"

I shook my head, "You're caught up in the moment. I don't know if I should follow through with this if you're not absolutely sure about me. Shouldn't your first time be with someone you love or some shit like that?"

She rolled her eyes, "I don't know how love is supposed to work. I've tried before, Kerry. Look, I want to do this. I'm tired of being a virgin and toys just aren't fun enough for me. I want a real cock and I want a real partner. You've been good to me so far, and if I wouldn't have said anything, you wouldn't have stopped."

"Emily, if you want this, you're going to have to tell me you'll come back. Often. I'm not asking to go out with you, but chick, I'm not going to let you start whoring yourself out after your first time."

She cocked her head to the side, "What are you trying to say?"

"I don't know. Maybe I can hire you on to help out around here. Do my scheduling and order my ink and shit, maybe take care of the cleaning and shit. I've just seen too many good girls throw their lives away for sex. Chasing a moment that doesn't mean a damn thing come next morning."

Miles smiled warmly, "If you fuck me, I'll come back. Otherwise, I'll just have to keep you guessing on what route I took. So are you going to be the cause of a problem or are you going to fix it?"

I sighed, "Are you really trying to tell me that you're using your pussy as a bargaining chip right now?"

"You bet your ass, Kerry."

A slight chuckle escaped my lips, "Deal, but you're going to have to give me your number before you leave."

"How else would I send you those pics I talked about earlier?" she replied coyly.

Taking her virginity never crossed my mind earlier. If anything, I assumed that with the way she carried herself, she was confident and probably comfortable with her body. She didn't have a care in the world when she took off her pants earlier and she didn't even hesitate to take her panties off. If she was really a virgin, she seemed pretty sure about letting me be her first real partner

I pushed my pants and panties to the floor and stepped out of them. Her eyes were glued to my futa-cock. Each beat of my heart made my massive shaft bounce and she moaned quietly.

My eyes glanced at her pussy, of all things, I wanted to make sure she was wet enough to take my cock without hurting her too much. Miles's drenched slit was leaking its juices onto my chair, she was definitely wet enough to fuck.

I stepped closer to the chair and reclined the seat for her, "Comfortable?"

"Very. Are you nervous?" she asked.

"Why would I be? You're the one that's about to get stretched out," I teased.

She smiled and reached down to pat her pussy lightly, "Well, why don't you stop telling me what you're going to do and just do it?"

If that's how she wanted to play, I was down. I grabbed her hips and slid them closer to the edge of the chair. I used one hand to hold my cock steady and the other splayed her pussy. The thick head of my girl-cock slowly pushed into her incredibly tight slit and she let out a loud groan as it disappeared inside her.

With the hard part out of the way, I let the hand spreading her pussy move to her clit, "Don't worry. I'll give you a few seconds to get used to it."

Her eyes were closed and she nodded, "T-Thank you."

"Don't thank me yet. You can thank me when I'm done making you squirt around my cock, chick," I said. My arrogance was well earned and so far, she seemed to enjoy my cocky attitude.

Once her walls stopped convulsing around my cock, I pushed in further. Inch by inch, I spread her insides and let my cock make her heated pussy its home. I couldn't recall the last time I had sex, nearly ten months ago, and that was assuming I was remembering the years right. Maybe it was almost two years ago. Either way, my right hand couldn't come close to comparing to how Miles felt around my cock.

After the initial penetration, Miles managed to open her eyes halfway and I could see that she was trying to say something, but all that came out were soft moans. I chuckled and spoke softly, "If you need me to stop, just raise your hands." Seeing as how her arms were limp and dangling off the side of the chair, that seemed like enough of a signal to me.

She nodded her head and I rocked my hips into her. Short, shallow strokes of my thick futa-cock were all I would give her right now. At least until she seemed to be more coherent. Even with the tiny motions, I couldn't pretend that I wasn't loving every second of being inside her. Her tight pussy gripped my cock and milked it. Each time I pulled away and pushed back in, I could feel my girl-cock's head pressing against her cervix.

Miles was a moaning mess, her legs were limp and her jaw could never fully close. Every time she tried to regain composure, my cock pushed deep into her and she lost all focus once again. I usually hated seeing my partner go limp noodle on me, but this time, it felt right. Having her overwhelmed by the amount of pleasure I was giving her made my world keep spinning.

As soon as her pussy stopped clenching so tightly around me, I let myself thrust fully into her. Each time I pulled out of her heated desire, I waited until the tip of my cock was the only thing left inside her, then I pushed deep into her again. Her soft moans were a thing of the past. Each moan had become a cry of bliss, a call to the Goddess of love to pay homage to the euphoric act.

Her walls convulsed around me and I knew that Miles's second orgasm was about to drench my chair. It didn't bother me. My hands moved to her milky thighs and I lifted her legs to angle her hips further. Each stroke of my futa-cock into her became much easier as her juices squirted onto my cock. The droplets that splashed onto my chair were now trickling from the edge and dripping to the floor.

The quiet plop of her juices occasionally rang out, but not nearly as loudly or as often as the sound that came when my hips slammed into hers. I felt my balls tightening up and I knew that my climax was coming.

"I'm about to cum, chick!" I cried.

Her legs locked around my waist and my eyes widened with shock. I wanted to pull out, but she wouldn't let me. It was too late to turn back. Her hips bucked against mine and her wanton movements were too much for me to take. I had no intention of cumming inside her, the poor girl was just nineteen! How could she handle a child if there wasn't someone to help her raise it?

My cock throbbed powerfully within her and she let out one last scream of ecstasy as she squirted a third time. Ropes of my hot futa-cum poured into her, my cock's head was held tight against her cervix and I knew without a doubt that she would end up pregnant. I wanted to be angry but I couldn't be. This sweet woman knew exactly what she was doing and I felt responsible for this. I should have felt terrified but all I could feel was excitement.

Miles chose me to be her first, and she chose to have me shoot my seed deep into her pussy. She wanted me to be the first cock she ever had, and she might have even wanted me to be the last she would ever need.

Her legs relaxed and I slowly pulled out of her. I collapsed into my rolling chair and let out a deep sigh. "What did you do?" I asked softly.

She took a few deep breaths before she could respond. "I made sure that I'd never forget you," she said.

"W-What do you mean?" I asked.

"You didn't want me to come back, did you?"

Our eyes met and I spoke softly, "Of course I did, Miles. You're a cool chick, people like you are rare nowadays."

Her cheeks flushed red and she spoke softly, "O-Oh god. Then I just, oh my god. I'm going to be a mom."

"Don't worry, Miles. If you don't want me to be around the kid, I'll just help from the sideline. I've always wanted a kid, but not like this."

She shook her head, "I want you to be there for them."

I cocked my head to the side, "You realize I'm old enough to be your mom, don't you?"

"Why can't I let myself love someone that's older than me? Is that going to be a problem, baby?" she cooed.

Holy fuck. Today was a day of extremes. First, she flirts with me as a stranger, then shows her body off, then asks me to fuck her, and now this? A baby and a relationship both starting to form on the same day?

Even with the knots in my stomach, I couldn't deny that I felt that this was somehow going to work out. She seemed like my kind of people, the kind of person that I would love to hang out with. Even without the 'insurance' of getting her pregnant, I would have loved to see her around more often.

"I guess not, Miles. But you're going to have to start spending some time with me, hopefully without surprising me twice every night. At least, not surprises like this," I said softly.

She giggled and pushed herself off the chair and stumbled her way over to me. Miles plopped in my lap and pressed her lips to mine. Her sweet, coconut flavored chapstick lingered on my lips even after she pulled away and she whispered, "Don't worry. I'm not going to surprise you like that again. I got a little carried away, but I think it'll all work out."

I smiled and kissed her again. My hands held onto her hips, I would have wrapped them around her, but that tattoo was too fresh to touch. At the very least, I knew she would make sure the tattoo was well taken care of, otherwise, she'd have a pissed off girlfriend. Curious to say the least, but I didn't mind the outcome of today. Forty-three dating a nineteen-year-old, I'm going to have to get used to that.

A year later, Miles and I are still dating, our baby boy is healthy and happy. That night definitely threw us both for a loop, but we've been getting along amazingly. My Emily started as a stranger, but now she was my lover. More importantly, she was my best friend. Getting mistaken for her mom all the time was more comical than not, especially when I kissed her to prove a point. The men my age were jealous, the girls her age were jealous. It was a strange world we lived in, but it felt amazing to be able to say that she and I were a 'we' now. All because of a silly little tattoo.


Story Fourty-Six

A Futa Teaches her Stud a Lesson

An Alpha Male’s Secret


Marrying into children is never easy. My wife and I were happy with one another, but she wouldn't let me move in until we were officially married. That was something I didn't quite understand, but I loved her enough to not ask too many questions about it.

Finally, after three years of a relationship, she proposed to me and we finally got married officially. Her son wasn't too happy about that. Zack was of the mindset that two women shouldn't be together. While he held his tongue when his mom was around, the guy was a bit of a bully. I thought the majority of his generation were accepting of these kinds of relationships.

Maybe the nineteen-year-old crowd was the odd group out. Then again, I knew plenty of people around his age that were just fine with a lesbian relationship. Maybe if Zack knew I had more in my panties than the typical woman, he might have been a little more forgiving. The few times he mouthed off at me, I took it in stride. No reason to cause a situation for Hannah to deal with, for now, he was just saying rude things.

I would have left that alone, but when I got a call from the college's dean saying that Zack called someone a "carpet muncher", it was time to take care of the problem.

When he came in from school, I called out, "Zack, I got a call today."

"Is your new dildo on the way?" he asked.

I rolled my eyes. As much as he tried to give me hell, it rarely bothered me. His tight t-shirt clung to his muscled frame. He towered over me, but that didn't intimidate me. If he wasn't such an asshole, I might have been inclined to call him a stud. He had his mother's green eyes and I could only guess that it was his father's brown hair. Hannah's was blonde, so obviously it didn't come from her.

"No, but the dean informed me that you're being a problem around campus. He said that you were going to be kicked from the team if you kept making homophobic remarks," I said.

"Fucking snitch told on me," he mumbled.

I stood from my chair and looked up at him, "It's not about someone telling on you. You've been talking a lot of shit since I've been with your mom and it needs to stop. If you're comfortable doing it here in front of people you should respect, then heaven knows you're only doing worse out there."

"It's none of your damn business, bitch."

My blood boiled and I glared at him, "Give me your keys."

"Excuse the fuck out of you?"

"Right now. Give me your keys. If you're going to be an ungrateful shit, you don't deserve to have nice things."

He shook his head, "You're not getting shit from me, Olivia."

"I swear, I'll have the damn thing towed if you don't give me your keys and I'll make sure your mom stops paying for your education. Wouldn't have to go work at a restaurant as a waiter, would you? That kind of thing is beneath you, isn't it, prick?"

Zack's eyes widened. He fished in his pocket and slammed his keys into my open hand, "That's low, even for a bull dike like you."

"Oh it's low, is it?"

"Dragging my mom into this shit. The bitch always takes your side anyway," he grumbled.

I balled my fists up, "Have you ever stopped to think that maybe it's because you're such an intolerable asshole?"

"I've thought about that a time or two, but then again, why would I stoop to a homo's level?"

"I don't know, your mom sure loves bending for my cock," I said. In the heat of the moment, all I wanted was to make him uncomfortable and angry.

He looked from my eyes to my hips for a moment. There was a faint bulge, there always was. I'm certainly not small in that department.

"So you're a damn tranny? That figures, mom always did like cock too much to really go les. So what now? Did you want me to beg for forgiveness and tell you how sorry I am so I can have my damn truck back?" he asked.

I shook my head, "No, that would be too easy. I think it's long overdue that you learn a lesson, Zack. I'm not going to have you acting this way around me or your mom. Damn sure not going to have you saying the kinds of things you've been saying at school."

For once since I've known him, Zack looked a little worried, "Then tell me what it is so I can go the fuck on. I've got a friend's house to be at, she's wanting to spread her legs for me, so let's get this over with."

"You know what. That's a good idea. If you want to have your truck back, you'll spread your legs for me. I know you'd never tell a soul that you let a transwoman fuck you, so that isn't a problem. But I think it's long overdue that someone showed you just how horrible it is to experiment with your sexuality."

Zack chuckled, "I'm not going to be some kind of faggot for you. Screw the truck."

"Then you'll stay in your room and I'll let your mom know that you've just decided to give up football and your education," I purred. Having him in the palm of my hand felt amazing. What I was offering felt a little wrong, I loved Hannah and I wanted the best for her. But, it's not like we hadn't talked about being open with our relationship. Both of us had needs that we couldn't fully satisfy for each other. Like we agreed on, as long as neither of us got any kind of diseases and still came home to each other at the end of the night, things should be fine.

"You're such a fucking bitch!"

"I might as well be. As horrible as you've been to me and your mom, not to mention the other people you've probably tortured. You deserve this, Zack."

He sighed and shook his head, "If I do this, you're giving the truck back and no one ever finds out, right?"

"Of course, as long as you're a good boy."

"Son of a bitch, always a fucking catch, isn't there?"

I giggled and nodded, "You think I want to be known as your new mom when you're such a douche? Now, why don't we head upstairs to your room? I want to make sure that whenever you close your eyes a night that all you can think about is how hard I fucked your ass."

He shuddered, "Shouldn't you be trying to take the high road or something?"

"Do you want your truck back or not, asshole?" I asked.

Zack led the way to his room while grumbling the entire time, “I don’t know why anyone would ever want to be with you. Such a fucking manipulative bitch.”

I stayed quiet as he got into his room. As much as he seemed to resent the situation I put on the table, the outline of his hardened cock in his pants told another story. If this was supposed to be such an issue for him, why was he aroused?

"Poor Zack, always mistreated and abused. No one ever does Zack right. Zack is always such a sweet boy who would never deserve this kind of treatment," I cooed. "Is that the bullshit you want to hear? You've been such an asshole since I've known you, Zack. So what's the deal? You want me to somehow act like you're a perfect person who has done nothing wrong in his life?"

He rolled his eyes and took off his shirt. His chiseled abs were a sight to behold, but I couldn't let myself get lost in them right now. "Let's just get this over with. I don't want to fucking look at you anymore," he shot back.

I must have hit a nerve, but that was a good thing. If I could get him to see how much of a douche he was being, then I could possibly get through to him on a personal level. He wouldn't make it through college, much less through life, if he continued to act this way.

Zack pushed his pants and boxers down and bent over his bed. For someone that was supposed to hate anyone that wasn't straight, he sure seemed willing to bend over for me. I giggled and asked, "Do you expect me to go in dry?"

"I've got a bottle of lube on my nightstand," he mumbled.

"Now why on earth would you have lube? Can't get the women wet enough with your charm?" I taunted. The bottle of lube had been used quite a few times. I might not be an expert on the subject matter, but unless he was fond of anal, he probably wouldn't have needed the lube. Hannah never needed it when I had sex with her and I'm well above average when it comes to cock sizes.

Zack huffed and turned his head away from me, "Why are you still dressed?"

"Because I want to be? I don't have to listen to your whining right now, Zack. If you want your life to go back to the way it was, then you'll be a good boy. Won't you?" I asked.

He stayed silent and I leaned over the bed and cupped his chin with my free hand, "Won't you?"

"Yes, ma'am," he spat.

"Was that so hard? It certainly couldn't have been harder than your cock," I teased. He wasn't as large as me, but I had to give him some credit. If he knew how to use it at all, the women around his college would have probably loved him for it. It was the personality they probably couldn't stand.

I walked behind the bed and rested the bottle of lube on his back while I stripped. He didn't move his body, but he did look back at me and I could have swore he moaned when my panties fell to the floor. I took the bottle of lube and started applying it to my cock as I spoke, "So after this, what are you going to do?"

"Probably go out to see that chick I told you about earlier, Olivia," he said.

"And if I tell you not to?" I asked.

He sighed, "Then I probably won't go."

"Why not?"

"Because you'd threaten me with something else, like telling everyone at the college about this."

I giggled and pressed the head of my lubed up cock against his ass, "Maybe I would. Maybe I wouldn't. But either way, you've got to take my cock, don't you?"

"You know, if I've got to be fucked by someone, at least it isn't a faggot with a shrimp dick."

My hands fell to his hips and I pushed the first three inches of my cock inside him. He let out a whimpering cry of pain and clutched the covers. "Watch your fucking mouth. There is nothing wrong with being gay, or lesbian, or bisexual, or transgender. I'm not going to have someone like you running around talking shit about everyone. Cussing is one thing, but being a dick for the sake of being a dick isn't going to fly around here, bitch."

I watched his jaw as it clenched and relaxed a few times. He finally spoke, "Sorry, Olivia. It won't happen again."

My cock eased further inside him and I heard him let out a soft moan, "Good. I'm glad to hear that, Zack. I wouldn't want to have to keep punishing you. Especially not if you're making it sound like a reward."

Zack looked ahead and stayed as quiet as he could. I didn't see a point in making a display of the act right now. His tight ass around my cock certainly felt nice, but I didn't want to let myself get too lost in him. He needed to learn a lesson and I was more than willing to teach it to him. Zack's was a stud and I couldn't deny that I wanted him on a physical level.

My hips rocked into him and each one brought a soft grunt from him. I let my hand reach around his waist and I took hold of his firm cock, "It's not so bad, is it?"

"No, ma'am," he said. A soft sigh escaped him as I started stroking his cock in sync with my thrusts into him.

"So why do you give people such a hard time for doing this?" I asked.

He turned his head to look at me for a second before looking back at the bed, "Because I do like it."

I cocked my head to the side, "Excuse me?"

"I like the way it feels. You know, I used to think I was gay. Then the guys in middle school made my life hell. So fuck it all, right? Just be the asshole everyone was to me. It got them through, why can't it get me through?" he asked. His voice seemed frail like he might burst into tears.

I slowed my thrusts and let my free hand rub his lower back, "Oh god, Zack, why didn't you say something sooner." My hips slowly pulled away, but he pushed his hips back against me to keep me inside him.

"P-Please don't stop. We can talk all you want, but don't stop," he begged.

Well, this was unexpected. I didn't want to make light of the situation and I tried to do the right thing. Or at least, I was trying now, earlier I can admit that I pushed the envelope a little too far. But this was good, my stepson was finally opening up to me!

"Zack, I just want to do right by you. You've made it so hard and I was at the end of my rope. I hate that it came to this, but you're safe now, you know that, don't you?"

He nodded his head, "I'm so sorry, Olivia."

"Sweetie, it's okay. It's not me that you need to apologize to. It's the other people you've hurt. Hannah, the people at school, and most importantly, you need to apologize to yourself. How long have you been hiding this from yourself and living a lie?" I asked.

He sighed, "Too long. I'll try and do better, Olivia, but I, uh, I need to ask a favor of  you."

"Anything, sweetie."

"Could you finish in me? I've always wanted that, but yeah, it's a little hard to get someone to fuck you when you call them a sissy faggot."

"Aww, but you're my sissy faggot, Zack," I teased.

He chuckled and wiggled his hips on my cock, "That was a bad joke, mom."

My heart fluttered in my chest. It was the first time he called me mom, but I hoped it wouldn't be the last. Who knew that ten inches could be all the distance he needed to toe the line of being a good person?

"I know, pumpkin. Now, let me take care of that little favor for you, okay?" I cooed.

He leaned further into the bed and raised his hips, "Please and thank you."

I giggled. He was being so polite now. Why couldn't he just tell me he enjoyed being fucked in the ass before? If I'd known that, I could have solved this problem a while ago!

My girl-cock continued to slide into his tight ass. I rested my hands on his hips and held onto his firm body. He had so many of his mother's qualities that fucking him felt rather natural to me. The differences he had weren't jarring, but I couldn't imagine doing this too often. Hannah was the woman I wanted to be with all my life, even if she and I were fine with having sex with other people.

Soft moans poured from him and I basked in that delight. Zack had been such an aggressive 'alpha' type for so long that having him in such a defenseless state was bliss. The way he bucked his hips into my thrusts and how desperate he seemed to be for my futa-cock made things all the better. I truly hoped that Zack would learn from today. If not, then remedial lessons wouldn't hurt my feelings.

For his own sake, I hoped would accept that he could enjoy this kind of pleasure with another. He was my stepson officially now and I wanted the best for him. All he had to do was know he would be accepted and loved no matter what he chose, as long as he wasn't being an asshole.

My girl-cock continued to slam into his warm hole, each stroke bringing me closer to my inevitable orgasm. I didn't want to cum just yet, but I knew that I would end up unloading in his ass before too long. One of my hands reached back around his waist and I stroked his cock furiously as I pounded into him. His soft moans turned into desperate grunts and he cried out, "Fuck, I'm going to cum!"

"That's a good boy! Make a mess for Mommy," I purred.

His tight ass clenched around my cock and he shot his hot load onto the bed. I pounded into him as hard as I could while I milked his cock with my hand. He collapsed onto the bed and took deep breaths as he laid in his own cum. The visual was too much for me and I planted my hands on his lower back as I rutted into his ass.

My balls drew up and a heated rush of pleasure tore through my body. I slammed into him one last time and I leaned over his body. My breasts pressed against his back and my arms slid under his chest. I held him close while my girl-cock unloaded its hot cum into his tight ass. Zack let continued to moan as I filled him with my seed.

Once I finished, I kissed his upper back. I would have kissed his neck, but the fucker was at least a foot taller than me. "So what are you going to do if I give you your truck keys?" I asked again.

He sighed, "The girl I told you about, she's not a she. I've been seeing him for a few weeks now and he's so sweet. He's a crossdresser and honestly, if I didn't tell you, you might never know he wasn't a she."

"Why don't you invite her over for dinner, sweetie? I'll let your mom know you came out to me and I promise, we'll treat him like family. You've just got to be more careful with how you act from now on, okay? We love you, but we can't have you making other people as uncomfortable as those bullies made you."

He nodded his head, "Well, that means you've got to get off me and let me take a shower. I wouldn't want my boyfriend to know that I let someone fuck me. He's been chomping at the bit to do it for weeks."

I giggled as I pulled out of him and started getting dressed again, "This is going to stay between us, pumpkin. But remember what we talked about, alright?"

"Alright, mom. Thanks for this, by the way. It feels stupid to say it and I know it's not how it should be, but it feels nice to be given permission to be the way I am."

"I'd do anything for you, Zack. I love you, even if you've been a dick up to this point," I said.

It was the truth, he was my wife's son and I had to care about him, but anyone could have seen that he was struggling. Hell, if I hadn't gone through his browser's history, I would have never known he had fantasies about being fucked. So maybe I was the one being a bit of a bitch, setting him up for this, but hey. It worked out, didn't it?

Three hours later, the four of us sat around the dinner table. Laughter filled the room often and for once in a very long time, I saw Zack truly smile. His boyfriend was as sweet as they come, and I might just have to teach him a different kind of lesson some day. Then again, maybe I could just teach it to Zack and he would pass on the knowledge. No matter the case, life seemed to be looking up for all of us. Hannah was happy that her son came out to her and that he seemed to be in a better place because of it.

Life doesn't always work the way we think it should, but in the end, it still works out. It's a funny thing, and sometimes taking a chance isn't such a daunting task. Especially not if you've done your research.


Story Forty-Seven

Futa Park Ranger and the Fertile Goth

Tricked into Getting her Pregnant


The warm summer rays trickled down through the forestry onto the beaten path I walked. My eyes wandered the lush plant life and I sighed as I kept walking. As beautiful as nature was to me, someone didn't seem to share my ideals. Trash littered the right side of the path and I kept having to bend over to pick it up. I'd collected quite the handful of candy wrappers and stuffed them into the soda can I found earlier.

Whoever was leaving this trial behind couldn't be too far ahead of me. Her footprints were hard to follow which told me she was a lithe female. I never thought that being a park ranger would have me hunting down pesky littering women, but hey, the job had plenty of benefits.

I could barely hear the sound of some kind of screaming metal band coming from further down the path. Great, one of those types of people. I sighed and started jogging down the path to finally catch this person before I had to follow them all the way through the four-mile nature trail. When I saw my lithe litterer shaking her hips while she half-walked half-danced her way down the trail, I lost my desire to stop her.

Outside looking in, the woman looked like she was having the time of her life. Her long black hair swayed behind her and if her hands were any indication, she was a pale woman. She wore a pair of skinny jeans that showed off her tight ass and I couldn't see her shirt, but the black hoodie she wore clung to her frame. The pockets of that hoodie were bulged out and she dipped her hand into one of them and pulled out another caramel candy. I watched her unwrap it and toss the wrapper down before continuing her way down the trail.

The music came from her phone in the pocket of her skinny jeans. For a second, I thought about just letting her go. My futa-cock strained against my cargo shorts already and if she kept shaking that ass of hers, I might just lose it. Being a park ranger wasn't all bad, but this was one of the few situations I hated. My social awkwardness and love of nature led me to this job in the first place. This was a situation that I really didn't want to handle.

I walked behind her quietly and gently tapped her on the shoulder. The ensuing scream and following deep blush as she turned around and saw me made my heart freeze. I didn't mean to scare her, but damn, it was hard to think about that when those soft blue eyes looked my way. Her black hair framed her face well and ran part way down her back. She looked like she was the type of woman that would hide from the sun at all costs. Her face had no makeup on it and that made my heart finally start pumping again. Someone that wasn't concerned with how people saw them in this day and age? Impossible.

"Ma'am, I wanted you to know that I've been having to stop and pick up these little plastic wrappers of yours for the past thirty minutes. I really don't want to fine you for that, but if you're going to keep doing it, that's going to be a problem," I said.

She nodded her head and reached into her pocket. The music quieted down until it was barely audible, "Isn't it just going degrade?"

"Eventually, yeah. They could survive longer than either of us. It's not such a huge deal with these plastic wrappers but if people see you doing that with these little things, then they'll think it's fine. This is a beautiful trail to walk, isn't it?" I asked.

"I'd like to think so, I come here every three days," she said.

"Wouldn't you like to keep it that way?"

She nodded, "Yeah, but are a few wrappers really going to hurt anything. I've seen condoms tied to trees, drink bottles, and all kinds of shit just thrown around."

I rolled my eyes, "So your answer is to be part of the problem instead of the solution?"

"You've got a point. Also, you should really think about wearing some tighter panties or tucking that thing. I'm not going to lie, it's a little distracting to talk to a sexy ranger while her cock is tenting her shorts," the woman purred.

I blushed and crossed my legs, "You know, I was honestly hoping you wouldn't notice. It's not like I had a lot of options here. Follow you around until it finally went down, which I don't think would happen, or just confront you and find some time to take care of it later."

She seemed to perk up when I mentioned taking care of myself later. "So, ranger girl, why don't you tell me a little bit about how many people walk this trail every day?" she asked.

I cocked my head to the side. She was prying for information that shouldn't have mattered under most circumstances. I figured I'd humor her, "Well, it's not exactly an easy or a quick trail. We don't get many people coming down it in the morning. The afternoon is a different story, plenty of joggers come here to get their workout in. And my name is Anna."

"Laurel, but I'd prefer it if you just called me baby," she said. Laurel shot me a wink and continued, "So if we've got a little time, then why couldn't we walk a bit further in? Maybe check out that neat little wooden bench together? I'd love to show some appreciation for the lesson you taught me in the conservation of the trail or whatever."

My girl-cock told me to say yes. I shouldn't have let her talk to me like this, and much worse, I shouldn't have actually considered it. But realistically, who would know? This woman knew what she was asking for and if she wanted me to have sex with her and she stopped littering, well, that was just a perk of the job, right?

"Sure, just make sure you put those wrappers in your pocket or something, Laurel," I said.

She rolled her eyes and turned her music back up. Laurel continued down the trail. The sway of her hips ensured that my poor futa-cock never got a break. I needed this release. As wrong as it was to have sex on the job, especially with a stranger, I didn't think about the possible repercussions. Who was going to stop me? The park ranger? I was the only one our small town had assigned to this area. Worst case scenario, I'd deal with a heavy conscience.

I finally mustered up the courage to walk beside her and slid my hand into her back pocket. My fingers curled around the swell of her ass and Laurel looked to me and smiled, "About time. I was worried you might have gotten shy on me."

This was a big step for me. She might not think much of it, but I tried hard to be more of a romantic than this. I wanted to show the woman I was with that she mattered to me before I ever considered touching her. Laurel seemed to be desperate for it, then again, most women that found out I had a cock seemed to be pretty excited to play. Maybe that was because of my size, but I could hope that it was just my personality that they liked.

Once we made it to the bench, she pulled her phone out of her pocket and dumped her pockets of the caramel candies. She unzipped her jacket and put it over her belongings and smiled at me, "Just going to stand there or are you going to show me what I'm working with, ranger?"

Well, she certainly didn't seem to have any inhibitions as to what she wanted to do. I unzipped my cargo shorts and pulled my thick cock out of my panties and through the hole. Nine and a half inches of sweet girl-cock got Laurel's attention.

"God damn, Anna. That's a nice little toy you brought me to play with. So, some ground rules. You don't slap me, you don't hit me, you damn sure don't talk down to me, and you don't cum inside me. We good on that?" she asked.

I nodded, "Are you fine with leaving your panties on?" It was a strange request, but if I couldn't cum in her, I'd at least like to cum in her panties. Something about having her wear them for the rest of the day just seemed arousing to me.

"Sure, why not, perv," she teased. Her hands moved to her jeans and she unbuttoned them and pushed them to her ankles. Laurel wiggled her ass at me, the black panties she wore made my mouth water. There was nothing too sexy about them, but knowing that I would get to enjoy the treat beneath them made them so much more arousing. I could even see the outline of her sweet pussy through them and there was no denying her wetness.

"Then what are we waiting for?" I asked.

"I was kind of hoping that the stars would align, the moon would block out the sun, and the new world order would come to save me from my monstrous futa assailant," she said. A smile crossed her face. "Fucking with you, I'm literally just waiting on you to fuck me, ranger."

At least she was peppy, her clothing and taste in music would have led me to believe she was an angst-filled rebel type. Instead, she seemed to be quite carefree and willing to let the moment take her wherever. That was something I envied. If she hadn't offered, I would have just left her alone to do whatever else she might do today. Maybe fine her for littering, but never ask her if she wanted to have sex on a public trail where anyone could show up.

I pulled her panties to the side and let out a groan when I saw her tight lips. They gleamed in the morning sunlight and I could feel myself getting more aroused by the second. Laurel had quite the body on her, but I couldn't imagine why on earth she wanted me. Sure, I looked pretty good in my own right, but I was still a complete stranger to her.

She looked back at me and mumbled, "If you're just going to look, I'll find someone else."

"Is there something wrong with enjoying a masterpiece of modern art?" I purred.

"Have you even seen what they call modern art? People fucking put cardboard down and call it art. So either put it in me or pull my pants back up. It's not exactly the warmest day, ranger."

Yikes, well, at least I tried to be charming. I pressed the head of my futa-cock at her entrance and slowly eased my thickness into her.

Laurel moaned and pushed back against me and had no issue taking my full length. Her tight walls gripped my cock and she held onto the bench. She rolled her hips and ground herself on me, "Not bad at all, ranger."

Hearing her voice praising me made my girl-cock throb within her. I didn't want to admit it, but I was already struggling to keep myself from exploding within her. Something about her calm demeanor, her well-practiced hips, and playful personality were scratching itches I didn't even know I had.

I thrust gently into her and she seemed to enjoy the pleasure, but she groaned after a few strokes, "I want you to fuck me, ranger. I don't want you to make love to me. This isn't a nice bed after a candlelight dinner, this is a fucking fling out on the nature trail. Slam my fucking cunt until I scream your name!"

Well, so much for playful. My hands fell to her hips and I started slamming myself into her. She should have known that I wouldn't be able to last long at this pace, but she didn't seem to care about that. I wanted her, I wanted this release, and I wanted to hear her praise me.

Laurel's grip tightened on the bench and she moaned each time she was rammed with my cock. She pushed against the bench, forcing our hips to clash together even harder. The loud clapping sounds we made echoed out into the morning air.

I wanted to pleasure her, to at least show her some measure of appreciation for what she was doing for me. My hand slipped around her hips and I pressed two fingers against her sensitive clit. Trying to keep my pace while fucking her was difficult, but her breathy moans made it all worth it.

Her pussy tightened around my cock and she whimpered, "J-Just like that, ranger. A little h-harder, p-please!"

I wasn't sure if she wanted me to fuck her harder or to rub her harder. So I did both. My fingers ground into her clit and I pounded her tight pussy as hard as I could. My thighs were starting to burn from exertion, but she made it all worth it.

Laurel's moans went silent and I heard her stammering something under her breath just before she let out a high-pitched squeal. A wave of her juices gushed around my cock and flooded her panties. She let out a whining moan and looked back to me with appreciative half-lidded eyes. Her mouth was partially agape and she struck me as slightly familiar in that moment.

I didn't put too much stock into it. My heavy balls were drawing up and I couldn't last much longer. I pulled my hand away from her clit and held onto her hips again as I plowed into her. She hung her head between her shoulders and tried to focus on rocking her hips into me.

The effort was wasted. I was already too close to my orgasm to be ushered along any faster. Her soaked lips sucked at my cock as I thrust into her as hard as I could without hurting her. A long, low groan escaped me and I started pulling my hips away.

Laurel pushed against me and tightened her pussy around my cock, "D-Don't pull out."

"But you said—"

"Don't you dare pull out!" she screamed.

I didn't quite understand her thought process, but I didn't want to deny her either. Hopefully, she would be on the pill or something. I didn't know, and it was too late to care. My futa-cock throbbed within her and I gasped as the waves of euphoria washed through my body. I couldn't recall the last time I had sex with someone so tantalizing, but I did know that I hadn't came so hard in months.

Rope after thick rope of my hot futa-seed streamed into her. I knew that with as deep as my girl-cock was inside her, she would end up getting pregnant if she wasn't pill. Now more than ever, I wished I carried a condom with me, but up until today, I hadn't needed one. Even as I flooded her with my cum, her pussy tightened around my cock and I felt a second warm rush of juices around my cock. Two orgasms from her? It must have been my lucky day!

When I finally finished unloading into her, she wore a thin smile and pulled away from me. "You know, Anna. Mom would be pissed if she found out you fucked her daughter."

I cocked my head to the side, "W-Wait, what?"

"Just tell me if the name Irene Walker sounds familiar," she purred.

Irene Walker was my boss, "What does that have to do with anything?"

"Mm, Laurel Walker, Irene Walker, you tell me, ranger."

Holy son of a taint. I thought she looked familiar. What mess had I just gotten myself into? This was my boss's eighteen-year-old daughter. I wanted to panic or throw a fit, but in the end, I just sat down on the bench and chuckled to myself.

"Well, Laurel, pull up your pants and clean my cock off. I don't think your mom would appreciate it if I didn't make her daughter do the same things I made her do," I said.

Laurel's eyes went wide, "Y-You fucked my mom?!"

I giggled, "No, but you should really see the look on your face. Really though, I'd appreciate it a lot if you could clean my cock, sweetie. We've still got another two miles of trail to walk and I'd hate to have a messy pair of panties."

She rolled her eyes, "You ever make another joke like that and I'm going to tell mom that you're the one that got me pregnant."

"W-Wait, you're not on the pill?" I asked.

"Why would I be? I've been trying to find someone with a nice job to knock me up. You just happened to be the first person I tried with," she purred.

Well, that would explain why she wasn't in college. I did feel a little used, but I couldn't pretend that this was such a bad thing. Laurel leaned down and took my cock into her mouth while wiggling her jeans back up. Her warm lips surrounded my cock and I moaned quietly as she bobbed along my shaft.

I stroked my hand through her hair and whispered, "So how do you feel about dating the person that knocked you up?" I used her terminology. While I wasn't too much older than her at thirty-two, I still wanted her to see me as trying to be 'cool'.

She looked at me, made sure she had my attention, then rolled her eyes. I loved her snarky personality, but damn she chose the wrong time to be so coy. My cock throbbed within her mouth and she gagged around it.

Laurel pulled off of my cock and coughed a few times before giving my shaft a playful slap, "S-Son of a bitch, the thing tried to bite me. Anyway, I'm fine with dating a ranger. I know that if I marry you, I might even get some decent benefits. Not that having a huge cock to fuck when I want it would be a bad thing. Besides, can you imagine the look on mom's face when I tell her I met you while I was out for a walk?"

"I can imagine it won't be pretty. But it's fine. You're worth a little bit of getting chewed out. You know she's going to hate both of us for a little while, don't you?" I asked.

"Mm, maybe. I don't know, ranger. I can just turn on the waterworks and she'll treat me like a saint. You're the one that might get the cold shoulder and have to work shitty jobs," Laurel purred.

So this was my life now. Sleeping with my boss's daughter with a baby on the way. I could live with that. Even if I did have to work horrible jobs or longer hours. At least I had a person to come home to. Laurel wasn't the sweetest woman I'd ever met, but she was honest and loved to joke around. That meant something in my books, even if others would write it off.

Six months later, we were still dating. I'd popped the question in our fifth month and even got Irene's blessing. That wasn't easy, but getting Laurel to turn those waterworks on and tell her mom how much she loved me worked like a charm. Who would have known that taking a chance with a pesky litterer on a nature trail would have resulted in this?

We found out the baby is going to be a girl, or at least, the estrogen levels are high, even if there is a little extra down below. She's going to take after her futa mother and I've never been so proud.


Story Forty-Eight

A Futa Therapist and her Cheating MILF

Enjoying the Session


The waiting room smelled like peppermints. As much as I enjoyed that smell, my stomach churned at the thought of talking to this new therapist. My normal one would be gone on vacation and even though I insisted on just getting a different appointment, my normal therapist encouraged me to come anyway.

According to him, seeing a new therapist might help me with gaining a different perspective. I felt like what Mr. Waylin had to offer was plenty for me. He kept me in line and any time my anxiety got too bad, he managed to calm me down.

Last night, my husband once again turned his back to me when we were in bed. I just wanted him to show me a little affection like he used to. Twenty years of marriage must have dulled his desire, I guess.

The woman sitting behind the desk called out in a soft tone, “Fiona? You can come on back when you’re ready. Ms. Jensen is ready to see you.”

“Thank you,” I responded. After picking up my purse, I straightened my black button-up shirt and shamefully plucked my panties from between my cheeks. These tight jeans didn’t do much for practicality, but at least people looked at me like I was attractive.

The woman said nothing about my antics. One less thing to worry about for now. I walked down the hall and into the room I was all too familiar with. My eyes immediately met with the woman’s deep green eyes. I felt my breath hitch in my chest. Her brown hair draped down her shoulders and the casual attire she wore did nothing to hide her curves.

Ms. Jensen sat with her legs crossed, the short skirt she wore barely reached her mid-thigh. I couldn’t imagine this woman being out of her twenties, but I wasn’t complaining. I’d never considered myself to be bisexual, yet Ms. Jensen had a certain appeal about her.

Shit, just how deprived was I?

“Hey! Nice to meet you, Fiona. Mind shutting the door so we can get started?” she asked.

Her honeyed voice made sounded so smooth. I shut the door and sat down on the small sofa in the office. I didn’t want to say the wrong thing just yet. Telling her too much might mean that she would start digging into things that I didn’t want to talk about to a stranger, so I kept myself quiet.

“Right, thank you for that. So, I read over your file and I’m glad to see that you’re doing better in general. The sheet you filled out seemed pretty normal with the exception of your anxiety spiking off the charts. Do you want to talk to me about that?”

“I’m just not really feeling too sure of myself. Confidence is one of those fake it until you make it things, I know, but I’m not good at faking it. My husband just ignores me and I feel like I’m not good enough for him anymore,” I mumbled.

She nodded, “So then, are you good enough for yourself?”

The question caught me off guard. Why would she need to know my opinion of myself? Obviously, it couldn’t be very appealing. I rolled my eyes, something I was sure she took note of. “I think I look okay. I don’t want to sway too much on the positive scale and I don’t think you want to hear the negatives I have to say.”

“It’s not about what I want to hear, it’s about what you’re feeling. Fiona, I can’t help you until you tell me what you’re struggling with.”

Fuck, her voice is so soft and sweet. It’s hard to imagine that she didn’t truly care about me. Some of these shrinks might not care about their patients, but she seemed like one of the good people in her profession.

“Ms. Jensen, I just don’t feel like I’m as pretty as I used to be. I know that’s a vain thing to worry about, but really. My kids are grown and I’ve just got nothing left to do. I work part-time and some of the people I interact with still look at me like I’m a tasty treat, but they’re not the people I can have. My husband and I said our vows and I intend to keep them, but he just isn’t interested.”

“Fiona, you can call me Jennifer. So I’m curious. Twenty years of marriage and he’s ignoring you. Are you comfortable with me asking when the last time you two had sex was?”

I blushed and averted my eyes, “Ten months ago.”

She let out a frustrated groan, “I’m sorry to hear that. Have you thought about trying toys?”

“They don’t feel the same. I mean, I guess they get the job done. But it’s the warmth of another that I crave. Being told how wonderful I am, how much I’m loved. All of that stuff. I know, it’s cheesy, but it’s how I feel.”

“It’s not cheesy, Fiona. You just want to be treated like the woman you are. And for what it’s worth, I think you look quite stunning. I’d have to say you might want to try yoga pants or something along those lines. Those jeans are too tight and they’re not meant to be that tight. Skinny jeans have a little flex to them, but blue jeans that are just tight around your hips don’t exactly let you breathe,” she said.

I looked back at her and saw her eyes lingering around my hips. A smile formed on my lips and I thought of all of the dirty things I wanted to say to her right now. There was something about her that made my inner deviant act up. My husband wasn’t a bad man, but he wasn’t making me his woman like he used to.

“Well then, since we’re alone, would you be fine with me unbuttoning my jeans?” I asked.

Her eyes met with mine and she smiled, “I’m fine with that. If things get uncomfortable, just let me know.”

I undid the button to my jeans and smiled, “I will, but I’m pretty content right now.”

“Good. So then, let’s get back on track. Fiona, when was the last time you felt like you were whole?”

“Maybe a year and a half ago? My husband and I took a vacation together and he was pretty content to sleep with me then. I felt like things might have been looking up for a little while, but then we got back home and it died down again.”

“And you’re positive that you wouldn’t be willing to talk to your husband about finding another partner that could satisfy your needs?” she asked.

“Excuse me?”

She cocked her head to the side, “Cheating on him would be a little underhanded in your eyes. If he knew about it, would that make things any better?”

“Honestly, it’s more that I wouldn’t want him to find out about it. I’ve thought about trying to seduce a few people in my daily life, but it always comes back to the idea that I couldn’t live without him right now.”

Jennifer smiled, “So if you had someone that you could trust, you would be more willing to take care of your own needs?”

“I think so,” I mumbled.

She slowly lifted her skirt up her thighs, “And if that someone was legally bound to keep our appointments private?”

My eyes followed and just when I thought I would see a smooth mound, a large bulge showed in her blue panties, “W-Wait what?”

“Ah, I was referring to your patient confidentiality—”

“Not that. I know what you mean. J-Just how do you explain having those bits?” I asked.

She giggled, “Well, Fiona, I was born with it. I transitioned and decided to keep it. Is that a problem?” Her hand grasped the thick outline of her girl-cock.

I bit my lower lip and shook my head.

“I didn’t think it would be. Now, if you’re fine with this, you’re going to have to say so,” she purred.

“I-I want to touch it,” I whispered. Her cock was much bigger than my husbands. Hell, I don’t know if I’ve seen bigger than hers in some of the porn I've watched. I wasn't going to complain about it.

She smiled and got out of her chair. Two quick steps brought her to the couch and she pushed her skirt down to her ankles. Jennifer sat beside me and giggled as she pulled her cock out of her panties, "Well, I'm not going to stop you from touching it. But I will say that I might have to finish before you leave."

"We've got an hour. That should be enough to get the job done, right?" I asked.

"Of course, I'm a therapist, not a porn star. As sexy as you are, I doubt I'll last more than fifteen minutes," she purred.

Therapy just got a whole lot more appealing for me. I usually hated coming to these appointments, but as my fingers curled around her thick shaft and started stroking, I could see myself getting excited about this. The only thing I needed to do now was make sure that she became my main therapist. As much as I liked Mr. Waylin, he didn't have a girl-cock that he was willing to treat me to.

She moaned softly as her cock continued to grow in my hand. I wanted to do more with her but I knew that I should be patient. If I got too excited, she might stop me and I don't think either of us wanted that.

"Mm, your husband must not realize what he's missing out on, Fiona."

I slid my other hand between her legs and massaged her balls. "He should know what he's missing. But, his loss is your gain, if you want it to be," I said. My husky tone must have triggered something within her. A bead of precum peeked out from her cock's head and I giggled. Leaning down, I cleaned away the delicious droplet with my tongue.

She let out a soft gasp and put her hand on the back of my head, "You know, I'll be working here officially starting next week. If you ask the clerk, I'm sure we could get you in for weekly appointments with me."

With Jennifer seeming to be comfortable with my mouth near her girl-cock, I wrapped my lips around her crown and started sucking softly. I hummed my agreement to her statement and she let out another feminine moan. Jennifer really wanted this and that made my heart soar. Maybe I wasn't so undesirable after all, but I was getting ahead of myself. I wanted to show this woman why she should want me as a client.

I bobbed up and down her cock. My tongue danced around her beautiful, veined cock. Each time I went down, I tried to take a little more of her length. Jennifer's cock had to be at least ten inches, if not more. I had a toy back at home that was nine inches and I've practiced with it all too often. I could take it without a problem. Her cock was too much to handle.

She rubbed her hand down my upper back, "That's really good, Fiona. But why don't you get naked for me, sweetie? I want to see your sexy body."

I pulled away from her cock and purposefully let the saliva trail from my lips to her cock's head. Her cock throbbed at the sight and she groaned quietly, "I'm going to fuck you until you can't stand, Fiona."

A giggle escaped me and I stood up. I unbuttoned my shirt and tossed it aside. My jeans were next, spilling onto the floor as quickly as I could get them down. Maybe one of the younger women Jennifer slept with would have taken her time stripping, but I knew what I wanted.

My white and pink lingerie set made her gasp and I felt my cheeks flushing red. Having a beautiful, younger woman react to me like this just made my day so much brighter. Maybe I was more desirable than my husband made me feel. Hell, if she lived up to her boasting, I would happily crawl my ass out of this office and call someone to pick me up.

"They're really cute, but I would much rather see them on the floor, baby," she purred.

The woman was smooth, I had to give her that. I reached behind my back and unhooked the bra with practiced hands before pushing my panties down. My bra slid down my arms and both of the articles hit the floor at the same time.

"Better, Jen?" I asked.

"I'd have to say yeah. So how do you feel about laying on the couch while your therapist works your tension away?" she asked.

I laughed at the comment and rolled my eyes, "I think that line would work better if you were a massage therapist, but you know what, I'll take it."

"I know what you'll take," she said and winked at me.

From smooth to corny real quick. Still, she got a giggle out of me and that was nice. Sex usually felt so tense when I had it recently. I sat down on the couch and leaned back against the armrest.

Jennifer shifted so that her hips were between my thighs. Her thick futa-cock rubbed against my stomach and she whispered, "Are you a screamer?"

"S-Sometimes?" I responded nervously.

She leaned over the side of the couch and picked up my panties. I pouted as she brought the panties to my mouth and whispered, "If you want me to have sex with you, you're going to have to make sure no one finds out. So that means?"

I sighed, "It means you're going to gag me with my panties."

"Good girl," she cooed.

I opened my mouth and she pushed the panties in. The taste of my pussy didn't bother me, but I didn't like the feeling of the lace in my mouth. I didn't have to focus on that though. Jennifer's fingers started rubbing my pussy and I looked into her eyes with a measure of confusion. I wanted to be fucked, but having a little foreplay was amazing.

"You've got such a nice pussy, Fiona. I really don't understand why your husband is so against having it wrapped around his cock. If I wasn't a lady, I would have to just fuck you silly right now," she said. Her middle and ring finger slipped into my depths while her thumb started rubbing my clit, "But I've got to make sure you're soaked before I have my way with you."

I moaned into my panties and bucked my hips against her hand. She was perfect. Sweet, young, willing, and most importantly, good with her damn hands!

Jennifer leaned over me and wrapped her lips around one of my puffy nipples. The panties muffled my groan and Jennifer worked her hand faster into my pussy. I could feel my core heating up and it wouldn't be long if she kept up the play. If she stopped now, I still could have left the office feeling like a million bucks. This woman was restoring my faith in myself, even if she was enjoying herself while doing so.

Her teeth gently bit into my nipple for a second before she pulled away and moved to the other nipple. A third finger sunk into my pussy and she pulled her thumb off my clit. Jennifer's hand thrust into me as if she were trying to get her entire damn fist into me.

The wet sounds of her knuckles slapping into my pussy pushed me over the edge. My thighs clamped around her and she giggled happily around my nipple. A burning fire coursed through my body and erupted in the form of a stream of my juices. Even with the panties in my mouth, I moaned loudly and she slowly pulled her fingers out of me.

Her mouth pulled from my nipple and she sat up straight. She lifted her hand to her lips and licked each finger clean before whispering, "My turn, Fiona?"

I nodded my head vigorously. Her cock needed to be buried so deep into my pussy that I would feel empty for weeks after!

She smiled and positioned her futa-cock at my entrance and without so much as a warning, she pushed more than half of that huge cock into me. If I weren't so drenched, I might have had an issue taking something so thick. Then again, that nine-inch toy wasn't reserved for my mouth and my pussy could handle quite the beating.

As her cock continued to work deeper into my depths, I pulled the panties from my mouth, "I-I'll be quiet. I just have to say this. You feel so fucking good, Jennifer."

She giggled, "I'd hope so. If not, I'd have to go back to fingering you."

"I wouldn't mind that at all," I purred.

Her hips pressed against mine, "F-Fuck, most women can't take the entire thing."

I bucked my hips against her to keep the pleasure coming. Her shaft filled me to the brink and I felt a strange, almost uncomfortable sensation as her cock reached my innermost depths.

"It's an amazing cock, Jen," I purred.

She rolled her hips into me in slow, deep strokes. Each time her cock worked its way into my core, I let out a breathy moan.

"You sure you'll be able to stay quiet?"

I shook my head and begrudgingly stuffed the panties back in my mouth. She giggled and then pulled my left leg over her shoulder. She forced my pussy to stretch wider and smiled down to me, "Mind if I cum inside, by the way?"

The thought was much more appealing to me than it should have been. I couldn't tell her that I was still fertile if I did, she probably wouldn't have wanted to risk it. I nodded my head and kept those panties in my mouth, if I got pregnant, so be it. Having her girl-cock would be worth it and I was pretty sure I could beg my husband to fuck me, even if I had to cry to get him to do it.

She held onto my leg and started thrusting into me with hard, fast strokes. Her cock slammed into my core and I could even see a faint outline of her cock as it stretched my body to its limits. In all of my wildest fantasies, I never thought I'd have such a beautiful woman with such an enormous cock fucking me at a therapy appointment. Being fair, this appointment had done more for my self-esteem than any other one thus far.

Jennifer's soft moans poured from her lips. Her eyes were closed as she rocked into me and I could feel my stomach tightening again. How many times was this angel going to make me cum today?

I could hope that answer was a thousand, but I knew that our session had to end within forty minutes. My hips bucked wantonly into her thrusts and she hissed in a breath when she felt my walls convulsing around her cock. Jennifer didn't stop hammering into my pussy even as I squirted a second orgasm onto her. My juices only made her futa-cock easier to take.

She groaned and huffed in breaths, trying to stay somewhat quiet as she pounded me. I couldn't take my eyes off her beautiful face. There was nothing else in the world I'd want to see right now. Her cheeks were flushed red from the exertion and I could see tiny beads of sweat forming on her brow.

A quiet whimper came from her lips and she opened her eyes for a moment, "F-Fuck, I'm going to cum." She tried to keep her voice down, but the urgency in her tone made me question if someone in the halls outside might have heard her.

Jennifer was too lost in her world of bliss to have considered that though. Her cock pounded into my tight slit a few last times before she thrust as deep as she could into me. Rope after thick rope of her futa-cum poured into my core. If I was concerned about the risk of pregnancy before, I was positive that I'd end up with Jennifer's child after how much cum she pumped into my body.

Once her orgasm subsided, she slowly pulled out of my pussy and stood from the couch. Jennifer stepped closer to me and leveled her cock with my mouth, "Want to clean me up, baby?"

I pulled the panties from my mouth and greedily took her cock as deep as I could. She ran a hand through my hair and spoke softly, "I'd like to hope that a little exposure therapy will be able to keep your anxiety down. But that's dependent on you, Fiona. If you want to see me more often, then we'll have to get your appointments booked with me from now on."

I didn't want to take her cock from my mouth and she slowly thrust her softening cock into my wet mouth, "And if you're going to be such a good girl, we might just have to find a way to get you out of the house from time to time."

Therapy went from my least favorite part of the week to my favorite. Jennifer didn't even seem to mind when my stomach started swelling with life. Hell, I might be in my early forties, but I could handle another kid, especially when my husband seemed so excited to have 'his' new child.


Story Forty-Nine

The Futa Findom

The Stocker Empties his Pockets


Going to the local grocery store shouldn’t be a reason to dress to impress. Then again, most people weren’t recognizable porn stars. My last film was almost a week ago and I hadn’t been laid since. I suppose I shouldn’t be complaining but I was starting to crave the feel of a tight hole around my famous futa-cock.

The plain black dress I wore wasn’t anything too special but the stockings and elbow-length gloves I wore added an air of sensuality to my outfit. Online I was known as a Mistress and that wasn’t just a show. Even in my personal life, I craved a good submissive that knew their place. I loved seeing their cheeks light up with embarrassment or their other cheeks light up from being spanked.

I smiled as I walked into the small store. It wasn’t much but it was a local business that I wanted to support during my time in the area. Bigger corporations could kiss my ass, they rarely did anything to give back. With my personal annoyances aside, I grabbed a cart and made my way through the store.

While I hoped to find someone to tease, I did have a real reason to be in the store. The hotel I was staying at had decent food but it wasn’t the best tasting. I craved a good sandwich, something I could make without needing any cooking. Of course, I could have just gone to a restaurant, but where is the fun in that?

As I made my way down the aisles, I made eye contact with one of the employees. As soon as I did, he nervously pushed his glasses up the bridge of his nose and hurried away from my aisle.

I chuckled and followed him down the next row. Once again, he made eye contact with me and nervously fidgeted for a moment before he turned to walk away again.

“Pardon me, sir. I was hoping you could help me find some vegetables?” I called out.

His sigh rolled out and he turned back around to face me, “Of course, Mistr… Miss.”

My grin slowly turned into a full smile, “Well then, lead on.”

“Produce is this way,” he mumbled.

The stocker trudged his way towards the produce section. He had to have seen more than a few of my videos, how else would he recognize me and almost call me Mistress?

I wasn’t going to complain, even if I couldn’t get him out of the store today he would be fun to tease. When we got to the produce section, I cocked my head to the side and gestured to the cucumbers, “Which do you think would be the best?”

He looked at me, then to my crotch for a moment, and then back to the cucumbers, “Uh, is there really a difference?”

“I don’t know, that’s why I’m asking you. I don’t usually enjoy cucumbers. Trying new things isn’t always that bad, is it?” I asked. Most of my co-stars were female. This guy had some promise though. I can’t pretend that he was a dreamy hunk or even a sexy femboy but he wasn’t that bad looking.

His medium-length brown hair was kept swept out of his green eyes. The glasses he wore were actually pretty adorable. My eyes drifted down his body and I sighed. The blue jeans he wore weren’t tight enough to show me his ass but I could imagine that it was nice and tight.

He reached for a small cucumber and offered it to me, “If you’re not sure, why not try something small for now?”

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Dillon.”

“Right, Dillon, I don’t dip my toes in the water, I dive right in. So why don’t you find me something worth having?” I asked.

Dillon put the cucumber back and looked through them for a few moments. His cheeks burned a bright shade of red and I couldn’t help but get a little excited. He bent over to get into the back of the refrigerated space and I whispered, “Good boy.”

He straightened up and looked at me, “W-What did you say?”

“I said good boy. Now, get back to looking.”

Dillon opened his mouth as if he were going to talk back to me. He must have thought better of it as he turned around and started looking through the cooler again. He settled on a massive cucumber that was nearly as long as his arm. He offered it to me, “Is this better?”

I took the cucumber and weighed it in my hand, “Mm, I’m used to holding something a little bigger.”

“Well, that’s the biggest we have,” he said. His eyes darted to my hips and I saw his cheeks turn even darker.

A giggle escaped me and I ran my hand down my stomach. The dark black glove rubbed over the base of my cock and I leaned forward as I rubbed the rest of the way down my thigh. As I straightened up I whispered, “If you’re looking for bigger, I think you should make dinner for me. A nice home cooked meal, then we could watch a nice movie. You are a good boy, aren’t you?”

Dillon shifted his weight from one hip to the other for a few moments before he answered. “I don’t get off work until six. I could pick you up if you want?”

“You give me your address and I’ll see you at seven,” I purred.

“W-Why seven?”

“You already know who I am, don’t you?”

His voice lowered and he whispered so that the customer that was walking our way couldn’t hear us, “M-Mistress Victoria?”

“Exactly. So you’ll need to buy a pair of panties, won’t you?” I asked in my normal voice.

The middle-aged woman glanced at me and then to Dillon. He let out a quiet whimper and nodded his head.

“Good boy. Send me an email, don’t worry, I do read them. I’m sure you know how to get to my profile page, don’t you?” I asked.

He nodded his head once again and I gave him a gentle pat on the shoulder, “You might want to bring your own lube though. I don’t know if you’ll be able to handle fourteen inches of futa-cock.”

I turned and walked away. The woman looked at me with wide eyes and then back to Dillon but I didn’t pay them much attention. They were both people to be toyed with in my world.

At seven, I pulled up to the address given to me in my truck and saw Dillon outside. He was wearing a pair of skinny jeans and a blue button-up with a white undershirt. Not quite the outfit I preferred my male partners in, but I’d have to deal with what I had. If I were back in my hometown, guys and gals would be lining up to be my playthings.

After I parked, he walked to the truck and waited for me to get out of the truck before asking, “Are you sure you want me to cook dinner?”

“You’re not getting nervous, are you?” I asked and then nodded towards the apartment complex he lived in.

He sighed and shrugged his shoulders, “I’m not the best cook in the world.”

“Then you’ll get punished accordingly,” I said calmly.

Dillon grumbled something under his breath but still led the way into his apartment. His second-floor abode wasn’t too impressive, but I wasn’t going to complain. It still had more rooms than my hotel, including a kitchen and a real bathing area. Tiny bathtubs didn’t make my life any easier.

A weight seemed to lift from Dillon’s shoulders once he was inside. “So, Mistress, would you be okay with chicken breast over rice?”

I could already smell the chicken in the oven, “Yeah, that’s fine. Anything is better than fast food right now.”

“Awesome, so, uh, why me?” he asked.

“Are you really going to question a good thing? As far as I knew, horny guys don’t usually question when a sexy lady wants to fuck them,” I teased.

“Most sexy ladies that want to fuck a horny guy don’t usually have a huge dick to put in them,” he mumbled.

I reached down and grabbed the bottom of my dress and tugged it up to my waist. The black and red panties I wore matched the bra I had on, they even matched the ribbons on my garter belt and stockings. Dillon’s eyes went wide when my black gloved hand ran down my waist. My cock wasn’t just large, it was gargantuan.

It wasn’t the thickest in porn, but I knew it to be the longest by at least an inch. Even soft, my cock managed to run down my left thigh and had to be tucked into my stockings in order to keep it from popping free.

“H-Holy shit,” he whispered. “It’s bigger in person.”

“No, I promise, it’s fourteen in the videos too. Now, you know what I make the guys in my videos do, so let’s hope you’re not expecting me to just take care of you for nothing.”

He groaned, “H-How much, Mistress?”

“Mm, you’re a stocker at a grocery store so I know you don’t make too much. Fifty dollars if you want me to take my dress off. Another fifty to have me put a collar around your neck. Two hundred more to have me treat you like the sissy whore you are,” I said. There might have been a point in my life when making people pay me to let me have my fun was awkward. That time was done. Being a financial dominatrix was my life now.

Dillon looked at me with a furrowed brow and sighed heavily, “Can I send the money online?”

“Of course, you know where to find my links. Weak men like you seem to love paying to have the things you can’t earn on your own.”

“R-Right, Mistress,” he muttered. Dillon pulled out his phone and after a few moments, he showed me the screen that said the transaction was approved for the sum of four hundred dollars, “It’s all I can spare, Mistress.”

I smiled and slowly removed my dress while I spoke, “Good girl. Now, why don’t you take off your pants for me?”

His cheeks reddened and he fiddled with his pants for a moment before pulling them down. Beneath the skinny jeans was a pair of black and pink cotton panties with cat paws imprinted on them in a repeating pattern.

“Aw, so cute. But you’re not done, are you? Unlock your phone and let me borrow it,” I said.

He cocked his head to the side but did as I asked. I navigated to the camera app and set it to record, “When I say go, you’ll head over to the driver side seat of my truck and bend over so I can see that tight ass of yours. Pop open the center console and you’ll see a black and red collar. I’m sure you’ve seen it before, you’ll know what to grab.”

“W-Wait, let me put my jeans back on!” he begged.

“Go.”

Dillon’s eyes met with mine. I pressed the record button and he turned a deep shade of red before turning around and heading for the door. I followed him out and stood on the walkway and recorded him as he hurried to my truck. I didn’t honestly care if anyone saw me in this state of dress. I did cross my legs to try and prevent anyone from seeing my cock though.

When a car drove by, I zoomed in on his ass to avoid getting another person in the video. After all, if I wanted to blackmail him with this, I wouldn’t want anyone else to be able to be embarrassed. He had to use the step on the side of my truck to get into a better position and I smiled wide as he wiggled his hips while looking through my truck’s console. I’d purposefully put the collar under quite a few miscellaneous objects in the hopes that he would do as I said.

Once he finally got the collar, he hurried back. I panned the camera down to his crotch as he walked up the stairs to the second floor. Dillon’s cock was tenting his panties and I giggled as he extended the hand with the collar towards me.

“On your knees, whore,” I commanded. He whimpered quietly but did as I asked. “What do you want me to do with that collar, slut?”

“I-I want you to put it on me, Mistress.”

“Mistress who?”

“Mistress Veronica, please put it on me.”

“That’s better,” I purred. I tapped the button on the phone again to end the recording. I left him kneeling there for a few moments as I sent the video to my email address. Once I finished, I handed the phone back to him and took the collar and put it around his neck. The clasp clicked together and I opened the door to head back inside, “Come on, slut. You’ve still got food to finish making.”

Dillon hurried inside and went into the kitchen to check on the food. The chicken must have been nearly done cooking because Dillon started preparing the rice.

I followed him into the kitchen after a moment and put my hands on his hips. My grip tightened just enough to hold him in place as I pressed my hips against his, “You know the best part of picking up a fan?”

“No, Mistress.”

“It’s the fact that I know you haven’t been getting ready for my cock. I love the look on a pathetic man’s face when he has to take as much of my futa-cock as he can before he begs for me to let him adjust,” I whispered into his ear.

I could feel his body quiver as a chill ran down his spine, “Y-You can’t fit all of it in me, can you?”

“I can certainly try,” I purred.

He turned his head to look at me, “What if it hurts?”

“If it’s nothing you can’t handle, you’ll tell me to stop. Then I’ll leave, post your video online, then I’ll check your social media and send it to people you know,” I said.

He groaned and pushed his hips weakly against mine, “I’ll do my best then, Mistress.”

“Of course you will, you wouldn’t want to piss me off, would you?” I asked.

Dillon shook his head, “Dinner is almost done, can you let me go, Mistress?”

I pulled away from him and moved to sit at the small dining table. His place wasn’t well furnished and I could imagine that he just recently found freedom from his parents. For a fleeting moment, I thought about refunding his money but that thought quickly went away. He was a pathetic slut meant for my enjoyment, nothing more.

The porn industry definitely changed me, once upon a time, I was a much more considerate lover. Now, it was difficult for me to view anyone as more than a sex toy. That change used to eat away at me but I had food on my table now, literally and metaphorically.

Dillon slid the plates onto the table and turned to walk back into the kitchen. I called out, “Take off your button up. It looks stupid with your panties on.”

He turned to face me and nodded, “Sorry, Mistress. It was awkward enough just buying the panties.”

“I don’t want to hear your excuses, just do what I said.”

Dillon’s shirt fell to the floor and I smiled warmly. His frame wasn’t as feminine as I liked but he wasn’t overly masculine either. He was willing to serve me, and that went a very long way towards pleasing me.

He continued into the kitchen and came back with two soft drinks. After he put them on the table, he picked up his fork and I clicked my tongue, “Bad girl. You don’t get to eat at the table.”

Dillon’s eyes met mine, “M-Mistress?”

“Put the fork on the table and the plate on the floor. You can eat with your hands like the mongrel you are,” I said. The chicken and rice smelled surprisingly good and I ate a forkful of the food.

He slowly put his fork down and moved his plate on the floor. Dillon knelt beside me and I untucked my cock from my stocking and let it hang between my legs. “Just a little motivation to keep my slut in her place,” I said.

I heard his whimper and watched him as he started nibbling at his food. My left leg rose and I put my foot on his ass. I let my sole gently rub along his panty-clad ass, “I bet you enjoy being down there, don’t you?”

Dillon swallowed his food and kept his eyes on his plate as he responded, “Yes, Mistress, it reminds me that I’m beneath you.”

“Good girl,” I said and then continued to eat my food. We finished a few minutes later. I did let him have his drink during the meal, after all, I wasn’t that cruel. Dillon did deserve to enjoy himself. That pleasure just needed to line up with my personal desires to be in charge of him and treat him like the pathetic sissy I wanted him to be.

I stood up from the table and slid my fingers underneath his collar and led him towards the living room couch. As I slid down into the cheap couch, I mumbled, “I’m not sure if I should even let you use lube tonight, whore.”

“I don’t know if I could take you if we didn’t use lube, Mistress.”

“We could always find out.”

His eyes widened and he looked away from me, “If that’s what you want, Mistress.”

“I really don’t. Do you know how annoying it is to have a slut’s hole resist me? It ends up just being uncomfortable and that ruins my fun. You wouldn’t want to do that, would you?”

“Of course not, Mistress!”

I smiled and released his collar, “Then go grab the bottle.” He moved to stand and I called out, “Bad girl! You crawl on all fours like the dog you are.”

Dillon crawled away and came back a few moments later with an unopened bottle of lube in his mouth. I smiled at him and took the bottle from his maw. I wiped the excess saliva on his shirt and unwrapped the bottle, “Now be a good girl and take off your shirt. Then you’re going to start lubing up my cock.”

He took off his undershirt and looked at me nervously. His stomach was undefined but tight. As he looked up to me, I felt my cock throb. Having him kneeling in front of me in those cute panties with his adorable glasses made him look a lot better than I wanted to admit.

I handed him the bottle of lube and patted his head, “Get to work on a real cock, slut.”

Dillon turned red in the face again as he poured some lube into his free hand. He looked at me and spoke in a whisper, “Is it going to hurt?”

“Probably, but you’re a big girl, aren’t you? Or do you want everyone to see your video and know you as the sissy girl? Trust me, if you’re going to be made fun of around town, you might as well at least try and get some fun out of it,” I said.

He gently took my shaft into his hand and started working the lube up and down my massive length. Each stroke brought me closer to my full size. My fourteen inches slowly filled out. The thick girth I had wasn’t the most impressive but coupled with my size, it earned its title as the largest cock in porn.

Dillon had to continue to put more lube on my cock. By the time he finished using most of the bottle of lube, he had both hands pumping up and down my girl-dick. I smiled down at him and patted his head, “Suck the tip, girl. You might as well taste it before I fuck you.”

He opened his mouth as if to protest but groaned quietly and leaned forward to take the head of my cock into his mouth. His tongue gently lapped at my crown and I ran a hand through his hair. “That’s a good girl, you like the way my cock tastes don’t you?”

Dillon nodded his head and I firmly gripped his hair, “I asked you a question, whore.” He tried to pull away from my cock and I kept a tight grip on his hair, “I didn’t say take my cock out of your mouth. Talk around it, slut.”

He gargled out a distorted, “Love your cock, Mistress!”

I let go of his hair and giggled. “Hands and knees, whore.”

Dillon turned away from me and put his hands on his carpeted floor. “W-What about the panties?”

I slid off the couch and got on my knees behind him and pulled his panties aside. Dillon whimpered as the cloth tightened painfully around his balls but I didn’t care. I used my free hand to press the head of my cock against his pucker, “What about them? I want them on you while I pound your ass. You aren’t allowed to forget that you’re my sissy girl tonight.”

My hips pushed forward and the head of my cock slipped inside his tight ass. A deep groan escaped me as his body gripped my invading shaft. Those warm walls surrounding my cock felt amazing and I moved my hands to his hips and pulled him onto my cock. Inch after inch slipped inside him until his feet thumped against the carpet and he called out, “T-Too big!”

“Aw, is my little whore giving up already? I’ve only got about ten inches in you. There’s still more to go!”

“P-Please, it’s so big, I can’t take anymore, Mistress,” he whined.

I ran my right hand across his panties and pulled the elastic band away from my cock for a moment. His ring contracted around my cock a few times as it tried to return to its normal size. Poor slut, he’d never be able to feel this full again.

“Mm, I guess if you sent another hundred after we’re done, I could settle with just using ten inches. How does that sound?” I purred.

His hands curled into a fist under him and he whimpered out, “D-Done, Mistress! Just please don’t push any more right now.”

I pulled a few inches of my cock out of his ass and thrust back inside him, “You don’t get to make requests, whore. You’re just here to make my life a little more entertaining. Do you understand?”

His soft moan died down and he nodded, “Y-Yes, Mistress.”

My hips gently worked into him for a few moments. The women I’d fucked in porn were typically tight as well but they were at least somewhat prepared for me. This ass was anything but. Each thrust into him was slow and controlled as I tried to stretch him to the point of it being actually pleasant. The friction was slowly easing up and his pucker finally started massaging my cock instead of squeezing it.

“O-Oh my god, y-you’re so big, Mistress,” he moaned.

“I know I am, girl. If all you’re going to say is shit I already know, just keep your mouth shut and moan, whore,” I commanded. My hips surged forth and I managed to squeeze another inch and a half into his body and his ass tensed around my cock. I couldn’t help but moan softly as I pulled out of his clenching ass.

He pushed back against me and didn’t stop until he physically couldn’t take more of my cock. With eleven and a half inches inside his ass, I spoke softly, “Another hundred I’ll even cum inside you, whore.”

“P-Please cum inside me, Mistress,” he pleaded.

I chuckled and started thrusting into him with the intent to bring myself to my orgasm, “Soon, slut. I’ve still got to get there.”

He backed his ass into each of my motions. Each time I stuffed him with my futa-cock, he pushed harder against me. Dillon seemed desperate to have my entire shaft, even after he agreed to pay me to not use the full length.

I closed my eyes as I rutted into him. My hands gripped his hips tightly and I stopped caring at all about his moans as I pushed myself to fuck him harder. Dillon’s ring tightened around my cock and his moans got loud enough to break me out of my trance-like state.

“M-Mistress!” he screamed.

“Cumming without asking me first? Such a desperate girl,” I said. While I wasn’t genuinely upset about his orgasm, I wanted him to think that it annoyed me.

I continued to force my futa-cock deeper into his body as I hammered into his ass. My heavy balls were tightening up and I grunted with each stroke. Dillon’s constant moans were hard to tune out as I tried to think about the money that I made from a chance encounter. The shame that used to come with selling my services no longer existed. Now, knowing that half a thousand dollars were being deposited to my account from this forced me into a euphoric state.

Dillon was paying me just be allowed to be my fuck toy. I felt my toes curling as I pushed my girl-cock deeper into him. I could feel his tight walls gripping the head of my cock as I slipped further into him. My crotch brushed against his ass and I let out a deep groan as I realized that I molded this whore’s ass to fit my cock.

The heated waves of pleasure that washed over my body accumulated in my core before surging forth. I reached forward and took hold of Dillon’s collar in my right hand and pulled just hard enough to keep him firmly in place. My massive cock throbbed within Dillon’s ass and shot after shot of thick, futa-cum pumped deep into his stomach. After eight shots of cum, I lost count and was swept away in my moment of bliss.

When my balls finished unloading in my sissy’s ass, I slowly pulled my cock out of him and sighed heavily. I let go of his collar and crawled back onto the couch and laid across it, “Good girl. Bring me your phone, slut.”

He let out a pathetic, “O-Okay, Mistress,” and crawled over to his jeans to retrieve his phone.

Dillon brought it back to me and unlocked it before offering it to me. I smiled at him, “Stand up.” After he did, I hit the record button on the phone. “Who’s my pathetic cum dump?”

“I am, Mistress Veronica.”

“And what’s your name, whore?”

“Dillon Crawford.”

“Did you enjoy being your Mistress’s worthless slave?”

“I loved every second of it, Mistress Veronica.”

“Good girl,” I stopped the recording. “Now, I’m going to go ahead and email that to myself. Do yourself a favor and clean my cock.”

Dillon leaned over the couch and took my softening cock into his mouth without hesitation. Having already came, my sensitive futa-cock didn’t want much more of his attention and he seemed to understand that. He took as much of my cock into his mouth as he could and sucked it clean before he pulled away and licked around the rest of my shaft.

“That’s better. Bring me your undershirt, sissy,” I said. Dillon did and I used it to dry my cock of his saliva and then tossed it back to him, “Alright, send the money and show me the confirmation message.”

I got off the couch and grabbed my dress. After I tucked my cock back into my stocking, I pulled my dress back on and smiled at him as he held up the message confirming the deposit of three hundred and sixty-eight dollars and thirty-two cents. From the specific amount, I knew that I cleaned him out but I didn’t care. If he struggled to make ends meet after I left, that was on him. After all, could anyone really put a price on the time of their life?


Story Fifty

Cheating Billionaire MILF Enjoys a Futa

A Construction Worker’s Break


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Are you sure about that?" I teased.

"N-No?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She gargled, "Sorry."

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

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

"Put your hands behind your back."

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

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

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

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

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

"I could make that happen," she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Please what?"

"Please fuck me?"

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

"Kelsey?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I guess I am," I panted.

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

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

"Alright, Mistress," she purred.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Story Fifty-One

A Sissy’s Embarrassing First Time

Losing a Bet to a Futa

Book One


“Come on, we bet on a college football game, you can’t hold take that bet seriously,” I groaned to Ella.

“Oh, you bet your cute little ass that I’m holding you to it. The party is in three hours so you better change soon. I’ve still got to do your makeup,” she said and then shook the clothes hanger at me. The tiny black and pink cheerleader outfit wouldn’t be able to hide anything.

We were supposed to be going to her boyfriend’s Halloween party, even though it was a week before the actual holiday. I managed to get myself into this situation by stupidly betting against our college’s football team. The same team that had been on a sixteen win streak. The same team that Ella’s boyfriend played quarterback for.

Suffice it to say, I’d practically begged to be put into this outfit. Her cheap vampire outfit was cute, she had on a pair of tight black leather jeans, a dull gray t-shirt, and a cheap maroon cloak. The most expensive part of her outfit was the red cat-eye contacts she had in. I preferred her natural hazel eyes but the bright red contrasted with her long black hair and made the pale makeup she wore stand out even more.

In short, she was breathtaking, at least, she was to me.

I sighed and took the outfit, “Fuck me, and I have to buy dinner tomorrow too?”

The crush I had on her hurt my soul every day. Since I started college this year, she was my rock and I hated the thought of not letting her know how I truly felt. Then again, she probably thought I was gay and didn’t see me in that light. Who knew?

Ella giggled, “You wish I’d fuck you. I’m not sure my boyfriend would appreciate it, Devin.”

I’d love to have Ella on my bed with her legs spread for me. Then again, how could I compete with Chester? He was loaded, even if it was his dad’s money. His smile was absolutely perfect, his physique was beyond godlike, and he had a two-story house that was already paid for. Ella was pretty much set for life if she stuck with him.

I hurried into the bathroom to change into the revealing outfit. When I unclasped the skirt from the hanger, a pair of pink cotton panties fell to the floor. As embarrassing as it would be to wear the panties, they would help hide my package from prying eyes. Then again, the smallest breeze would have the miniskirt up around my hips.

A bet was a bet and if Ella wasn’t going to let it die, I wouldn’t disappoint. She was the only woman that didn’t completely rip into me because I’m more feminine than most of the chicks on campus. About the only thing I was lacking to be mistaken as a woman was a nice chest.

I hurried up and took off my clothes and slid the panties up my smooth legs. There was no way in hell I was going to tell Ella how nice the panties felt as they caressed my tight ass. Next came the skirt, and then the ‘blouse’ which was essentially just a damn bra.

A glance in the mirror showed me a rather cute cheerleader and I couldn’t deny that I filled the outfit out nicely. My cock strained against my tight panties and I had to wait a moment for my arousal to die down a little before I could step out of the bathroom. Tonight was going to be impossible to get through without being shamed. Even with the tight panties on, the second my cock hardened, my skirt tented enough to show the bulge of my balls in these panties.

I opened the door to my dorm room and called out quietly, “Ella?”

“In the kitchen! I needed a place with decent lighting,” she said.

I walked into the kitchen and saw her at the table laying out her makeup kit and getting the rest of my outfit from her bag. She turned to me and put two realistic fake breasts against my arm, “Yeah, these match your skin tone pretty well.”

“Holy shit, how much did you spend on this damn outfit? This was supposed to be a joke,” I said.

“I’m an art student, I have my ways of finding things. Besides, why would I skimp on tonight? I want to make sure you have the best chance possible to get that little butt of yours fucked,” she said.

I rolled my eyes, “Why are you so sure that I want to get fucked?”

She laughed and untied the front of the blouse so she could start putting the prosthetics on me. “Have you seen yourself? Besides, you’ve never had a girlfriend. You’ve never got on a dating app. Shit, you haven’t even watched any porn if you’re telling me the truth. Why are you still in the closet, it’s not like I’m going to judge you,” Ella said.

The bluntness caught me by surprise. I huffed and shrugged my shoulders.

“Stop moving, I want these on straight,” she said.

“You know, maybe it’s not that I don’t like women. I’m not saying I’m completely straight, but that doesn’t mean I have to hound after dick or pussy all day every day. I’m in college. Believe it or not, I actually want to learn how to write computer code. Sex isn’t everything,” I mumbled. That was only half true. Ella was the woman I had my eyes on but she was taken.

I needed something more than just a quick fling. The person that I shared myself with needed to be someone I knew and trusted, someone I actually cared about. As much as I would love to have someone in my life, our college just didn’t seem to have the kinds of people I wanted to involve myself with.

Ella finished getting the breasts in place and grabbed her makeup kit, “I guess I understand. You’ve just been so damn tense all semester, I want to help you relax a little.” She started applying the makeup to make the breasts appear more natural on me.

“I agreed to go to your boyfriend’s party,” I mumbled.

“You did, and I appreciate you going. Most of the people there are going to be his friends and they’re pretty boring people,” she said.

I smiled at her, was six months long enough to fall in love with someone? Applying the makeup took almost an hour and when she finally got done, she patted my thighs, “By the way, I forgot to give you a part of your outfit.

“Oh?”

Ella finished putting away her makeup kit and reached into her bag to grab a pair of fishnet stockings. My cheeks flushed a deep shade of red as she unfurled them and started sliding them up my right foot. From the angle, it was impossible for her to not see up my skirt and that meant she had a clear view of my steadily hardening cock.

The stockings felt so comforting as they slid up my legs and by the time she finished putting the other one on, she whispered, “You really need to get laid, Devin.”

“Y-You’re just a very attractive woman and your hands were playing with my thighs…” I said.

Ella’s hand slid up my thigh and stopped just short of my crotch, “It’s a shame you’re going to go home with someone else tonight.”

My eyes darted to hers, “W-What?!”

“I didn’t mean it like that. I’m not setting you up for something, I just can’t imagine someone not wanting you when you’re all dressed up. Honestly, you look so much better dressed as a girl,” she said. "If it wasn't for that bulge in your panties, I wouldn't even know you weren't one."

Shit, she did see my erection. I knew she would, but I guess I hoped that she wouldn't look at my cock. "I don't know what to say," I mumbled.

"Don't worry, it's not about the size, it's how you use it," she cooed.

"Oh come on, you're practically telling me that my dick is tiny!"

"You said it, not me. Anyway, you're nice and dolled up. Tonight you're going to be my cute little goth cheerleader," she said.

I grabbed my car keys and rolled my eyes, "Next year, I get to be the vampire and you're going to be the cheerleader."

"Not if you keep betting against our college team, you should know by now that we're not going to lose our win streak any time soon."

We made it to Chester's house a few minutes late, traffic was a bitch and making sure that we didn't hit any children was a priority. I parked behind Chester's Audi and groaned quietly. My piece of shit car looked out of place at this nice house. Ella probably heard an earful from Chester about how I was beneath her. Or maybe he just treated me like a charity case, I couldn't tell.

Ella got out of the car and walked around to my door and pulled it open, "Come on, sweetie. I know you've been wanting to have a flock of guys chase after you. Now is the time!"

I didn't want to get out of the car, hell, swinging my legs out would probably show the small crowd outside my panties. As cute as they were on me, I didn't want anyone to know just yet. Then again, any breeze or draft of air would show everyone anyway.

If I couldn't escape the shame, I might as well embrace it, right? I climbed out of the car and locked the doors before putting my keys in Ella's purse, "J-Just don't get too far from me, okay?"

"I wouldn't dare, you're my thrall, remember?" she asked.

"I thought I was supposed to be the nerdy one."

Ella laughed and put her hand around my waist, "Don't worry, you are. That doesn't mean I can't love games and stuff too. I told you I would read up on the Dungeons and Dragons stuff, you want me to play with you and your friends sometime and I will. It's the least I can do for you, after tonight, I'm pretty sure I'll owe you more than a few favors."

"What's that supposed to mean?" I asked.

She said nothing as she led me into Chester's house. What I expected and the reality of this party were two entirely different things. There was party music playing but it was quiet. There were a ton of people, but they were mostly lounging in the various chairs or standing in huddles talking and sipping their drinks. I pegged Chester as the frat boy party animal type of person, but hell, this was something like what I would throw.

Ella drug me over to Chester's group of friends and he smiled warmly at me and extended his hand, "Devin, right? Ella's told me a lot about you."

I put my hand in his and he gently squeezed mine. I opened my mouth to speak, but all I could do was nod my head. I'd seen Chester around quite a few times and every time we met, he seemed decent but I never stuck around long enough to find out much about him. Seeing him with Ella made me feel nauseous and now was no different.

Chester was the team's quarterback and most of the reason why I always bet against our team. The stunning bastard played his sport on a level far beyond college play. This was my 'competition' for Ella. There was no way in hell I could get her away from him. Chester was a real man and had the means to offer her things I couldn't dream of having for myself.

It didn't help that he had medium length wavy brown hair and shining blue eyes. He should have been a model, at least then I wouldn't feel so damn inferior to him.

"Well, it's nice to meet you officially. I've seen you a few times but you always disappeared to go study," he said.

Ella must have lied to him to cover for me. I didn't deserve to have such a pleasant friend around.

"T-Thanks, it's nice to meet you as well. You've got a really nice home," I mumbled.

"Yeah, my mom decorated the place for me. No shame in admitting that I would have made this entire place a man cave," he said.

Ella smiled and rubbed my hip softly, "What do you think of his outfit, babe?"

"I think I picked a nice one. I really like the stockings, it isn't exactly cheerleader material, but it really goes with the emo vibe he's got going on," Chester said.

I looked at Chester with my brows arched, "Wait, you picked this out?"

"Yeah, Ella said you wanted something revealing and sexy to wear. Something about showing your team spirit."

My eyes cut to Ella and her ear-to-ear grin made my blood boil, "You know I hate our team, don't you? She told me that she just wanted to see if you liked how my butt looked in a skirt." If she wanted to tell a lie like that, I’d straighten things right out for Chester and his teammates.

Ella didn't miss a beat, "No, I said I wanted to see if he liked how you looked in panties."

The other guys Chester were hanging out with looked at me with curious eyes. Chester chuckled, "Well, why don't you show us and I'll let you know."

I didn’t know if I was angrier or ashamed at the moment. I got the feeling that any of the five guys in front of me had larger cocks. That thought probably shouldn’t have crossed my mind but I couldn’t help but see them as better substitutes for Ella than myself. If that wasn’t enough, Ella seemed to be enjoying doing this to me. We’d played pranks on each other before but this was taking things to extremes I wasn’t comfortable with.

Dressed up for Halloween or not, it didn’t go unnoticed that I was the only feminine guy at the party and not a single other guy wore a skirt…

My cheeks burned a bright shade of red and I moved my hands to the sides of my skirt to keep it held down. Ella was having none of that. She quickly batted my hands away and flipped my skirt up. I let out a quiet yelp and tried to cover my semi-hard cock with my hands but it was too late.

Chester walked around me and whistled, "Not bad at all. If I'm being honest, I like his ass more than yours, babe.”

Ella giggled, "I figured you would. But that's not really something I'm worried about. You know which bed you're going to be sleeping in later, don't you, babe?"

"Damn right I do. Doesn't mean I can't enjoy looking though," he said.

"Yo, uh, Devin, right?" a well-muscled jock asked somewhat politely.

While I appreciated the gesture, this was too much to take. I expected things to get a little uncomfortable but having Ella actively showing people my most intimate parts annihilated my confidence. A single tear started trailing its way down my cheek and I bolted for the second-story of Chester’s house.

“Devin, Wait!” I heard Ella call out to me but I didn’t stop. After I made it upstairs, I found one of the thousand bathrooms in Chester’s home and locked myself in. My back rested against the door and my knees slowly buckled. The cold tile floor pressed against my thin panties and I couldn’t stop my emotions from spilling over.

Ella must have said something to the guys before she followed me up. I heard her tap softly on the door, “I didn’t think you’d react that way, Devin. I was trying to get you to cut loose a little. Hell, Jamar seemed really interested in you.”

My tears trickled down my cheeks. “I don’t want them to be interested in me,” I huffed.

“Then why the hell did you agree to this bet in the first place? You knew that our team would win. It’s statistics, you’re a guy that can see a situation for what it is. So why would you agree to something like this?” she asked.

“Because I thought you wanted to see me like this!” I blurted out. The words came from me before I could filter them. My heart jumped into my throat and threatened to choke me but it was already too late. I’d admitted some of my feelings even if it was still vague.

A dangerous thought crossed my mind and for once, I let myself make the wrong choice. Ella would know how I felt about her before I left this damn bathroom.

“I do want to see you in that outfit. There’s a reason you’re dressed up as my goth cheerleader instead of something stupid. Chester isn’t wearing something that goes with my vampire theme, is he?” she asked.

Ella was probably trying to make me feel better, but for once, I felt calmer than I had in a long time. I wasn’t crying anymore but my makeup was already messed up. I could clean that up after I finished saying what I needed to say.

“It’s hard to be this close to you, Ella. You have a boyfriend and there’s no way in hell that I could ever be half the man he is. So I just sit back and watch your life unfold and I try to be a part of it. I try to be there when you need me to be there. I go along with things like wearing this outfit for you because I hope that there is some kind of meaning to it. But I don’t know if there is. Hope can only take someone so far, and I’ve hoped that you would tell me you want to be more than friends for a long time. So without that hope, why should I keep trying so hard?”

Ella sighed and leaned against the door. “Devin, I don’t think you know enough about me to understand why I do what I do. Let’s be real here, you’re not the only one hoping for something. Open the door and let me in. I’m not going to have this conversation without being able to look you in the eye.”

I let out a quivering breath and stood up. I took a bath rag from the towel rack and wet it with water from the sink. After I wiped away the ruined makeup, I called out quietly, “It’s only you out there, right?”

“Yeah, you looked pretty upset and I doubt seeing them would help,” she said.

I unlocked the door and opened it. She stepped in and shut it behind her. The lock clicked back in place and she pulled me in for a hug, “I didn’t mean to upset you like this. I was kind of hoping you would get swept up in the moment and finally let yourself enjoy some attention from some handsome guys. But from what you just said, I think I misread the situation a little.”

My arms weakly wrapped around her lower back, “I know that I’m bi but that doesn’t mean I’m into jocks or anything. It’s more about the personality for me and I can’t think of many of the jocks on the football team that are sweet.”

She pulled away from the hug and continued, “That’s not where I was going with that. I’ve seen the dildos you keep in your dresser drawer. And the panties. That’s kind of why I thought this was something you might enjoy.”

I could feel my cheeks burning again, “W-When did you see that?”

“Two weeks ago, I came over when you were studying and the drawer was still kind of open. I thought you might just jerk off with them, but I saw your panty line through your skinny jeans a few times.”

“Oh fuck, is it that obvious?” I asked. How many other people could tell that I wore panties if she found out? I thought I was being a little discrete with my perversion.

“We’re getting away from the point I was trying to make. You’re not the only one that’s been hiding things because it might change the way we view one another,” she said and then sighed.

I cocked my head to the side, “What do you mean?”

She slid her hands down my arms and gripped my wrists softly. Ella pulled my hand towards her crotch and I instinctively pulled back, “Relax. You’d argue if I didn’t just show you.” I let her continued guiding my hands lower. She let out a deep breath and whispered, “If this changes how you feel about me, I need to know.”

Ella pulled my left hand to her hip and my right hand to her… Balls? She pressed her cock against my other hand and then pulled away, “Chester and I are dating, yeah, but that’s kind of a front. I mean, we really do care about one another, but he’s asexual. I didn’t want to just jump on the first person that came along for my other needs but I really do like you, Devin.”

I was still trying to process that she had a cock. A rather nice cock at that. That explained why her shirts were always a little long and her pants were always a little tight. She was hiding her package.

“S-So how would I even fit into that. I don’t want you to cheat on him, Ella. Especially if he doesn’t know,” I mumbled.

She smiled, “He knows. I wouldn’t keep something like this from him. I was trying to find a good time to tell you about my secret. And yes, it needs to stay secret. If Chester’s parents found out, they’d make his life a living hell.”

“If you thought I was into dudes all this time, why wouldn’t you just tell me about you?”

“Because I’m not a dude and I don’t want you to think of me as a dude. You’ve known me as a woman all this time and just because I was born as a male doesn’t mean I live my life as a male. I love using my girl-dick but that doesn’t mean I’m somehow less of a woman,” she said.

I sighed and let my thumb rub the outline of her growing cock, “I care about you for who you are, Ella. Not what you have. It’s not like you don’t know enough about me already. I really didn’t hide anything from you except the panties thing and that was only because I’m still a little uncomfortable with it.”

“Oh fuck, I wish you would have said something before we left the house. I mean, I knew your bulge would be obvious to the other guys but I thought you might like to be seen dressed up.”

“I do like being seen by you, just not other people” I whispered.

She smiled and leaned in closer for a moment. Ella pressed her lips against mine and ran her hand through my hair while she kissed me. Losing that bet might have been the best thing that ever happened to me.

I kissed her back and Ella was soon grinding her hips into my hand. Her thick cock throbbed within the tight leather confines and I whimpered when she finally broke the kiss. Ella grinned at me, “Are you sure you want to do this? You know that we’ll have to keep this hidden from other people. Except for Chester, of course.”

“I don’t need other people to know. Chester doesn’t seem bad at all but I will still need to get to know him,” I said. Chester had done nothing but be kind to me the few times we met. He even complimented my ass, so how bad could he really be?

“Then we should probably move to Chester’s room. There is a bottle of lube in there that I’m pretty sure you’re going to want to use,” Ella said. She smiled at me and moved to the door, “And don’t worry. The party is staying downstairs, so no one should catch us.”

I followed her as she led me out of the bathroom and into Chester’s room. The bedroom was huge. In the center of the room was a king-sized canopy bed. Chester might have a little explaining to do as I doubt his mom would have had a say in what type of bed he picked out. A smile crept along my lips as Ella launched herself onto the bed.

She rolled onto her back and started pushing her tight jeans down as she called out, “The lube is in the top left dresser drawer. Mind grabbing it?”

I would have preferred to watch her undress, but she had something for me to do. I walked to the dresser and retrieved the bottle of lube. It was nearly empty and if I had to guess, Chester was still letting Ella have him as a reward for something or the other. Ella didn’t strike me as the type of woman to lose control in the bedroom.

When I walked back to the bed, my eyes devoured her nearly-naked body. Her perky breasts were exposed and seemed desperate for my attention. Ella’s hand was slowly stroking her long, thick futa-cock and I swallowed nervously, “S-So, what should I do?”

“Mm, get on your hands and knees on the bed? I wouldn’t want to get you out of that cute outfit, you seem so attached to it. You probably want to take your panties off though, otherwise, I’m going to rip them off of you.”

I tossed her the bottle of lube and then reached under my skirt to wiggle my way out of my panties. Once they were on the floor, I crawled onto the bed, “So this is really happening?”

Ella opened the bottle of lube and started working the slick substance onto her cock as she talked to me, “Unless you don’t want to? I mean, I would love it if we could hang out a little more like a couple later on. Well, I mean we’re still going to have to present as friends, but you get what I mean, right?”

“Of course I do. I don’t really think we’re skipping anything though, I’ve wanted to do this for a while. Even if you’ve got something different than I’ve fantasized about,” I purred.

Once her cock was coated in the lube, she got on her knees behind me and lifted up my skirt, “Next time I’ll use a toy to get you ready before I do this.”

“Do what?” I asked. The head of her cock pressed into my tight ass and I let out a pained yelp.

“That. There’s no easy way of getting it in if you weren’t stretched a little before. It gets easier, sweetie,” she said. Ella’s hands moved to my lower back and she gently rubbed along my lower back as she pushed her girl-cock further into my ass.

She didn’t hurt me intentionally and the pain would fade long before this memory would. A little sting was worth it. If we never experimented, I’d probably live a life of regret, wondering what might have been between us if only I had the balls to say something. Not that my balls had much to do with my decision to tell her how I felt.

That was encouraged by her. Ella might not have meant to upset me but if she didn’t, I wouldn’t have been in a position where I could tell her how I felt. Even if crying on the floor was that position. That shameful moment turned out to be well worth the embarrassment.

I felt her hips pressing against my ass and she let out a deep moan, “Fuck, you’re so tight. I guess I’ve got to stop pretending that you have guys on the side, huh?”

“Y-You’re the one getting me on the side. Hippogriff,” I teased.

She laughed and gave my ass a light slap, “Don’t spoil the campaign you’re going to run. If I know you like the monster then I’m going to want to read up on it!”

I turned my head as best I could to look at her. Tonight didn’t end up anything like I imagined it would, but this moment encapsulated everything I loved about Ella. Even when we both were laying everything on the line for one another, we were friends before anything else. I would trust my heart and soul to Ella, and I hoped that she would do the same with me.

“I love you, Ella.”

She leaned over me and slowly rolled us onto our sides. After repositioning, she snuggled closer to my back and tugged my head towards her so that she could kiss me again. Ella’s tongue pressed against my lips and I opened my mouth for her. Her hips slowly rolled into me as she deepened the kiss.

Her futa-cock pumped into me at a quickening pace. Before long, our breathing had become too difficult to maintain while we kissed and she broke away from me. Her left hand moved to my hip and held me still as she continued pounding into me.

“I love you too, Devin,” she whispered.

As amazing as her cock felt when it ground into my prostate, that pleasure paled in comparison her words. No matter what happened with her and Chester, I would do my best to make sure I stay with her. If Ella felt half as strongly as I did for her then this would work out in the long term.

She let out a quiet groan and continued to pound into me. Her futa-cock reached places in me even my largest toy couldn’t dream of finding. Ella’s right arm snaked under my side and her hand reached around and started stroking my cock. I hissed in a shallow breath and warned her, “I-I’ll cum soon!”

“I know, but I can’t last much longer, baby. Your ass is the best I’ve ever had,” she said.

For a moment, I felt sorry for myself. Not because anything had been done wrong, but because when she came, she would inevitably pull out of me. She filled me in a way that made me whole and I loved every second of it.

Ella’s hand continued to pump my cock furiously as her cock hammered into me. My toes curled and I let out a feminine cry as the pleasure overwhelmed me. My balls tightened up and I heard her groaning behind me as she pounded my ass. I couldn’t hold my orgasm back if I wanted to. As soon as my cock started throbbing, Ella cupped her hand over the crown of my cock and caught my entire load in her palm.

She spoke softly, “Open your mouth.”

I didn’t quite comprehend what she said but my mouth was already open from my moaning. Her arm carefully moved under my side until could finally clamp her hand over my mouth. My eyes opened wide as my salty-sweet cum slid onto my lips.

“Be a good girl for me, baby. Lick it clean,” she said in a low, sensual tone.

My tongue lapped at her palm slowly. Up to this point, I’d never tasted anyone’s cum, let alone my own. The flavor wasn’t foul, but I wished it was hers that I was swallowing.

Ella let out a few soft cries of ecstasy as her hips bucked wantonly into me. Her thrusts were born of desperation instead of skill. She tugged me closer to her with her right hand and forced her futa-cock as deep into me as she could.

I let out a deep, satisfied moan into her hand as her girl-dick throbbed within my body. Warm spurts of her cum pumped into me and she let her hand fall away from my mouth, “G-God damn.”

Her left hand moved to my belly and she slowly rubbed her fingers back and forth over my smooth stomach. My first time didn’t disappoint at all. If anything, I wish my fantasies would have set the bar a little higher. My mind was blown and all I could think about was how much I wanted this to be my life. Ella was my everything.

“Can we get Chester to play Dungeons and Dragons with us?” I asked.

“That’s a little random, baby, but I can talk to him about it. I think he would join up if I asked nicely, why ask?”

I slowly shifted off of her cock. As much as I loved it inside me, I wanted to talk to her, not at her. My body felt weak after my orgasm but I managed to get on my side, facing her, “Because I want to get to know him better. If this is going to work, I think having everyone on the same page is a good thing. I love you, Ella. I really do and I’ll do anything to stay with you.”

She smiled and leaned in for a quick peck on the lips before she whispered, “Then we’ll get him involved. And you already know I love you too, Devin. But are you sure you mean anything?”

“Anything.”

“Even wearing a cute outfit while you’re running the sessions?”

Fuck. My friends would find out about my secret, but I doubt they would even question it when Ella said she liked it on me. “Only if you tell the guys that I have to until our football team loses.”

“Then I’ll start picking out your outfits for the next year,” she said and then chuckled. She gave me a second quick kiss and nodded towards the door, “For now, let’s get our clothes on and go back downstairs, okay?”

“Of course, baby,” the pet name tasted strange in my mouth, similar to the cum. It wasn’t something I was used to, but I certainly wanted to taste both of them again.
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Going Public with my Futa Best Friend

Book Two


Downstairs at the party, I had to try and act like nothing happened. That was easier said than done, with what Ella and I just finished doing, I couldn’t believe how casual she was acting. Chester had his hand on my shoulder at the moment while he was talking to his friends.

Ella smiled at me as she walked back over with a plastic cup, “One fruit punch, minus the alcohol for my sexy cheerleader.”

I took the cup from her and Chester chuckled. His hands gently squeezed my shoulders and he called out quietly to the few people around us, “It might actually be time to shut the party down for tonight. I had a good time, but I’m getting tired. Think you could help me tell everyone, sweetie?”

My cheeks warmed, “S-Sure, Chester.”

His pleasant laugh sounded out again, “I was talking to Ella, but the extra help would be nice.”

If I could get any more red in the face, I’d be surprised. Between the three of us, we let the various groups of people know that they would have to leave soon. Within the next hour, the party-goers helped clean up the slight mess and trickled out of the house.

“Be safe out there, and you better not be driving, Tyler!”

“I’m getting a ride from another friend, bro. Thanks for caring though!” the studly figure called back.

Chester shut the door and let out a deep breath. Ella put her arm around my waist and called out in her angelic voice, “Are you too tired to talk, baby?”

He shook his head, “Of course not, I wanted to send them away before I got too sleepy.”

I couldn’t believe how sweet he sounded. Everything I pictured about him before this night was quickly being melted away. He wasn’t an asshole, he wasn’t a cocky jock, and he wasn’t even having sex with Ella. At least, not as far as I could tell. Then again, the bottle of lube was nearly empty when Ella and I had our fun, so someone was having sex with the other.

Chester closed the distance between us and smiled down at me, “I hope you had fun up there. I don’t want to make you uncomfortable, but Ella told me how much she wished she could do something with you. Believe it or not, she really didn’t know if you would be interested in her. I told her you would be, but I’m sure you know how she is.”

I smiled and nodded, “Never ready to take someone else’s advice until she absolutely has to.”

“I’m standing right here!” she huffed.

“Then why don’t we go sit on the couch? Or upstairs? Is the bed okay to get on?” Chester asked.

Ella chuckled, “You might want to grab the cover off the guest bed. Things got a little messy when my little cheerleader stood up.”

I felt about two inches tall as she told him that detail, “W-Why did you have to tell him that?”

“Tell him what? That you couldn’t even stand up after I fucked you?” she continued.

Chester headed towards the living room and sat on the couch, “Well, before I get too sleepy, I wanted to talk about that entire situation.”

“Please don’t make me go over it word for word, I can’t handle that kind of shame,” I mumbled.

Ella kept her arm around me as she moved to join Chester. I was sandwiched between them and Chester smiled warmly, “I won’t ask you to do anything like that. I definitely understand how you feel about the sex stuff. As much as I want to make Ella happy, it’s uncomfortable for me. There’s just something about the act of getting off that isn’t appealing. That might be super weird to hear someone say, but sex isn’t something I care about. Making Ella happy, and maybe even making you happy, would be something that makes things worthwhile to me.”

“I didn’t talk to him about that yet, babe,” Ella said.

Chester nodded, “Right, I can imagine you two didn’t exactly have much time to think about things. Is it okay if we go into that now?”

“How long have you two been thinking about this?” I asked.

“Ella mentioned you to me about a month after we got together and I finally told her I was asexual. I thought I’d be able to meet her needs, but since all I can really do for her is let her… I mean, it’s not exactly hard to lay on my side and let her enjoy herself. Anyway, that aside, Ella needs a little more than I can offer. She hates that I only do it for her.”

Ella piped up, “Can you blame me? I know you love me, Chester, but damn, I can’t stand you just laying there not enjoying yourself. I know that emotionally, you’re fine. But physically, you might as well just be in a different world.”

“I didn’t say I could blame you, but I do want you to be happy. If that means that bringing Devin into this would help both of us out, I really wouldn’t mind it. I hate to be this way, but I couldn’t be public about the dating.”

“I already told him that. But I do want to make sure that if we did something like this, we would all spend time together. I don’t want this to be something that you’re doing for my sake. If you can’t see yourself enjoying spending time with Devin, this shouldn’t happen. And the same goes for you, Devin. I really care about you, but I want to make sure that you’re not going to hate every second of being around Chester. Sex is secondary here, as nice as your little ass felt, I couldn’t enjoy that if I knew you didn’t love being with both of us,” Ella said.

They both went quiet and I took my chance to speak, “I mean… I don’t know Chester like you do, but he’s been really sweet so far. I can’t promise that I’ll like him when we spend some alone time. And you’re right, the sex is nice, but I can’t pretend that I wouldn’t want to at least try to include Chester if we did decide to keep going forward with this. I don’t want to only do things behind his back, it feels scummy.”

Chester smiled, “Then why don’t we spend some time together a little more often?”

Ella’s hand slid down to my hip and she pulled me into her, “I think that’s a great idea, but I was kind of hoping that we could see a movie together. Uh, not going to lie, I want to mess around. I’ve always wanted to do something in public and I’ve never had the chance.”

“Are you serious?” I asked. “Do you have any idea how hard it was to dress up and come to this party? How do you think it’s going to be in public?”

She smiled, “How did you know I wanted you to dress up for it?”

My eyes widened, “Oh my god, I was talking about messing around. Ella, you’re ridiculous!”

Chester chuckled, “Well, what about we just go to the movie? I don’t see a point in making you do anything you don’t want to, but that’s something we could do without anyone thinking something was happening.”

I sighed, “That doesn’t sound too bad.”

“What if I made Chester join us for Dungeons and Dragons? Would you at least wear a bra and panties for me? You could wear other clothes like you usually do, come on, please? It turns me on so much!” Ella pleaded.

I rolled my eyes and looked over at Chester, “Would you play with us if I did?”

“Devin, I’d do about anything to make you both happy. If playing a game would make you happy and help get Ella’s way, I’ll play.”

Ella smiled wide, “So?”

“Fine, I’ll do it, but I want you to get me another wig. I enjoyed being blonde tonight, but if I’m going to be going out in a bra and panties, I want to at least try to make it harder for people to recognize me,” I said.

“Sounds like you’re enjoying dressing up,” she cooed.

My cheeks warmed again and I glared at her, “A simple yes or no would do just fine.”

She smiled, “I’ve got one that I think you’d like. I thought Chester might just want a certain kind of partner in the bedroom. Not that I don’t trust him when he says he’s asexual, but I still wanted to try.”

“And I appreciate that, baby. It’s time for bed though, Devin, did you want to stay the night?” he asked.

Ella slid her hand into the hem of my skirt, “Chester’s bed is big enough for all of us.”

I nodded my head, “I, uh… Sure?”

“Hey, so I’m not too interested in the sex side of sleeping together, but I’d love to snuggle up to you, Devin. Is that something I could do?” Chester asked. “I know that’s odd to ask on the first night of whatever this ends up being.”

“It’s only a little weird, but if it’s fine with Ella, I’m okay with that,” I said softly. How was I supposed to say I’d love to have those strong arms holding me tight without sounding like I wanted to have him inside me?

Ella chuckled and snapped the waistband of my panties with her finger, “Leave the panties on tonight and I’ve got no complaints.”

Getting into bed with them was a strange experience, but nothing too uncomfortable happened. The worst of it was stripping down to nothing but my panties. Neither of them asked me to do it in front of them, so I ended up just hiding under the cover while I undressed. Soon after, Chester slid into bed behind me and pressed his hips against mine.

I didn’t think he would be sleeping nude, but I wasn’t going to complain either. Asexual or not, Chester couldn’t pretend that his hardened cock wasn’t digging into my butt for a while until we finally got settled down. As pleasant as that was, I didn’t want to make a big deal of it.

The first open conversation we had together as a triad was nice, but I didn’t want to push things too far. As nice as this all was, it was still very sudden and I couldn’t quite be sure that it would work out. For all I knew, Ella could have just been stringing me along because she felt guilty about having sex with me. I hoped that wasn’t the case… I prayed it wasn’t.

Warm beams of light trickled through the window and assaulted my eyes and I squirmed to get out of the way of the sunlight. Chester groaned and pulled me in closer to him, “It’s okay, baby.”

His deep voice sounded so soothing, but I got the feeling that he thought he was holding Ella. I spoke quietly so as to not wake Ella, “I’m okay. The sun was in my eyes.”

Chester rubbed his fingers across my stomach, “Let’s go back to bed, baby.”

“Like hell you two are going to sleep in anymore. I’ve been playing the PlayStation with headphones for the past hour, do you two have any idea how bored I am? You two looked so cute, I didn’t want to wake you up. But I’m hungry and I didn’t feel like cooking, do you two want to grab something to eat?”

I mumbled, “What time is it?”

“Ten thirty.”

Chester let out a loud yawn and pulled his left arm away from me so he could stretch, “Damn, I would have slept until the sun went down.”

“I know you would have, but I’ve got to get Devin ready to go and you need to figure out what you want to eat,” she said as she turned off the console and got out of bed.

Waking up this morning was easier than I thought it would be. Not that I thought I would die or anything rash, but I expected there to be some lingering tension. Chester didn’t seem to have the slightest reservation about me joining him in his bed, even though I was practically a stranger. Ella had every right to be jealous that Chester held me through the night, but instead, she seemed happy as always.

I couldn’t even find a reason to be embarrassed for the first time in a very long time. Here I was, still right beside the star of the football team in nothing but a pair of panties… Yet I felt more comfortable with myself than I ever had.

Being involved in their relationship shouldn’t have meant my life needed to be turned upside down. If anything, the only part that was really changing was my tastes in how I presented myself. Last night was the first time that so many people noticed me in a positive light. Maybe it was because I was a guy dressing up as a woman, but I didn’t think that was it.

After Ella and I came back from upstairs, I couldn’t help but notice how people’s gazes lingered on me. When I walked past someone, if I glanced back, their eyes were glued to my ass. I wasn’t the kind of person that enjoyed being the center of attention all the time, but why would I deny enjoying being noticed? After living in the shadow of everyone else, it was nice to finally feel like I was someone worth desiring.

Ella and I stepped into the bathroom while Chester went downstairs to use another shower. With a little separation between us and him, Ella smiled at me and glanced down at my panties, “I’ve got a lingerie set I want you to wear today, sweetie.”

I nodded, “I’m okay with that.”

“And what else are you okay with? Last night you seemed a little unsure.”

“Honestly, the more I think about it, the more I enjoy the idea of being dressed up. I don’t want people to make fun of me or put me down for enjoying it though. I know that’s stupid and I shouldn’t care what people think, but I do.”

“When people tell you that you shouldn’t be a little worried about it, that’s some therapist shit that I don’t think perfectly applies to everyone. Sure, you don’t want other people’s opinions to be what you hinge your life around, but it’s nice to not feel like a target for everyone either. Still, I don’t say this to be mean, but I don’t think many people would be surprised if you did start dressing as a woman,” she said.

I sighed and hooked my thumbs in my panties and pushed them away. Ella smiled at the sight of my cock and nodded towards the shower, “Want to play a bit?”

“Maybe later? I don’t want to keep Chester waiting too long.”

“Shame, but that’s a sweet sentiment. How do you feel about a long brunette wig? I loved it, but I think it would look much better on you until your hair grows out,” she said.

I smiled at her and stepped into the shower, “If you think I’ll look good in it, I’ll try it.”

“I think you look great no matter what you’re in, Devin.”

“If you keep being that sweet, I’m going to start expecting it.”

“Maybe you should expect it. You deserve nice things, but I don’t know how much of that I can do for you. I’ll be honest, Devin. I love sex. I crave it. I want it pretty much all the time and I know that’s not right or even fair to you. I don’t want you to think that it’s all I want, but I’ve got a sex drive that I hate. I’m scared of trying to make this work long-term because I don’t know if I’m what you really want,” she said.

“Where is this coming from?”

Ella finished getting naked and joined me in the shower. Her cock was already hard, but I could tell she wasn’t in a sexual mood, “It’s coming from my heart. I don’t want to hurt you, Devin. As cute as you are and as much as I enjoyed last night, I don’t want this to ruin our friendship. I love you, but I don’t know just how far that’s going to take us. But I know that it was burning a hole in my heart until last night.”

She took a deep breath and sighed, “I can’t let myself hurt you. So if you think I’m being pushy or I’m a little too much, I can’t promise I’ll be able to tone back. This is just how I am, for better or for worse… But that doesn’t mean I won’t at least try to change for the better for you. I just need to know what to work on to even get started.”

I smiled at her and reached down to take hold of her shaft. As I talked, I gently stroked her back and forth, “I know that you’re really worried about this, but last night, I was a virgin. That changed so fast, but I know what I want. Your sex drive might irritate you, and I can’t promise I’ll always be in the mood, but I loved having you so deep in my ass last night. I loved being dressed up for you. I loved having you tell me what to do, even making me eat my own cum. I would have never done that if not for you, and I wouldn’t have ever thought to try it. You’re not the only one that hates things about themselves.”

She let out a soft moan as I slunk to my knees. I gave her crown a kiss before looking into her eyes, “But I love how you make me feel. I’m still a little worried about all of this… It seems too good to be true.”

“Baby, you’re going to have to stop before I need to cum,” she groaned.

I stood up and wrapped my arms around her shoulders. Our cocks rubbed together as I leaned forward to kiss her passionately. After a few moments, she relaxed and put her hands on my hips and let me take the lead.

“Maybe I want to make you cum? Ever think about that?” I asked before kissing her soft lips once again.

My hand trailed down her front until I reached her breast. Her nipple hardened under my touch in seconds. As I toyed with her breast, she moaned softly into the kiss. Ella’s cock throbbed against my hip, letting me know that I had other matters to attend to.

I wrapped my hand around her thick shaft and stroked her slowly as our tongues danced together. My own arousal was impossible to ignore, but I didn’t feel the need to take care of myself. Right now, all I wanted was to make Ella forget about all of her concerns. She might have worried about me thinking our friendship would be nothing now that we had sex, but she didn’t know how desperate I was to have her.

Sex wasn’t everything, but how was I supposed to pretend that making her cum wasn’t the most rewarding thing to me? Her concerns were valid and I wasn’t going to deny that things might be a little uncomfortable if I wasn’t so willing.

The hot water sprayed down onto my back and I worked my hand faster along her cock. When the steam in the shower built up to the point that it was hard to breathe that I finally stopped kissing her. I broke away and smiled at her, “Don’t be too harsh if I’m not good at this.”

“Good at what?” she asked.

I slunk to my knees and wordlessly took her crown into my mouth. The droplets of water that run down my face made me worry that I would end up sucking them in as I breathed heavily. But I didn’t want to stop trying to get Ella off. If this was something she enjoyed, I wanted to do it for her. Not because I owed her anything, but because I wanted to.

She groaned and held onto the top of my head, “You’re doing great. Fuck, your mouth feels so good!”

I forced myself to take her cock further down my throat until I gagged instinctively. Instead of pulling away, I held myself there and gently gripped her thighs until I absolutely had to breathe. I took her cock out of my mouth and used my hand to stroke her as fast as I could, “I want to taste your cum.”

She giggled and pulled my head back towards her shaft, “Then keep going, baby girl.”

Our eyes locked for a second, just until a drop of water splashed into my eye and I yelped from the shock. Shower blowjobs might not end up being my favorite thing to do, at least, not without making sure I didn’t do something silly like that in the future!

I took Ella’s cock back into my mouth and closed my eyes. Each time I took her cock into my throat, my body reacted a little less violently. When I finally felt my nose press against Ella’s groin, she let out a deep groan and called out, “Fuck, I’m about to—”

My hand cupped her balls and I gently massaged them as I continued sucking as hard as I could. My cheeks hollowed and I took her cock into my throat faster than I should have with each motion. I tried to keep my gagging sounds as quiet as I could. Ella let out a loud gasp and used both her hands to pull me as far down onto her cock as she could.

Even with the practicing I was just doing, I felt my throat tighten around her shaft and I panicked for a few moments as her cock started throbbing. After the first hot rope of her cum shot down my throat, she let go of my head and let out a loud moan.

I quickly pulled away from her cock until only her crown was inside my mouth. My tongue danced along the sensitive underside of her head and I whimpered quietly with each salty burst of her seed. As nervous as I was to do this for her at first, the salty-sweet taste of my best friend’s cum made it all worth it.

Once her cock started softening, I let her crown fall out of my mouth with a soft pop and then stood so that we were eye level. I swallowed her cum while I stared into her eyes and whispered, “You’re not the only one that really wants you to be satisfied. I just enjoy being the one that gets you off, Ella.”

She let out a low groan and put her hands on my hips, “If you enjoy it as much as I do, then I think that I might have to start rewarding you more. Then again, I’m pretty sure stuffing that tight little ass of yours is enough of a reward for getting me off, isn’t it?”

I giggled but shrugged my shoulders, “Sex is a natural thing, I just don’t know how you can be so comfortable with it. Last night and just a little bit ago, you called me a girl in while we fooled around and I never felt so excited in my life. I don’t think I’m trans, but I do know that I like being your girl. Sissy, femboy, trap, I don’t care what you call me. I just know that I want to be with you.”

“And Chester?”

“And Chester, but he’s going to take some time to get comfortable with. I’ve known you for a while, he’s still new. I let him snuggle up to me and grind his cock against my butt all night. For someone that is asexual, he didn’t seem to dislike my ass,” I said.

“He likes the sensations, but sex makes him uncomfortable. Like, turn off kind of uncomfortable. I don’t want to get out of the shower, but we probably should get clean so I can get your makeup done and get you ready to go?”

“Who said anything about wearing makeup?” I asked teasingly.

She giggled and gave my ass a firm squeeze, “I did. You didn’t bring a change of clothes, baby girl. As cute as you are, do you really want to hide those legs with jeans or would you rather wear a skirt that’d make my cock rip through my panties?”

I reached down and gave her cock a slow stroke, “I think I’d rather make you wish you could bend me over the nearest table and fuck me.”

“That’s my girl,” she purred.

It took almost an hour to get my makeup done. Instead of just letting her apply it, I had her help coach me through each tiny step to make sure that I could start learning. If this was something that was going to keep happening, I wanted to be the one making myself pretty for her.

Her concern earlier touched my heart and I knew that I had to show her that the only thing that was changing was how intimate we got, but I didn’t quite know how. Sex was something I’d avoided up to this point because I didn’t want to share my body with someone that I didn’t truly trust. Ella would take a bullet for me. She’d probably kill someone if they hurt me. I trusted her more than I trusted myself.

Chester might not be interested in having sex with her, but if she had needs, I had no problem satisfying them. I’d just have to prove to her that she wasn’t going to make me feel uncomfortable by asking me to be there for her when she wanted me. Ella had made my life feel like I wasn’t just watching a movie unfold. Instead of being trapped inside my own head going through the motions, I was in the driver’s seat for once.

It was liberating to be able to appreciate my feminine side. It was liberating to finally stop being ashamed of myself for enjoying things that weren’t considered normal for a ‘man’ to enjoy. Who got to define what I could and couldn’t do to enjoy my life?

After I finished my eyeliner with Ella’s help, we walked back into Chester’s bedroom and she dug around in a few drawers to grab underwear for both of us, socks, and a skirt for me. The pink and black lace lingerie she tossed my way made my heart thunder in my chest. Perverted or not, cute panties made my cock as hard as it could get!

The skirt she gave me was a simple black one that stopped just above my mid-thigh. Finally, she handed me a cute white shirt with large black roses running up the sides. “There you go. That screams emo kid, that’s what you like, isn’t it?” she asked.

I shrugged, “I think that I look good in dark clothes.”

“Do you think stockings would be pushing it too far?”

Chester walked into the room with a pair of athletic shorts and a muscle shirt on, “I think Devin would look great with stockings. Are you two about ready to leave? I don’t mean to rush you ladies, but I thought we’d be leaving forever ago.”

I blushed at him calling me a lady and nodded, “Stockings are fine, the wig should only take a second to put on.”

Ella smiled at me and opened another drawer to hand me a pair of black stockings, “You look beautiful, by the way.”

“You really do, Devin. I know it probably doesn’t mean much coming from me, but you’re gorgeous.”

“Thank you, but it’s all Ella’s work,” I said.

She smiled and opened the closet and pulled out the brunette wig she mentioned earlier. The long hair had slight curls and I couldn’t help but imagine that I’d be the talk of the town if people could see me all dolled up. Then again, maybe that wouldn’t be such a good thing. Getting dressed up in private was one thing, but this wasn’t a bet. It wasn’t even a dare.

If someone recognized me today, they would probably be able to tell in a split second that I was doing this for sheer personal pleasure.

Ella put the wig on me and straightened it, “There, finally finished. Want to go look in the mirror, sweetie?”

I nodded and hurried into the bathroom to take a quick glance. The fear in my heart disappeared immediately. The woman looking back at me was unrecognizable from the Devin that people knew.

After I stepped out of the bathroom, we all gathered our things and left in Chester’s large truck. On the drive over to the restaurant, Ella filled Chester in about what we did in the shower and he seemed to be excited to hear that we were “getting along”.

It still felt a little uncomfortable to have sex with Chester’s girlfriend. Maybe it wouldn’t have been so odd if he was at least around when we did things. At least then I wouldn’t feel like I was sneaking around to do it.

Once we got to our destination, Ella had to practically drag me out of the truck, “Oh come on, you’re gorgeous and even I wouldn’t recognize you as a guy.”

I let her get me out of the truck, but I couldn’t bring myself to take a single step towards the delicious aroma exuding from the Mexican restaurant, “But what if—?”

“What if what? Do you think that someone’s going to kick your ass or try to make you feel like you’re pathetic or something? I’d put a hundred bucks on Chester kicking their teeth in. He’s a sweetheart, but he’s not the type of dude to let people talk shit about his friends, let alone the people he snuggles up to at night,” Ella said.

Chester nodded, “I don’t really care for conflict all that much, but if someone starts something with you, they’re starting something with me.”

I sighed, “Fine.”

Ella giggled and put her hand on the small of my back, “Come on inside, besides, if you ever want people to stop staring, we can go to the bathroom together.”

“The women’s restroom?” I asked.

“Where else would a cute girl like you go?” she purred.

I bit my lower lip and let her lead me inside with Chester following behind us. After we were seated at a booth in the back of the building, Ella glanced around and took my hand and planted it on the bulge in her skinny jeans, “I’ve always wanted to play around in a place like this.”

My cheeks immediately warmed and Chester called out, “I’ll tell you when someone’s coming.”

As awkward as it was to do something like this, I couldn’t deny that my own cock was growing in the panties I had on. Had anyone told me that I’d be doing something like this just a few days ago, I would have laughed at them. But here I was, hand on Ella’s cock. The same cock I’d just enjoyed a hot load of cum from not even an hour ago.

“But what happens if you get close?” I mumbled as I stroked her cock through the jeans.

She rested her head against the back of the booth and chuckled, “Then we can go to the bathroom and I’ll fuck you until you can’t walk. How’s that sound?”

Chester tapped his hand against the table, “Waitress.”

I pulled my hand away from her thick bulge and whispered into her ear, “It sounds like we should do that instead of repeating what I did in the shower earlier.”

Ella’s eyes widened and then she smiled at the waitress, “I’ll have a steak, medium rare and water for my drink.”

“Chicken fajita, please, with water as well,” I chirped.

The waitress jotted down our order and before Chester could even get a word in, Ella and I darted off to the bathroom. It might have been a little unfair to leave him behind, but he probably knew more about Ella’s sex drive than I did.

Besides, if she wanted to do anything sexual in public, I’d at least rather be able to enjoy myself as well. I couldn’t say for sure, but I don’t think many women would be entirely too surprised to see two women in the same stall. At least, if I wasn’t moaning like a whore when they came into the restroom!

As soon as we were inside, Ella pushed me into a stall and undid her jeans so she could pull her cock out of her panties, “Hands against the wall, sweetie.”

I did as she asked. My feet were wide enough apart to keep a firm base and I jutted my ass out to give her all the access she could want. Without another word, she flipped my skirt up and pulled my panties down just far enough to expose my ass.

Ella shuffled around behind me for a few seconds before her hands spread my cheeks. Her warm, wet tongue pressed against my pucker and I let out a quiet moan. As horny as I was, I still wished we had real lube instead of just spit, but I wasn’t going to complain too much. There were so many people that joked about rimjobs, but Ella’s tongue felt heavenly as it probed my ass.

If she was going to treat me like this for doing favors for her, I might have to start waking her up with blowjobs, letting her fuck me before she went to bed and anything else she wanted in the time between!

The main door of the bathroom creaked as it opened and Ella immediately pulled away from my ass. Instead of separating, she simply pressed her thick cock against my back door and put her hand over my mouth. She pushed her cock into my ass and it took everything I had to not squeal from the sharp pain. Spit was better than nothing, but it wasn’t a real replacement for lube.

After a few moments, the pain faded enough and I could relax slightly. Ella pressed her breasts against my back and leaned in close to start suckling on my neck as she pushed her cock deeper into my tight ass. Each inch that slid inside me made me want to shove myself into her so that I could enjoy being stuffed full of her massive cock once again, but I had to wait.

The commode next to us was flushed and after the woman washed her hands, she left the bathroom. Ella pulled her hand away from my mouth and whispered, “Think you can be a good girl and not scream too loud while I fuck you?”

I nodded my head slowly, “I-I can try, E-Ella.”

She put her hands on my hips and pushed into me until I felt her jeans rub against my bare ass, “Good, then I’m going to make this quick.”

As much as I wanted this to go on for hours, to feel my lover’s cock inside me until I’d memorized how every millimeter felt in me, I knew we didn’t have the time to spare. Ella’s grip tightened on my hips and she started slowly pumping into my ass. With each stroke, the tight grip of my pucker around her cock relaxed until it could finally slide into me without pain.

I moaned softly and immediately covered my mouth with my hand until I got a hold of myself. Ella pulled my collar aside and sunk her teeth gently into my neck. Her tongue danced along my smooth skin as she hammered her cock into me. When she moaned, vibrations tingled through my body and I had to bite my cheek to keep myself from getting loud. Just knowing how turned on she was made my own cock ache with the need for release.

Ella’s thick shaft stretched my tight ass and she slid her hand down the front of my skirt and started playing with my cock. Each time her thin fingers rubbed against my sensitive crown my knees threatened to buckle.

Soon, the pleasure of having Ella’s cock grinding against my prostate and her hand stroking me was too much to handle. I knew that I told her I would be quiet, but I couldn’t stop the soft moans from pouring out of me as my balls tightened up. Ella pulled away from my shoulder and whispered, “That’s right, cum for me like a good girl.”

I was already too far over the edge to turn back, but her words were all it took to put the final nail in the coffin. My skirt caught the first shot of my cum, but Ella quickly angled my cock straight down and focused on slamming her cock into me as hard as she could. Her hips crashed into mine and even with the jeans helping muffle the sound, she still managed to make our bodies clap together.

Each time her cock disappeared into me, another wave of ecstasy crashed through me and prolonged my euphoric orgasm. Ella let out a groan and hammered into me one final time. Her arms wrapped around my waist and she suckled my earlobe into her mouth as her cock throbbed deep within me. The second time that Ella’s cum pumped into my ass was no less blissful than the first. Knowing that my best friend could enjoy me like this made my heart soar, but I couldn’t pretend she was the only one getting anything out of it.

How could anyone not enjoy being filled with a beautiful woman’s cum? How could they not want to make this Goddess feel as good as they made me feel?

Once her cock finally stopped unloading its hot cum into me, she slowly pulled out of my ass and pulled my panties up my legs. Warm, sticky cum clung to my shaved balls and she whispered, “Messy panties for a dirty girl. Don’t worry, when we get home tonight, I’ll make sure to show you how much I love a filthy little slut.”

Being called a slut was a little unexpected, but I loved hearing that word coming out of her mouth. “I-I love you so much,” I panted.

“I love you too, baby girl. Let’s wash our hands like good girls and go eat lunch. I’m sure Chester would love our company.”

“Are we still going to the m-movie after this?” I asked.

She chuckled, “Of course, you’re not going to get out of those panties that easily.”

As disgusting as it was to wear cum-filled panties, I wasn’t going to deny my lover that. I just couldn’t stop thinking about what was going to happen later tonight!
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The walk from the bathroom to the table was one of the most uncomfortable experiences of my life. Everyone that looked my way must have been able to tell what just happened between us. Ella brushed past me and sat down in the booth. She patted the seat beside me and smiled devilishly, “Sit down, sweetie.”

My ass was still a little tender from being fucked in the bathroom, so I eased down into the booth as carefully as I could. Chester’s eyes locked with mine and he chuckled, “I take it you two had some fun?”

“More than a little,” Ella teased.

I looked down at the table and mumbled, “It was exciting.”

Chester nodded, “I bet it was. Watch your hands, the waitress is coming.”

The waitress strode over two us with our meals and she called out, “Hot plates, careful.”

After putting them down, she was gone as quickly as she came. The three of us ate our meals without getting too deep in conversation. After just a few bites, I was losing my appetite. As delicious as my food was, Ella’s cum was leaking into my panties and I felt disgusting. With the adrenaline from the sex out of my system, I could appreciate just what Ella meant when she said I was going to be her filthy slut.

The cum would ruin my panties, that much I was sure of. As cute as these pink and black underwear were, Ella was going to have to make it up to me. Even if they weren’t my panties in the first place!

After we finished eating, we got back in Chester’s truck and he waited for Ella to give tell him which theater we would be going to. The action film she decided on was one that I was mildly interested in, but I couldn’t help but think about what perversions she might have in store for me there. If a trip to a restaurant could be turned into me getting fucked in the bathroom, what would she want from me in a loud, dark environment?

The lines at the theater weren’t long at all. While we were going to a showing just after one in the afternoon, I still expected it to be a little more crowded. Chester paid for the tickets and handed them to us. Once inside, we grabbed popcorn and drinks and then found our seats within the theater.

It had been far too long since I was able to enjoy the large, comfortable recliner seats in this theater. The additional cost of the tickets was far more than worth it for such luxury! After what Ella did to my butt earlier, I wasn’t going to feel the slightest bit guilty about having Chester pay for our little date today.

“I’m so excited,” Ella whispered.

I smiled at her and shifted onto my right hip to give my butt a break. She didn’t hurt me too bad, but next time something like this happened, Ella was going to have to bring lube or I’d turn her down. Maybe. I wasn’t going to deny how good it felt to be such a bad ‘girl’.

“Did you two turn off your phones?” I asked.

Chester nodded, “Yeah, it’s the worst when someone’s phone goes off in the middle of the show.”

Ella put a hand on my outer leg and the other hand on Chester’s thigh, “I’m glad I have you two. I really do hope you two know that I don’t mean to be too pushy about things.”

“I knew what I was getting into when I asked you to be my girlfriend, Ella. You told me back then that you’d have to get laid eventually and I told you that we would figure something out. Who knew that your friend would be the perfect fit?”

My cheeks warmed from the compliment. As strange as it was to just jump into Ella’s relationship like I did, it was nice that both of them seemed to be supportive. Chester might be doing this mostly for Ella, but I could see myself falling in love with someone like him. He seemed to want the best for people with no real underlying motives.

Maybe I didn’t know him well enough to think that he might not have other needs, but for now, he was the kind of man I wanted to be in my life. He made Ella happy, that was enough for me to want to trust him as much as she seemed to.

“Thank you both for the opportunity,” I said quietly as the commercials started.

Ella chuckled, “Don’t thank me yet, I’ve been getting some pent up tension out of my system with you. I know it’s a little unfair to both of you, but I think things will balance out soon. Just try not to hold it against me if I’m a bit frisky for the first little while.”

“We had that conversation a few days ago, Ella. You know that I’m fine with whatever happens between you two as long as you’re not sneaking around to have sex with other people. Devin is a sweet guy and as little as I know about him, I still feel like he’s someone I could enjoy spending a lot of my time with. Just… Try not to betray my trust, okay?” he asked.

I couldn’t tell if he was asking me or Ella, but I nodded and called out as loudly as I dared, “I’m not interested in an open relationship. I never imagined I could comfortably be in a triad, but I think it’s nice so far. It’s too early to know for sure, but I hope things keep going like they are.”

“Chester, you’ve been one of the most understanding and genuine people I’ve ever met. Just because I love when someone enjoys having sex with me doesn’t mean that I’m going to ruin what we have to get that. You worked with me and now I think I’ve found something that works for all of us,” she said.

The opening credits of the film started and our conversation ended. After a few minutes of being on my side, I rolled onto my back and extended the leg rest of the seat and leaned as far back as I could. While the movie didn’t seem too boring, I honestly felt like I could take a nap.

Just as I was starting to drift off, Ella’s hand brushed against my groin and I looked over to see her grinning at me. She put the bucket of popcorn on my legs and nodded towards my crotch. I glanced down and then back over to her. A little further over, I could see her other hand stroking an impressive bulge in Chester’s pants and I quickly made sense of what she wanted.

I spread my legs slightly and her hand disappeared under my skirt. Within moments, Ella’s fingers were delicately tracing over my cock. I didn’t want to make a scene, but it was hard to not writhe in my chair as she slowly picked up the pace. Each time my cock throbbed against her hand, she gave it a firm squeeze and held it against my crotch until I finally relaxed. Only then did she go back to teasing my sensitive member with her skilled fingers.

Chester didn’t seem to be bothered by Ella’s attention to his cock and I couldn’t fathom how. Each time she ran her thumb over my crown, I had to fight to keep a moan from slipping out. Before long, Ella’s teasing had the crotch of my panties soaked with my precum. As if it wasn’t already bad enough that the strip of cloth between my legs wasn’t still wet with my cum. On top of that, her cum that had trickled out of me caused the back of my panties to cling to my tight ass.

Why couldn’t she just leave bad enough alone? But if she did, I wouldn’t be enjoying myself nearly as much as I was. While she seemed worried about being a little too sexual with me, I couldn’t even act like I didn’t love it. After all of these years of being a virgin, I didn’t see why I waited so damn long. If sex could be as amazing as it had been with her so far, I was the one missing out. Ella deserved to be satisfied and I loved being the one she shoved that thick cock into…

Just before the movie was about to end, Ella picked up the pace and stroked my cock as quickly as she could without drawing too much focus to us. I didn’t know how the security in the cinema didn’t catch us, hell, maybe they did and just didn’t want to say anything. There was no way that I was going to complain about my luck right now though!

Chester’s quiet grunt was barely noticeable over the movie. The relief that washed over me came from an insecure place, but it was nice to know that Chester was just as much under Ella’s spell as I was.

I bit my lower lip and bucked my hips upward to meet Ella’s hand. The building heat within my core gathered and I let out a soft cry as my cock throbbed powerfully within my panties. Ella pulled away the second my cock started twitching and she giggled before leaning over to whisper in my ear, “Such a messy girl.”

The witty comment I had for her was buried under my desperate gasps for air. Even though I’d jerked off a thousand times, none of those times compared to how it felt to be brought to my climax by Ella…

When the movie finally ended, we all headed back to the truck and as soon as we got inside, Chester called out, “Did you two have fun?”

Ella reached across the seat and rubbed Chester’s thigh, “I had a great time, I hope you both of you did as well.”

Chester looked at me through the rearview mirror. His charming smile melted my heart and the slight frustration I had about being in thoroughly desecrated panties faded into nothingness. “I guess I don’t mind being a dirty girl nearly as much as I did earlier.”

Ella let out a soft sigh, “If you didn’t like it, you should have said something. I like teasing, but if something is really bothering you, speak up about it, please. Now I feel kind of shitty about what we did.”

“I don’t think he meant to upset you, Ella. I can see where both of you are coming from here. Devin is a sweet guy, and honestly, I didn’t want to tell you no when you wanted things from me initially.”

I nodded and leaned forward so I could put my hand on her shoulder, “It’s just new to me. Last night was the first time I’d ever had sex with someone, Ella. I hope that you understand I’m not angry with you, it’s just a lot to get used to so quickly.”

She looked back at me and the defeat etched on her face tore me asunder. “I should have taken everything so much slower. I’m sorry,” she mumbled.

“Ella, if I wanted you to stop, I would have told you to. Didn’t I say that I didn’t mind being your dirty girl?” I asked.

“Is it cool if I start heading home?” Chester asked.

Ella opened the passenger door and hopped out and joined me in the backseat, “We’re ready to go now.”

I smiled at her and let her buckle up in the middle before leaning my head on her shoulder, “I really didn’t mean to upset you.”

Her arm slid behind my back and she rested her hand on my hip, “I’m just used to my fantasies being so emotionless. I don’t mean to sound like I’m bashing Chester here, but he barely responds to my touch. He’s the sweetest, most wonderful man when it comes to everything else… But I can’t act like sex isn’t a huge part of my life.”

I nuzzled into her neck and put my leg over hers so that I could feel closer to her, “I don’t want you to think that I’m not enjoying myself. It’s just really fast, yesterday was the first time I ever went out in public in anything more than panties. Today, I wore another skirt, wig, makeup, and panties. The t-shirt I can’t really count, but you get the picture. I’m trying to let you have your fun because I enjoy it too. I just have to make sure that I don’t get overwhelmed. What happened in the bathroom earlier, that was overwhelming. I didn’t want you to stop, but I knew from the second that you used spit instead of lube that you didn’t even think about what that might do to me.”

Ella sighed heavily. “How do I make it up to you?”

“It’s not about payback or revenge. I want to talk about these things so that they’re not a problem in the future. I don’t want this to turn into an argument and I really don’t want what we’ve been doing to stop. I just want to pump the breaks on the wild stuff just a little. This is a relationship now, Ella, not just a quick fling.”

“I want to believe that, I really do. Trust me, I pinched myself this morning to make sure it wasn’t all a dream. I can’t shake the feeling that you’re going to think that I’m some kind of fluke, that I’m only using you or something. It goes so much deeper than that, at least, it does for me,” she said.

Ella put her hand on my leg and rubbed it as she continued, “Since I met you, I finally had someone that didn’t just want me around to fuck me. Don’t get me wrong, I wasn’t stupid. I saw the way you looked at me and there were more than a couple of times that I caught you with a boner after staring at me. But you never made it a big deal, you always did your very best to make sure whatever we talked about wasn’t related to sex. Can you even imagine how amazing that is for me after being around so many horndogs?”

“Well, I can hope that it’s a good thing. You know, I’ve always found you attractive, Ella. I just don’t think it’s fair to either of us to base whatever friendship or relationship we have on just how one another looks,” I said softly.

She rested her head against mine and mumbled, “I guess I’m not doing a good job of showing you the same respect you showed me all this time. You’re part of my life in a more intimate way now, and all I’ve done so far is think about getting one another off.”

I reached down and held her hand on top of my thigh, “You know, I don’t mind that too much. It’s not the sex that bothers me, you told me pretty clearly that you had a ridiculous sex drive. I’m humbled that you two would be willing to invite me into your lives, but don’t be so hard on yourself. I could have told you no at any point, but I didn’t really know if it would have been a good or bad thing.”

She gave my thigh a gentle squeeze and I smiled faintly before pulling her hand to my cock, “This is nice to be able to do. Not even having sex, but just knowing that you’re comfortable with me and I’m comfortable with you.” I let go of her hand and snaked my hand between her thighs and gently massaged her bulge, “I want to be able to get you off, but I need to you promise me that it won’t be so desperate next time. What we did in the bathroom was unexpected and a little nice, but it stung and I felt more like a sex toy than your boyfriend, girlfriend, er… Partner?”

“Boyfriend, I think, unless you’re transgender as well? If that’s the case, nothing changes and I still love you,” she said.

I shook my head, “I just like being called a girl while we’re having sex or while I’m dressed up, I think. It’s a bit of a turn on, honestly. Anyway, we’re getting away from the point I was trying to make. I get that you’ve got needs that you want to be met and I’m willing to work with you to meet them. All I’m asking from you is to make sure that you treat me with the same respect that I treat you with. If you want to have sex, consider how difficult it is to get that thick cock of yours in my little butt without lube. I love it inside me, but I don’t want to have to sit on my side for the next few hours.”

Ella chuckled and pulled her hand away from my crotch, “I’ll do my best, Devin. But you might want to stop teasing me right now if you want me to keep my hands off you for now.”

I gave her cock a soft squeeze before I pulled my hand away and whispered in her ear, “You know what would make me feel really special?”

“What’s that?”

“Having you fuck me from behind while Chester watches… Or gets involved, I don’t mind.”

“Is this some kind of test? I really don’t want to make you feel like this is all about sex, Devin. Look, if that’s what you want, you have to understand I’m all for it. But if this is some kind of twisted joke to try and make me feel like the bad girl, I’m not going to be happy.”

“It’s not a test, the two times you’ve had sex with me, he hasn’t been around. I want to know for a fact that he’s not just pretending it isn’t happening. For both of our sakes, I want to get everything that could be uncomfortable out of the way before all of us get our feelings hurt.”

She smiled and finally spoke loud enough for Chester to hear, “Baby, do you have any plans tonight?”

“Uh, I was going to catch up on my assignments, but that should only take about an hour,” he called back.

“And what would you say to a threeway? Or like, would you watch us have sex?” she asked.

He paused for a moment before turning onto the street he lived on, “Isn’t that kind of the opposite of what we were just talking about?”

“It was Devin’s idea.”

“Is this some kind of test?” he asked.

I giggled and called out, “Sort of, but not about what we were just talking about. If Ella is worried about me feeling used, I get that. But I don’t think it’s nearly as complex as it seems. I have no problem bending over for her, riding her, or anything else she could think of as long as it doesn’t feel like I’m just a toy that she’s shoving her cock in. I want to be treated like an equal in this relationship. Part of that means knowing for a fact that you can handle seeing us together. I know you’re asexual, but I want you to know that you’re completely welcome to join us.”

Chester turned into the driveway and parked the truck. Once the humming of the engine stopped, he let out a quiet sigh and opened his door, “I’m fine with watching and I might do a little more than that, but don’t expect it. I really do care about Ella and I’m pretty sure I’ll learn to care about you. But if I had the choice, I’d rather stay out of your sex.”

Ella and I got out of the truck and Chester locked the doors before leading us inside. Ella spoke quietly, “I mean, to be fair, you did say that you didn’t mind jerking off. Maybe you’ll enjoy watching us enough to take care of yourself?”

“Maybe, I don’t know. How about I get caught up on assignments and we’ll see how everything feels then?” he asked.

She nodded and took me by the hand, “We’re going to take a bath then. I’ve got to get Devin out of those panties before he kills me.”

I waved goodbye to Chester as she drug me off into the upstairs bathroom. Ella smiled at me as she quickly undressed and then turned the shower on and hopped in, “You coming or you just going to stand there looking lost?”

“I was taking in the scenery, that’s all,” I said as I undressed. The cum-filled panties made me feel a little conflicted. On one hand, I loved each of the two orgasms I had today, for different reasons. Still, not having a choice in being part of Ella’s fetish was a little uncomfortable.

I let out a deep breath and tossed the panties in the trash and spoke firmly, “If I ever end up with messy panties again, it will be because I want them to be that way, okay?”

She nodded, “I’m not going to be a bitch and exploit the loopholes I can see there.”

“You better not,” I said as I stepped into the shower with her.

After our refreshing shower with only minimal groping, Ella and I returned downstairs and lounged on the couch. She didn’t bother picking out another outfit for me and I was pretty comfortable being naked around her. When Chester stepped into the living room, I instinctively covered my cock before sighing and pulling my hand away.

Just because I came into this relationship for Ella didn’t mean that I needed to treat Chester like he was a stranger. If he was good enough for Ella, he was good enough for me. If anything, he’d objectively treated me with more respect and kindness.

Chester smiled and gave me a pat on the shoulder, “You looked cute in a skirt, but I’ll be real with you, Devin. You’re even more adorable naked.”

I felt my cheeks warming and I grumbled, “Easy for you to say.”

He nodded, “Yes, it is easy for me to say. I doubt Ella’s told you this, but you’re about the only guy I could imagine myself snuggling up to at night.”

“You two had that conversation?” I asked.

Ella chuckled, “You didn’t think that I just sprung the idea of bringing you into this to Chester over one dinner, did you? I’ve been talking about you for a while, mostly as a friend, but things did get perverted from time to time.”

“Has she given you that blowjob that she used to talk to me about so much?” he asked. From the squeak that came out of Ella, I knew Chester was exposing something she didn’t want to be said, “Maybe she’s pinned you to a bed and rode you like she mentioned before. I don’t know, if not those two, she’s certainly asked you to let her put a collar on you?”

“C-Chester!” she cried.

I giggled and looked at Ella’s shocked expression, “A collar, huh?”

Ella glared at Chester for a few more seconds before looking at me, “Those are things I would like to explore another time. I like the idea of making you squirm while I’m being a little more active with that cock of yours.”

“The same cock you called small?” I asked.

She rolled her eyes and reached between my legs and cupped my cock, “I promise, I can enjoy myself plenty with this. It’s not about the size—”

“Speak for yourself, I’d much rather have your cock in me than something my size,” I said.

Chester chuckled and took a seat on the coffee table, “You know, if you two are just going to argue all night, I can get back to my studies.”

“You sure you still want to do this, Devin?” Ella asked.

Our eyes locked and the smile that lingered on my lips faded away. This was a decision I couldn’t take lightly. As much as I hated the idea of being her toy, I wanted to enjoy myself as her equal.

“As long as you respect me and my body,” I said.

She nodded, “I really do, Devin. I hope that I can make up for earlier, just don’t hold it over my head forever. As much as you want respected, I don’t want to feel like my past actions are all you’re judging me on.”

“I won’t. Girlfriend or not, you’re still my best friend. You’re the one that’s been there for me when others just called me a nerd. Besides, the only thing I’m going to hold over both your heads is that you’re playing Dungeons and Dragons with me on Tuesday,” I said.

Chester cleared his throat, “Player or DM?”

“Uh, I usually play as the dungeon master,” I said.

He grinned from ear to ear, “Any problems with a lawful neutral Tabaxi wizard?”

I looked from him then to Ella, “F-Fuck, I’m not going to last long if he keeps talking like that!”

“Well, I guess we better get started then, huh?” she asked and stood from the couch. Ella left the room and came back a few moments later with a pillow and fresh bottle of lube, “See? I care about you. You said you wanted me to fuck you from behind, so I got a pillow for your knees. And I wouldn’t dare come back without lube!”

Chester smiled at me and nodded towards her, “Enjoy yourself, Devin.”

I slunk off the couch and got on my hands and knees, playfully crawling towards Ella. “And what about what you want?”

She cocked her head to the side and uncapped the bottle, “Uh, I wasn’t really thinking about it.”

“So there isn’t anything you’d want me to do? Blowjob? Handjob? Anything?”

“I mean, the one thing I can think of is probably dangerous territory right now,” she said.

I made my way to Ella and nuzzled her thighs before sitting up so that I could lick her cock, “We won’t know until you say it.”

She let out a soft groan and dropped the pillow so she could run her hand through my hair, “I really, really like seeing you in panties. It’s not something I should ask after earlier, but would you be okay with wearing a pair while we have sex?”

I smiled up at her before taking her cock into my mouth for a second. The delicious taste of her salty precum on my tongue made my heart race. If that’s all she wanted, I could make that work. I pulled back and gave her shaft another quick lick before I spoke quietly, “One condition. You pull out and cum in my mouth. I don’t want to ruin another pair of panties.”

“Is that really a condition? It sounds more like a reward,” she said before disappearing upstairs again. When she came back, she had a pair of sky blue panties in her hand. The white lace trim around the leg holes as well as the waistband made my cock throb.

It was like she could look into my soul and know exactly what I wanted! My fetish for wearing panties had been around long before Ella, so it was possible that she was doing this for me. I didn’t think that was the case, if anything, I felt like we were just lucky enough to share a fetish.

I stood up for long enough to slide those adorable panties up my smooth legs and then dropped back onto my knees for Ella. It was almost strange to see Chester watching us, seeming only mildly interested right now.

The plastic bottle’s top popped open and I could hear Ella’s hand sliding over her slick cock as she prepared it for my ass. I’d never been more desperate and nervous at the same time. Even the first night we slept together, I was more emotional than anything. In the bathroom, I was scared of being caught and lost in the moment.

This time was different. When Ella got down behind me, she pulled my panties to the side and spoke softly, “We can do this another time…”

“Or you could make love to me right now, baby.”

She pressed the head of her cock against my ass. The dull ache that remained from earlier was nearly gone and I didn’t want to stop what we were doing now. This time, it was my choice to endure the pain that might come.

As Ella’s cock slipped inside my tight pucker, I let out a soft moan and pushed back against her. Her thickness stretched my ass again, but it didn’t hurt as bad this time. Either the lube helped more than I initially thought or my ass was getting used to having her size inside it.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Chester’s hand gently rubbing his cock through his jeans. As Ella sank deeper inside me, I tried to put on the sluttiest expression I could. If Chester was enjoying this any at all, I’d try to put on a show just for him!

Being involved in sex might not turn him on, but he seemed perfectly content watching us right now.

Once Ella’s hips pressed against mine, she held herself deep inside my ass and rubbed my back, “Are you doing okay so far, sweetie?”

“L-Loving every inch of your cock, Ella,” I purred.

“Good girl, are you ready to start?” she asked.

I giggled and rocked my hips against her, “No, I’m ready to finish, silly.”

Her nervous laughter caught me off guard, but she slid her hands down to my hips and used her thumbs to spread my cheeks apart. Ella slowly pumped into me and the room soon filled with our soft moans. Chester unzipped his pants and soon had his cock out and in his hand, stroking it in sync with Ella’s thrusts into my tight ass.

It was hard to give him the attention he might have wanted from me. Each time Ella’s massive shaft moved inside me, waves of bliss crashed against my soul. The sensation of her cock against my prostate was more than I could be expected to handle and as she started picking up the pace, I knew that I wouldn’t last too long. The cute panties I had on didn’t deserve to be ruined!

I lifted my hand from the floor and reached between my thighs to pull my cock out of the side of my panties and started stroking myself. Nearly as soon as I started, I felt Ella’s hand push mine out of the way and she called out, “Good girls get rewarded.”

With nothing to do but moan her name, I ground my hands into the floor and tried my best to back my hips into her thrusts. Chester stood up and shuffled over to me with his pants still around his thighs, “You wanted her to cum in your mouth. Does that go for me too?”

I looked up to him with glazed over eyes and opened my mouth. Chester stroked his cock as quickly as he could while watching Ella pound my ass. Her powerful thrusts rocked my entire body and when Chester finally let out a deep grunt, he slid his cock into my mouth. I would have been perfectly content with just letting him finish in my mouth, but the powerful slams into me ended up forcing me slowly down his cock.

Chester’s fingers slid into my hair and he let out primal grunts as he fucked my throat during his orgasm. I’d never know if his cum was nearly as delicious as Ella’s if he was just going to shoot it straight down my throat!

By the time Chester finished unleashing his hot cum into my mouth, I was desperate for air and too close to my own climax to keep chanting Ella’s name. Her slender fingers worked my shaft like even I couldn’t. Just as Chester’s delicious purple crown escaped my mouth, I felt my balls tighten up in my panties.

Tingling jolts of ecstasy coursed through my body and shot through my sensitive cock. Even as my cum shot onto the pillow beneath us, Ella didn’t stop stroking me or slamming her hips into me. It was only when my arms buckled and gave out from underneath me that Ella finally dug her hands into my hips and fucked me like she was trying to breed me.

Her soft moans were nowhere to be found. Instead, her desperate gasps for breath followed by deep groans became my symphony. Even as I rested my head on my forearms and tried to keep my ass in the air, I knew that this was what I wanted from life.

Chester sheepishly looked down at me with reddened cheeks and a soft cock. Ella worked her cock into my ass like an animal. All I could do was wish that this would never end.

Ella’s thick cock pulled out of my ass and before I could react, she was in front of me. Her hand slid under my chin and she coaxed me back onto my hands. As soon as my mouth was level with her cock, she slid it straight into my throat and continued fucking me. Chester didn’t have a small cock, but when he fucked my mouth I could still gasp for breath occasionally.

With Ella, her long, thick cock did more than a successful job of choking me. One thing that Chester did successfully do was prepare me for what was about to happen. Her hands slid through my hair and she held my head in place as she bucked a few final times into my throat before pulling back so that only a few inches of her cock remained in my mouth.

I got in one good breath before her hot cum flooded into my mouth. Rope after creamy rope shot into my mouth and I desperately swallowed as much of her cum as I could before I coughed and accidentally let some of her precious seed dribble down my chin.

When Ella finally finished, she collapsed back onto the couch and let out a deep breath, “F-Fucking hell.”

I crawled towards her a few feet before I collapsed onto my side. Who knew being fucked like a good girl would be so much work?

Chester was by my side before I could even attempt to start crawling back towards Ella. He helped me onto the couch and sat beside me, sandwiching me between the two of them.

We sat in relative silence for a few moments as we all fought to regain our senses. Chester was the first to speak up, “Never thought I’d be so horny in my life. I don’t know if it was watching you two or if I finally found something that doesn’t turn me off.”

Ella shrugged, “Probably just enjoyed watching us. I’ve tried blowing you before. Either way, I’m glad you enjoyed yourself… How was it for you, Devin?”

I lifted my hand to my chin and used a finger to guide the lingering cum back into my mouth. After swallowing the delicious treat, I let out a quiet sigh and turned on the couch and leaned back so that my head was in Chester’s lap and my legs extended over Ella’s legs.

“I hate that we can’t do this every night,” I mumbled.

Chester smiled down at me and started stroking his hand through my hair again, “I can’t say I’d join you two every time. But I don’t see why you two can’t have your fun.”

Ella shrugged again and slowly rubbed my leg, “Chester might just have to miss out. I’d like to try some other things with you, sweetie. Maybe you’d be the one using some lube on me, who knows?”

“I guess we’ll just have to see.” I yawned loudly and within moments, I was asleep.

I didn’t remember being carried up to Chester’s bed. What I did know was that when I woke up, I was in the arms of two people that I loved more than I should have for how long I’d known them. And oddly… I was okay with that.


Story Fifty-Four

Futa Casey’s Sleepover

What a MILF Wants


“Hey Casey, what do you think about a sleepover?” Amber asked as we walked from the exit of the mall towards my car.

I rolled my eyes, “I think that we haven’t had a sleepover since high school. Don’t you think we’re a little old to stay at your parent’s house for a night? Shouldn’t we get a hotel room and have a little party or something?”

“Yeah but we’re both broke. Come on, it’s not like you’ve got anything better to do. It’s spring break and you know for damn sure that you’re not going to go party somewhere. You’re too pale to even be outside. Shit, did you put on sunscreen?” she asked as she threw her hands over my head to protect me from the sun.

I groaned and unlocked my car, “Real funny. Look, you buy pizza and I’ll come over. Oh, and are your parents going to be home? That might be awkward.”

“Mom is going to be there, dad, not so much. He’s been out on business for about a month. Don’t know when he’s coming back, don’t think he cares enough to tell us either,” she mumbled.

Hearing things like that broke my heart. I knew her parents were having a rough time, but surely her dad wasn’t that much of a prick. Well, knowing David, it wouldn’t surprise me. But Hannah didn’t deserve to be treated like scum. She was a wonderful woman that helped me through so much in my life.

My own family life wasn’t the best, my father skipped town when I was three. My mom did what she could, but raising me by herself meant I spent more time at Amber’s house than I did at my own. Hannah was like a mother to me, even if I did find myself a little envious of her magnificent body. Hell, if it wasn’t for Hannah, I never would have been able to transition genders. Casey has always been my name, but Hannah embraced me as a woman before anyone else did.

Amber and I were close as any two eighteen-year-olds could get, but even she wasn’t as accepting as her mom was. I guess Amber thought I would change or something. I still acted the same way, but now my ‘flamboyant’ ways were now just normal. Come to think of it, maybe Amber was hoping I was secretly gay or something before. That would explain why she never seemed to care about sharing a bed with me.

Then again, all of the times we shared a bed with one another and I found myself aroused, it was never because of Amber. As cute as she was, Hannah had her beat by a mile. Her mother was always tame with me. After I turned eighteen and my gender transition had gone rather smoothly, I noticed the looks she was giving me.

I hoped that I was just imagining them at first. There was no way Hannah was trying to give me the fuck-me eyes. I didn’t want to mention it to Amber, but Hannah was the reason why I didn’t come over as often anymore. As proud of my self-control as I am, Hannah is a weakness of mine. If she kept on dropping hints, I would probably break down and see if Hannah was serious or not.

I dropped Amber off and went back to my house to take a quick shower and change. After packing a backpack with a change of clothes and some essentials, I headed back to Amber’s place. I rang the doorbell and Hannah answered the door, “Casey! It’s so good to see you.” Her eyes looked up and down my body a few times. “Very good to see you…”

“It’s good to see you too, Hannah. I hope Amber told you I was coming over for the night?” I asked.

“Of course she did, I was the one that asked her to invite you over. It’s been a few months since you’ve been here and I’ve missed you hanging out. Amber’s mentioned that you’ve been a little stressed lately. I was hoping that I could help you out with that,” she turned and ran her hand along her sides, down to her ass. The tight jeans she wore displayed that deliciously tight ass. She finished ‘wiping’ her hands on her clothes, “I was just making some cookies for you two. She said something about you wanting pizza, don’t worry, it’s on its way, baby.”

My eyes were still on her ass and I struggled to peel them away, but from the sideways position she was in, the next stop for my eyes were her breasts. Nothing massive, but they certainly held my attention for a moment. When I finally met her eyes again, she wore a knowing grin.

“S-Sorry, I was a little lost in thought,” I mumbled.

“I’d love to hear what’s on your mind,” she whispered. “But why don’t you come in?”

I nodded and she let me into the house. Hannah shut the door behind her and stepped behind me, “Amber is in the shower. She might be a few minutes, but I can keep you company if you want, Casey.”

“I wouldn’t turn you down, Hannah,” I teased.

“Mm, who said I was offering?” she asked.

Fuck, did she just play me? “So you don’t want to keep me company?”

Hannah let out a quiet chuckle, “I want to do more than that, but I might get in trouble with Amber if I stole you away all night.”

There was nothing subliminal about that. I wasn’t dumb enough to miss the cue. I turned around and looked her in the eyes, “Hannah, what are you playing at?”

“Nothing. I just know that you girls want to spend time with each other. Just because you’re a good friend of mine doesn’t mean I get to steal you away from her,” Hannah mumbled.

I cocked my head, “You’re not stealing me away. And you’re more than a friend of mine. You’re like a mom to me.”

She turned her head to avoid my gaze, “Maybe that’s not all I want to be, Casey.”

Amber called out from down the hall, “Hey mom, my phone is ringing, can you go get the pizza?”

Hannah sighed and turned away from me, “Not a problem!”

I felt a little bad about not being able to give Hannah what she wanted right now. As she walked away, I couldn’t get my eyes off her ass. For a woman about to be thirty-seven, Hannah barely looked older than her twenties. I heard her giggle and I looked up to see her glancing at me over her shoulder. Fuck, I was busted.

Hannah went and retrieved the pizza and Amber came out of the bathroom with damp hair. Amber wore a loose pair of pajama pants and a tight tee shirt. I much preferred Hannah’s tight jeans and a tank top. While Amber was attractive, there was something appealing about Hannah’s maturity. Maybe giving Hannah what she wanted wouldn’t be such a bad thing. Amber would probably want to kill me if she found out, but Hannah wouldn’t tell. Not while she was still married anyway.

If word did get out, that could lead to a very unfortunate outcome for both myself and Hannah. Hands clamped on my shoulders and Amber whispered quietly, “Hey sexy, come here often?”

The contact made me jump. “You scared the shit out of me, Amber!”

“Were you that lost in thought about the pizza? Fantasizing about the delivery driver, maybe? Mm, I bet she has a huge pair of tits. But wait, you’re an ass girl, let’s hope she had a nice bubble butt,” Amber teased.

I shook my head disapprovingly and watched as Hannah took care of the transaction. Why did the things I want in life have to be right behind a glass wall? If I did anything with Hannah, there was a good chance that it would stay private. But that smaller chance, the one that would probably ruin both of our lives, intimidated me. I think Hannah would get the worst of it. While Amber could hate me forever, at least I didn’t have to be around her. Hannah would have to deal with both Amber and her husband loathing her actions.

My friendship with Amber shouldn’t suffer because of my desire. Even if Hannah seemed hellbent on having me. Hannah walked back towards the house, the wind whipping her shoulder-length black hair around. Amber had the same color hair, yet it was far too curly. Hannah’s hair was perfectly capable of being wrapped in a quick ponytail to use as a handle.

“You know, Amber, sometimes I think about what would happen if you and I weren’t so close. Our lives would have been so much different, maybe I wouldn’t even be alive. Who knows?” I mumbled.

“Why are you talking about that depressing shit? You’re here right now and that’s awesome. Anyway, moving on, after we eat I have to run an errand for mom. Would you mind staying here for it? She said it was something that you probably didn’t need to see. No clue, I don’t think it’s going to take long at all,” Amber said as her hands trailed down my back to rest on my hips.

If I wasn’t too busy watching Hannah bending over the hood of the delivery car, I might have enjoyed Amber’s touch a little more. Hannah walked back with the pizza and Amber went into the kitchen to get some paper towels. We sat around the living room table while we ate.

Once we finished, Amber stood and sighed, “Mom, give me your keys and try not to scare Casey away.”

Hannah nodded to the front door, “The keys are hanging where they always are. And you know I wouldn’t try to scare Casey away, she’s such good company.”

“Isn’t she though?” Amber took the keys and left.

The car cranked and pulled out of the driveway, Hannah looked to me with a devious grin. “She shouldn’t be back for thirty minutes. So where were we with that conversation?”

“You were saying something about wanting to be more than a mother figure,” I called her bluff.

She nodded, “You’re old enough to be your own person, sweetie. Now that you’re a grown woman, I don’t have to pretend that you’re not someone I want.”

Her eyes darted to my groin for a second and then back to my eyes. It didn’t surprise me at all that Hannah sent Amber away so she could talk about this. The only shocking part was how willing she was to vocalize her desires. She’s never been this bold in her approach before. The fleeting glances the last few times I’ve been coming over were harmless. This was something else, something that I couldn’t deny getting turned on by.

“But isn’t this a little risky, Hannah? I mean, what if David or Amber found out about us?” I asked.

Hannah moved to my side and sat down. Her hand fell to my thigh and rubbed as she spoke, “I don’t want to tell anyone about this. David and I haven’t been active in months and I’m sick of using toys. Besides, I’m sure you’re going to enjoy yourself. That, or you can just keep stroking your girl-cock while thinking of me.”

My cheeks flushed, “Y-You don’t know what I think of when I’m touching myself.”

Her hand moved further up my thigh. Slender fingers teased the bulge in my shorts, “Well if you weren’t thinking of me before, I can give you something to think about from now on.”

I should have stopped her, but I didn’t. Her hand groped my growing bulge and I let out a soft groan. “I’m not sure that we should do this, Hannah. It won’t be something we can just sweep under the rug.”

“You’re thinking too much, baby,” she whispered. Hannah moved her hand towards my zipper and pulled it down. “If you want me to stop, you know that I will.” She leaned closer to me and pressed her chest against my arm as she whispered, “But you know that I’m going to take good care of you if you don’t stop me. Don’t you?”

She unbuttoned my shorts and reached into my panties. Her fingers wrapped around my thick futa-cock and she let out a soft gasp. “I know you’ll take care of me, Hannah. This feels so wrong, though,” I said.

“Why?”

“Because you’re married and you practically raised me.”

Hannah stroked my cock as she nodded, “Then just think of this as giving me what I want. You’re don’t have to do this, but I’m not going to offer again. So I’ll make it easy on you. Close your eyes and let me take care of this, baby.”

I shouldn’t have listened to her. I should have told her to stop and then waited outside for Amber to get back. But her warm hand around my cock made all those intelligent decisions so much harder. I closed my eyes.

Hannah’s free hand started tugging at my shorts and panties. I lifted my hips so she could pull them down. The cool air failed to calm my girl-cock down. My lust burned in my chest. Hannah’s breath rolled over my cock and I let out a whimper. A wet tongue licked along the crown of my cock.

How could I let this happen? Hannah was risking her family’s tenuous relationship by doing this and I was risking my friendship with Amber. But her lips surrounded my cock and I couldn’t keep my concerns at the front of my mind. Hannah wanted this as bad as I did, that had to mean something, didn’t it?

Hannah continued to stroke a hand along my cock while she started taking my cock deeper into her mouth. Once the head of my cock brushed against the back of her throat, her hand pulled away. Her zipper was pulled down and I heard her sliding her pants down shortly after.

“Are you sure you want to go all the way?” I asked. I wanted her to, of course, but was she not concerned with how that might end up? Not that I wanted to brag, but I usually took a while to cum.

She pulled her mouth away from my cock and whispered, “Shut up and let an old woman have her fun.”

I opened my eyes and glared at her, “You’re not old. And you should watch who you’re telling to shut up. You wouldn’t want me to get a little rude, would you?”

“Maybe I would, is that such a bad thing? Who says a little rough play has to be personal, baby?”

A smirk crossed my lips and I patted the couch, “Then how about we do something more than a little rough? You want me to fuck you? Sure, why not. That’s only risking everything, so go big or go home, right?”

Her eyes lit up and she nodded, “That’s my girl.”

“Do you have any lube? I want to cum in you and I’m not risking getting my friend’s mom pregnant.”

She stood up and turned around to show me her tight little ass, “Are you saying you want to fuck my ass?”

“No, I told you to get the lube. You should know where my cock is going to go,” I teased.

“You’re pretty big, Casey. Are you sure it’s going to fit?” she asked, a slight measure of concern in her voice.

I reached forward and gave her ass a rough slap, “Go get the fucking lube, Hannah. You’re just wasting time.”

She yelped and finished kicked her jeans off of her ankles. Once they were off, Hannah hurried off to her room. She came back without her shirt. Now that she was fully nude, I enjoyed the sight of her body even more. Hannah’s neatly trimmed bush and tight pussy begged for attention but I wasn’t interested in that right now. Maybe I’d fuck her cunt sometime when I felt like betraying Amber again.

That thought hurt to think about, but my cock throbbed anyway. My sexuality seemed to not care about the morality of this situation. Hannah tossed me the bottle of lube and smiled at me, “We need to hurry up, Casey.”

“Be a good cock slut and bend over the couch,” I commanded. Even as the words came out, I couldn’t put much conviction behind the order. Calling such a wonderful woman anything but a saint felt wrong.

Hannah bent over the couch and I stood up and took my shirt and bra off. I stepped behind Hannah and opened the lube. As I applied the lube on my cock, she teased me with her hips. The hypnotic motion of her ass swaying from side to side almost made me forget what I was doing. Once my cock was well lubed, I ran my slick fingers around her pucker and then pressed two into her.

“F-Fuck, you could have warned me, baby.”

“I could have, but why would I do that? You’re a bad girl, aren’t you?”

She let out a quiet moan when my fingers went knuckle deep. “I’m your bad girl, Casey. Punish me with your huge cock!”

“Such a filthy mouth. Where did you learn to be such a slutty MILF?” I asked. The degrading names got easier to say as she proved that she enjoyed the play. My fingers slid from her ass and I pressed my cock against her hole.

“Mm, I’ve always been a slut. I’ve just been hiding it since I got married and had a kid. But why hide anymore? Or at least, why hide it from everyone?” she mumbled. Hannah pushed against the couch hard and forced the head of my cock into her ass.

I let out a gasp and put my hands on her hips to stop her from doing that again. “Whoa, calm the fuck down. I don’t care if you want to be a slut, but I’ve played with a few toys of my own, I know anal is tricky. So stop being a thirsty whore and let me fuck you how I want to fuck you. Okay?”

She looked back and pouted at me, “Then hurry up. I don’t want to have to wait, baby.”

I rolled my eyes and pushed my girl-cock further into her. Ten inches of thick cock buried deep into Hannah. She let out a deep sigh as my hips pressed against hers and I gave her a light slap on her ass.

“You’ve got my cock. Now beg for me to fuck you with it. Otherwise, Amber might just walk in on us while I’m making you wait,” I threatened.

She nervously looked towards the door as if Amber might walk in at any moment. “Please fuck me, Casey. I want your huge cock to fuck me until you can’t take it anymore. Oh god, I want you to shoot your cum into my ass, baby!”

I chuckled and let my hips rock in shallow motions. As whorish as she was acting, I didn’t want to hurt her by doing too much too fast. Getting all of my cock into her without her begging me to stop was a good sign, but I still had to be careful. Especially if I wanted to fuck her again sometime.

Hannah’s quiet moans poured from her and I couldn’t keep my own contained. Her tight ass squeezed around my cock as I thrust into her. I ran my hands up and down her lower back and spoke softly, “You know, I’ve wanted to do this for so long. But I was so scared.”

She pushed against the couch to help my cock push deeper into her. Her grip tightened on the couch cushion, “I love you, Casey.”

The confession made my heart skip a beat. I knew that my girl-cock was impressive, but to tell me she loved me because of it, that didn’t feel right. “I think you love my cock, slut.”

“N-No, I love you, Casey. I didn’t want to see it. I still don’t know how to live this life without hurting Amber… But I love you.”

She was telling me this, after all, I’d said earlier? Was she just trying to make my world collapse on itself?

I moved my hands to her hips and held onto her tightly, “We’ll talk about it later. For now, let’s finish what we started before Amber really does catch us.”

Hannah nodded and continued pushing her hips into my thrusts. Her tiny ass was going to eventually get used to my cock. For now, that tight ring clenched around my cock and I couldn’t keep myself from moaning like a slut as I pounded into her. Her cries got louder and she stopped backing herself into me. She exhaled a deep breath and her juices sprayed onto the armrest.

The smirk on my face might have been a little cocky, having her cum for me without me touching her clit felt like an accomplishment. I gave her ass a spank and called out, “You want my cum, slut?”

“Cum in me, baby!” she cried in response.

I clung to her hips while hammering into her depths and let out a deep groan as I felt my balls tightening. Her feminine scent filled my nose, her moans serenaded me, and her tight ass milked my cock.

My eyelids felt too heavy to keep open as the pleasure overtook me. My cock throbbed within her and I pounded into her a few last times as my cum flooded her ass. I didn’t think I would ever stop pumping her full of my seed. My futa-cock did stop twitching within her and I heard the purr of an engine as Amber pulled into the driveway.

“Oh, fuck!” I yelled. Hannah pulled herself off my cock and quickly grabbed her clothes as she ran back to her room. I pulled my panties and shorts back on and seconds after, Amber came in the door.

“Yo, where’s mom?” Amber asked.

“I think she went to the bathroom?”

Hannah came back into the room with her clothes back on, “What’s up, baby girl?”

“The pharmacy was closed, I couldn’t pick up your prescription,” Amber said.

“Oh, shit. I forgot it was Sunday. Spring break has my sense of time all kinds of messed up. I’m so sorry,” Hannah said.

I smiled and then I heard Amber let out an exasperated sigh, “Are you two fucking kidding me?”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

Hannah looked at me with fear in her eyes. Amber called out, “You two shouldn’t joke around like that. Seriously, if dad came in and saw a bottle of lube on the table, he’d think that you fucked mom.”

I faked a quiet laugh and scooped the bottle up. After I slid it into my pocket, I called out, “Yeah, I was hoping you’d freak out or something. We decided to play a bit of a joke on you after you got out of the shower but the pizza showed up before we could pull it off.”

“Well, I appreciate you bringing Casey over, Amber. She’s been great company, maybe you two could just hang out here for the rest of the break? I’m sure I could make it fun for both of you,” Hannah shot me a wink.

Amber shrugged her shoulders, “Buy me a bottle of vodka and I’m totally down to let Casey snuggle up in my bed like old times.”

“Done deal,” Hannah said.

Something told me that Hannah was going to find quite a few reasons for Amber to leave the house alone. My exhausted girl-cock loved the idea of spending more time with Hannah, even if it meant having to lie to Amber a little. Some things in life were worth a little risk.


Story Fifty-Five

Anything for a Raise

An Obedient Futa and her Fertile MILF Boss


I came into work early like I always do. An hour early, to be exact. My favorite time to get things done in the office was before the sun was peering in through the window of the eighth floor before everyone showed up and started typing away the day. Accounting might not have been most of my coworkers' passion, but I craved any sort of validation from my boss and that was reason enough for me to work my hands to the bone.

Her long, slender legs led into a beautiful tight ass that I could only dream of squeezing. Ms. Williams was absolutely the type of woman who came to her business dressed for her job. Usually in a black suit that showed just enough of her frame to be appealing while still retaining that powerful aura.

Even as I daydreamed about what sorts of things I would love to do with her, I was inputting data into a spreadsheet. Ms. Williams asked for it to be sent to her by nine, but I wanted to send it to her before she even came in for work. Anything for just a little praise from her.

By the time I finished with what I was doing, it was just about time for people to start filtering in. I got up from my desk and headed into the break room to start a pot of coffee. As little as we all socialized throughout the day, I knew how much people appreciated a nice hot cup of coffee in the morning. Besides, Brenda was a complete bitch if she didn’t get her morning coffee.

“Good morning, Lexi,” came a rumbling voice from behind me. Mr. Crothers shuffled beside me and filled his coffee cup half full of water and continued, “You ready for another glorious day in the office?”

His sarcasm wasn’t lost on me, but he’d grown on me quite a bit. Something like a fungus, but he was still more tolerable to be around than he used to be. “Of course I am, I’ve got my coffee and at least some kind of an idea of what I’m doing today.”

“You’ve already got coffee? I’m calling bullshit,” he said gesturing to the pot that was just starting to fill.

“You know what I meant,” I said, pouting a little.

He chuckled and started away from the break room, “I do, but you’re a fun one to tease. Talk to you at lunch.”

I followed him out and went back to my cubicle. Before long, the quiet murmuring of all of my coworkers mixed in with the rattling of keyboards. It was nice ambient noise at this point, but someone knocked on my cubicle and pulled me from what I was doing.

Turning around, I immediately straightened up and put a smile on my face, “Yes, Ms. Williams? Anything I can do for you today?”

“I got your email, thank you for doing the report on time. However, I would like you to come in tomorrow. Is that going to be a problem?” she asked.

Tomorrow was Saturday. No one in the office worked on Saturday, “No problem at all. Is this something I could get started on today?”

“It isn’t. You’ll be helping me with something different while we have a conversation about your work performance,” she said before turning away from me. As quickly as she came, she was gone.

My stomach immediately turned into a knot and I could feel the pressure dropping onto my shoulders already. What did she mean by that? I thought that I was doing a damn good job, above and beyond if I had to rate my own work.

I knew from the second she asked me about my transition that she might have an issue with transgender women. Then again, I was probably overreacting. If she wanted to talk to me, it might have been something she didn’t have time for at the moment. Maybe she was worried about possibly upsetting another employee if they overheard. Knowing some of the women in this office, it wouldn’t surprise me if they got caught with their ear to Ms. Williams’ door trying to listen in on our conversation.

Anything for a little gossip around here…

Lunch with Mr. Crothers was the same as it always was. He bitched about having to get all his reports in before the end of the work week and I simply nodded along and validated how hard he worked. In reality, he wasn’t doing much more than any of the rest of us, but seniority had its perks.

I’d only been with the company for eight months, but I already felt like I was making an impact. I could only hope that this conversation with Ms. Williams wasn’t to fire me…

The rest of the day drug by and for once, I didn’t stay a minute past the end of my workday. I didn’t want to talk to my boss before tomorrow morning. Coming in early was my choice, coming in on the weekend… Something didn’t feel right about the request.

I spent the night on my couch, worried as to if I was getting fired the next day or not. Everything I thought I might have done wrong didn’t make any sense and it certainly wasn’t a reason to lose my job. Maybe it wasn’t bad, then? The slightly positive thought didn’t last long.

As much as I’d done and hadn’t even been publicly recognized for my hard work, I doubted this was going to be anything beneficial to me. Then again, Ms. Williams was a little distant with us. She mostly interacted with us via emails. She wasn’t a bad boss, but she certainly wasn’t the kind of woman that I ever imagined casually mingling with.

Before too long, I ended up asleep on my couch. My phone’s alarm woke me up and I quickly hurried through my normal morning routine. Saturdays weren’t supposed to be started like this, but I told her I would be there already. My free time wasn’t nearly as important as trying to make sure Ms. Williams had no reason to think anything negative of me.

The one choice I made that was different was instead of wearing heels, I wore my sneakers. If I was going to be at work on a weekend, I might as well be able to be comfortable. Aside from that, I had my casual work wear on. Today, that meant a light purple blouse and a black skirt the stopped just above my knees. I chuckled as I looked in the mirror and mumbled, “Maybe something sexier would be smarter today.”

Even as I said it, I wanted to take those words back. There was no way she could have heard what I said, but the thought of what she might do to me if she did hear kept me company as I drove into work.

The roads were less busy than usual and I didn’t even have to fight for a parking space. I let myself in the building and got in the elevator. There was a lingering scent of folders in the air, not unpleasant, but it seemed to be almost artificial in a sense. It always got me in the mindset that I was about to start working, but there was no logical reason for it to be in the elevator!

The elevator’s bell dinged as it stopped on the eighth floor and straight down the walkway between cubicles was Ms. Williams. She was sitting in an office chair, her arms draped over the back of it with her chin on them. The black sleeves of whatever she was wearing were all I could see of her upper body, but she leaned back and let her hands rest on her knees. “You’re early again.”

“I-Is that a problem, Ms. Williams?” I asked, but my eyes couldn’t lock with hers. I never would have imagined Ms. Williams to wear anything but a somewhat masculine business suit, but her legs on either side of the chair were covered with thin black stockings. On her feet were beautiful black heels that were probably worth more than my lemon of a car.

“Not at all, I was hoping you would be. It’s not hard to see that you work your ass off here, Lexi. I don’t want you to think these things are going without being seen,” she said.

My cheeks warmed and my hands fidgeted with one another as I walked slowly closer towards her, “Thank you, Ms. Williams.”

“Chloe. No need for all that formality when no one else is around. I’ve got some things I’d like to ask you about, Lexi,” she said.

I nodded my head and she spoke quietly, “Do you ever see me leave the office before you do?”

“No ma’am,” I said quietly. By this point, I was just a few steps from her. Those stockings she had on gave way to her smooth thighs, but I wasn’t seeing any signs of a skirt. The back of that office chair was slowly becoming enemy number one. Enemy number two was the growing bulge in my panties.

“If you had to guess, how many hours do you think I work every day?” she asked.

I paused for a moment and mumbled, “You come in a few minutes after eight and I don’t see you leave. Twelve?”

She smiled and shook her head, “Usually fourteen. I leave at ten, get to the gym in fifteen minutes, change there, work out, then I go home. It’s usually around eleven when I get home and I make heat up dinner that I’ve prepared, usually on Sunday. Any idea of why I’m telling you this?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Because I feel like you’re about the only employee I have that treats this job like more than just a nine-to-five. You come in early, you get work done throughout the day, and you’re willing to make sacrifices to try and make me happy,” she said.

That was a lot blunter than I hoped she would say it. The praise I wanted all this time condensed into just a few seconds of her pleasant voice, “I try, Ms. Williams.”

“Again with the formality. You respect me, and I respect that, Lexi. But the reason I wanted to talk to you was that there is something else you might be able to offer me. Before I tell you what that is, I need to ask you something and I need an honest answer. Can you do that?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“When you were interviewed, you said you were looking for a place to work until you retired. You’re twenty-two. Is that still what you want?” she asked.

I nodded, “This company has good benefits, the pay is fair, and you as a boss haven’t made me feel like I don’t belong due to my, er, differences.”

“You mean being transgender?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She smiled and her fingers started tapping the top of the chair, “Your gender identity doesn’t have too much to do with why you’re standing in front of me right now. I’d be lying if I said it wasn’t playing a part, though.”

“Ma’am?” I asked.

“I don’t think it’s much of a secret that I’m a lesbian, Lexi. I’m not playing favorites with you, you’re genuinely the hardest worker I have. But I expect you to know better than to repeat this. I’m certainly glad that you’re the hardest worker,” she said.

Chloe stood up and pushed the chair out of the way. My heart froze in my chest. There was no skirt. The top she had on covered most of her midriff, but still left her lower abdomen exposed. My eyes fell to her simple black boyshorts. Under that thin material was something I’d been fantasizing about for months.

She snapped to get my attention and chuckled, “Eyes up here. Don’t look at the benefits of the offer before I’ve told you the deal.”

I swallowed hard and forced myself to look her in the eyes, “S-Sorry.”

“Don’t be, I wouldn’t keep myself in shape if I didn’t want to have people crave me. As things stand, Lexi, you’re in a position where you deserve to be recognized for your hard work. That being said, I’m in a position in my life where if I don’t have a child soon, I won’t be able to. I’m not getting any younger and if I don’t have a kid before I’m forty, I won’t be young enough to raise them in any fulfilling manner,” she said bluntly.

Chloe took a step closer to me and glanced down at the bulge in my skirt before making eye contact once again, “So what I’m offering you is a bribe. Plain and simple. You keep working at this company and I’ll double your pay as long as you come in every Saturday morning and try to help me achieve my goals. Once I’m pregnant, you won’t have to visit anymore. Don’t worry, the pay will continue. It’s bribery, plain and simple.”

Even though she said it twice, I struggled to believe what she just offered me. It wasn’t uncertain in any term that she wanted me to have sex with her, that part I could understand. But doubling my pay? I would have happily considered just seeing her naked as the real reward.

“A-And if I can’t get you pregnant?” I asked.

“Then I’ll just enjoy having sex in the office. I’d hope that you know I’m human. I have desires too, Lexi, I just can’t be bothered with trying to find a compatible partner the normal way. You work hard, you are dedicated, and let’s be honest, you get off on hearing me tell you that you’ve done a good job. As long as you listen, I’m sure that whatever this little taboo relationship is will work out just fine for the both of us,” she said.

Of all the people that approached me in my life wanting me to do something with them, Ms. Williams had to be the most confident by a mile. She had every reason to be. Chloe had a multi-million dollar business at her fingertips. The rest of her life was probably already set up for margaritas on the beach.

I nodded slowly and mumbled, “What if someone finds out?”

“They won’t find out. Not before I get pregnant at least,” she said. “And even if they did, you don’t think I couldn’t sweep this under the rug? My sex life isn’t worth the media’s attention. If people in the office have a problem with it, they’re mostly replaceable. I don’t want to fire anyone, but if they try to twist my arm for some sort of promotion, they’re gone.”

“So then I’m special?” I asked.

She laughed and put her hands on my shoulders, “You’re a hard worker. You’ve got a cock. You’re not a man. I’ll be honest, that’s the reason you’re here. That’s special to me, but I don’t want you to get hung up on all the little details. So are we having sex on Brenda’s desk or Mr. Crothers? I don’t honestly know which of those two you don’t like, but I’m not in the mood to keep going over the details right now. You want this raise and a good time or are you just going to come back to work on Monday like normal?”

My hands tentatively fell to her hips and I looked away from her, “Brenda’s desk. She’s a real bitch.”

“That’s what I wanted to hear,” she purred before pulling away from me. Chloe walked into Brenda’s cubicle and I heard her moving things around as I apprehensively followed her in. From the sounds coming in there, Ms. Williams was either very horny or very vindictive against Brenda. Both options suited me just fine.

“I took a picture of what it looked like before. After we finish, I expect you to put it back the way it was,” she said as I stepped in behind her.

The once-tidy area was still somewhat tidy, but her computer accessories were shoved into one corner, the cables unplugged and strewn about. Brenda’s administrative area was stacked high with her colored folders and other various objects. While I wasn’t looking too forward to fixing this mess, I couldn’t help but think I’d be getting paid nearly twenty-five dollars an hour to do it.

I didn’t expect a raise like this, not so soon after joining the company. Then again, the circumstances around my raise were a little wild, so how could I even try to rationalize it?

As soon as my boss finished clearing off a spot, she pushed her black boyshorts down her thighs and sat down on the desk. Her left foot lifted onto the desk and she held it against the cubicle wall and ran a hand down to her exposed pussy, “What are you waiting for? Permission?”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her fingers as they massaged her clit. My skirt dropped to the floor in an instant and I blushed as my cock rolled out of my panties, “S-Sorry, it’s been a while.”

“Don’t give me that shit. I haven’t been fucked in almost two years. So hurry up, I’m not asking you to get me off, I just want you to cum in me. No pressure to perform other than that, Lexi,” she said calmly.

My cheeks flushed once again and I pushed my panties down to my ankles before stepping out of them. I took a step closer to Chloe before she leaned forward and hooked a hand around my neck. She pulled me in closer and I could feel her sticky juices on my neck as she pressed her lips to mine.

The passion behind that kiss was unexpected and I moaned softly as she reached down with her other hand. Her fingers wrapped around my shaft and she stroked me a few times before running the head of my cock up and down her drenched slit. She pressed the head of my cock against her entrance before breaking the kiss, “If you’re a good girl, I’ll use tongue next time we kiss.”

I let out a whimpering moan before pushing my hips slowly into hers. Chloe’s tight entrance stretched around my cock and she let out a soft groan as my cock slid deeper into her, “Fuck, you’re thicker than I thought you’d be!”

The burning embarrassment in my cheeks only deepened as her hands slid past my sides. Her fingernails dug into my back and she growled, “But I want you to fuck me, not whimper and cry.”

Of all the times I’d had sex in my life, I never once had someone this controlling. How could I have known that a firm hand was all I could ever want in the bedroom?

There was no guilt as I sank further into her pussy. Each inch that disappeared inside her helped melt away my lack of confidence and by the time our hips connected, I knew that my weekends were going to be blissful from here on out.

Chloe’s head tilted back and she let out a deep sigh, “That’s more like it, baby. Damn your cock feels so fucking good inside me!”

I leaned in and rested my head on her shoulder. Much to my surprise, one of her hands slid up my back and her fingers laced through my hair, “It’s okay, baby. You don’t have to be rough.”

The encouraging words spurred me on and I let my hips slowly rock into her. Chloe’s inner walls massaged my cock and while I certainly had more than enough length to be arrogant, this was the first time I’d ever felt competent with it. Her quivering breaths washed over my ear and she started slowly rubbing my back, “A little faster, baby.”

“Y-Yes, ma’am,” I whimpered. She probably thought I was a little pathetic, but how was I supposed to just slam myself into her? She was my boss and she could ruin my life if I messed this up!

Still, I wanted to perform for her. I needed to make her moan…

I’d never been an average worker and I couldn’t let myself start now! I leaned back and spoke softly, “Lean back.”

Her eyes widened and for a second, I thought she’d slap me. Instead, her hands pulled away from me and she leaned back onto her elbows, “That’s more like it. Being honest, I’m glad I don’t have to coddle you.”

I didn’t bother acknowledging her response. She wanted me to fuck her and I wanted to make her crave me. Ms. Williams wasn’t the only woman here who knew what she wanted. Just because I wasn’t a sex goddess didn’t mean I couldn’t try to make her do something I wanted.

While I slaved away at my desk, I wanted her to simply praise me. While I slaved away at Brenda’s, I wanted Chloe to look up to me. Validation always felt wonderful, but getting it from a woman like Chloe after making her scream my name… That would make my life feel complete.

My hands fell to her hips and I pulled out of her pussy until only I could see the deep purple crown of my cock. I looked her in the eye and felt a familiar warmth engulf my cheeks as I slammed myself into her.

Chloe gasped before letting out a quiet moan. Once again, her head tilted back and she groaned, “That’s more like it.”

I repeated the motion again and again, slowly building into a rhythm. Each time I plunged into her, I pulled out a little faster just to slam into her pussy again. Those tight walls squeezed my cock and sucked me back in with every stroke and before long, I couldn’t help but let out a soft moan each time my balls slapped against her.

It wasn’t just the sensations of her heavenly pussy that were making me moan. Hearing her soft moans, the occasional gasp as my cock explored her sensitive insides, and watching her bite her lip as I pulled out were making this the best experience of my life. And yet, I was the one getting a raise for this.

I leaned forward over her slightly and let my hips hammer into hers as I tried to maintain eye contact. The bliss that radiated through my body made it hard to not close my eyes and just bask in the ecstasy, but I had to prove to my boss that I was going to do my best, even in this capacity.

Her wet juices had long ago soaked my balls and I purposefully slammed into her hard enough to cause them to smack against her soaked cunt. She could deny it all she wanted, but I knew Ms. Williams was getting more than what she expected out of me.

“F-Fuck!” she gasped before her thighs tried to close. I let my right arm hook under her left knee and held her legs open as I continued to hammer into her. Those sharp green eyes met with mine and for a second, I could see confusion in those eyes. Then, they snapped shut.

Her pussy clenched around my cock and she let out a loud scream. Chloe’s leg fought against me as her hips bucked and writhed against me. All the while, I continued fucking her. She wanted a child, but I wanted her to crave me like I craved her. For months, this had been my fantasy, there was no way in hell I wouldn’t make her beg me to stay longer after work to simply have me in her arms again.

For all of my confidence, the second I felt her warm juices spray onto my crotch, I let out a loud gasp. The physical ecstasy was one thing, but knowing that my boss had cum was another. I could have bit my lip and tried to soldier on, pounding her for as long as my thighs would let me, but my job was finished.

My balls tightened up and I furiously slammed my cock into her for a few final strokes before plunging into her hard enough to force her hips back a few inches. Chloe’s eyes opened and her jaw dropped. There was a pause, a temporary silence that was so surreal. Then she let out a quivering gasp.

There was no denying it anymore, as my cock throbbed deep within her pussy, my boss got much more than she expected from me. She might have only wanted my cum, but that wasn’t enough for me. That would have been meeting expectations. Exceeding them was just natural for me.

My chest heaved and fell as my cum flooded into her tight pussy and once I finished, I slowly pulled out of her. She let out a quiet chuckle before sitting up on the desk. Chloe draped her arms over my shoulders and she spoke quietly, “Such a good girl.”

Her lips pressed against mine again. This time, she didn’t tease me with a half-hearted kiss. Her tongue worked into my mouth and I happily kissed her back until my lungs burned with the need for oxygen.

When she finally broke away from me, she let out a satisfied groan and then gently pushed me back a few steps. Ms. Williams got off the desk and looked at the slight puddle of her juices that were spreading over Brenda’s desk, “Clean that up. I’ll email you the picture of her desk. When you’re finished, you can go back home. Or visit me in my office…”

An hour later, Brenda’s desk was perfect once again and I was back inside Chloe. Staying late for work never bothered me…


Story Fifty-Six

Lights Out at the Library

A Trans Librarian and her Nerdy Fling


Going to the public library was one of my favorite things to do. Going out to parties and such never much interested me. While I had the means to enjoy the parties, a nice car, nice clothes, and even a nice family name, I just didn't like them.

People wanted to assume that I was a spoiled brat, but in reality, I just didn't agree with much of my generation. Maybe I wouldn't be changing anything by keeping my nose buried in books, but at least I was living the life I felt comfortable living.

I was browsing a few books of historical romance when a loud clap of thunder rang out and caused the walls to reverberate. My heart jumped into my throat and I couldn't help but let out a quiet squeak. Today might not have been a good day to go out.

With the weather getting worse by the second, I knew that I would be trapped here for a few hours. Most of the other readers were hurrying out of the library to escape before the storm made it impossible to drive. I never felt comfortable driving when it was pouring down rain. So I stayed.

If the thunder would stop making me jump out of my skin every few moments, this would have been the perfect time to be at the library. The only person here aside from myself was the librarian, Vicky.

She was such a wonderful woman, always helping me find books that I might be interested in. If they didn't have the book I wanted, she tended to order them for me. Such a sweet soul. Even though she was in her late thirties, she still had a body to die for. Not that I would ever tell her that.

There were certain expectations of a Republican governor's daughter. Being bisexual was not something that would be taken lightly by his supporters. So I put my desires aside and continued flipping through one of the books as I stood in the aisle.

Deciding what to read usually didn't take so long. The storm kept distracting me every few moments, I couldn't focus on the blurbs I'd read to remember what the book I was holding was even about.

A crack of lightning flashed brightly outside and as soon as that blinding light faded, the library went dark. I let out a panicked squeak and immediately tried to clutch onto a bookshelf. Of all things, the dark was something I didn't handle very well.

If the power going out wasn't bad enough, I managed to lose my balance and ended up leaning too heavily on the bookshelf.

It wobbled for a second before toppling over and slamming into the wall on the other side. A mountain of books toppled from the shelves onto the floor below and I heard the deep groan from Vicky.

"I'll be over in a second, don't you dare run off now. I'm not going to put those back by myself!" she called out.

I couldn't move. My knees quivered and all I wanted was for the lights to come back on before I pissed myself. Call me childish if you want, but I never got over this invasive fear… Maybe it was part of the reason that I didn't want to go to parties.

Another flash of lightning struck down and lit up the interior of the library for a second. In that moment, Vicky called out over the booming thunder, "Found my flashlight!"

I felt a warm tear trickling down my cheek and I couldn't stop hating myself for being this pathetic if I wanted to. Vicky walked my way with the all-important beam of light cutting a path through the darkness.

"O-Over here," I said in barely more than a whisper.

She turned towards me and shined the light on me. I was still leaning against the toppled bookshelf, afraid to move.

"Lindsey? I would have never guessed you'd be the type to knock over a bookshelf," she said softly and then walked closer to me. "Are you crying?"

I turned my head away and mumbled, "I didn't mean to. The power went out and I lost my balance."

She got closer and handed me the flashlight, "Here, hold onto this while I stand this shelf up."

I nearly snatched it out of her hand and then held it close to my chest as I illuminated her workspace. The solid wood bookshelf didn't look too light, but then again, I'd managed to knock it over and I weighed one thirty-five.

She got it back into position and then sighed heavily, "Do you know how to put books back on shelves?"

"I-I know the system well enough," I mumbled.

"Awesome. I'm going to hold the light and you're going to put the books up. Governor's daughter or not, you're not going to come back to this library without making amends, Lindsey."

She extended her hand for the flashlight and I clutched it tighter, "Can I keep the light?"

Vicky chuckled and ran her hand across her lips to try and wipe away the smile, "Are you afraid of the dark?"

My cheeks burned, even though she couldn't see my expression, I was sure she knew. "It's not funny, Vicky!"

She sighed and gestured to the front desk, "I'm sure I've got another flashlight up there somewhere. Otherwise, you could use your phone's light. I'm not going to run my battery down when I can't charge it."

"Can we try and find the other flashlight?" I asked.

"Sure, I'd love to be able to watch you work," Vicky said.

I didn't know quite what she meant and I certainly intended to find out, "Pardon?"

"What? I'm a woman that can appreciate another woman's figure. You've obviously put a lot of time into yours, surely it's not too offensive for me to compliment you?"

"Er, if that's what you think a compliment sounds like, I guess I should say thank you?"

She chuckled, "Good girl. Now, hurry up. I don't know when the power is going to come back on and I'd rather no one come in later and see this mess that you made."

A pang of guilt shot through me at that comment. Still, she wasn't wrong. Intentional or not, there was a problem that I caused that I should be fixing.

It didn't take long to find the second flashlight and once we had it, I got back to the shelf and started putting books on it. When I glanced over to ask a question to make sure I had things right, she always had to look back up to my eyes.

Honestly, at first, it was a little uncomfortable. After about ten minutes, I wasn't going to deny that I was a little wet. This blonde MILF was practically eye-fucking me and for once, I wasn't annoyed by that.

When guys my age tried to flirt with me, they only cared about how tight my jeans were or if I would part my legs for them. Vicky knew me as a bookworm and from the very few conversations we had about my life. Still, she was someone that I could appreciate being a little discrete. Married women didn't often want others to find out about their flings.

After nearly thirty minutes of work with little progress, she put her flashlight down on the ground pointed towards us and came over to help me.

"Sorry, I'll try to work faster," I mumbled.

She chuckled, "Maybe it's more that I just wanted to be a little closer. You know the old saying, look but don't touch. I'm just getting a better view, that's all. You're doing fine with putting them back."

I knew that I wasn't, hell, in the few moments she was back, she'd already started organizing the books more efficiently for me to put away. "Well thank you, but I don't know if an accidental touch would be all that bad," I said.

My cheeks burned again and I knew that she could see them. "And what if it wasn't an accident?" she asked as she 'accidentally' rubbed the spine of a book across my ass before putting it on the pile.

"Then I'd have to ask you to be a little more careful. Wouldn't want to damage the books," I teased. It felt so wrong to talk to a married woman like this. Add in the fact that she was a woman and I was in heaven. The taboo nature of what I was doing had my pussy soaking my panties.

Vicky boldly put her hand on my ass and gave it a squeeze, "Then we'll be more careful with the books."

A quiet gasp escaped me and I looked down at her. She was on her knees, her other hand still picking up books and looking at them before putting them in an appropriate pile.

How on earth could she be so damn cocky about what she was doing?

I shined the light down at her, "Vicky, you're married."

"That I am, but I'm pretty sure my wife wouldn't get told any details about an affair with the governor's daughter. I get the feeling that your lips would be sealed about this," she said as her hand massaged my ass.

The tight jeans Vicky wore caught my attention. More specifically, the growing bulge in them did.

"Uh, what's in your pocket?" I asked.

"It's a cock," she said casually.

My eyes widened, "I thought you were a woman?"

"Transwomen are still women, Lindsey. If you want me to stop touching you, I will."

"N-No, it's fine. I just wouldn't have guessed."

Her hand continued to grope and tease my ass while we got the books back on the shelves. By the time we were finished, my panties would likely be ruined and I knew that she had to be craving release as well. Still, it didn't seem right. Not only was she married, but she had the biggest dick I'd ever seen.

Vicky grumbled and stood, "I guess play time is over."

"It doesn't have to be," I chirped.

"Oh really?" she asked as her hand snaked down my front. Her fingers pressed against the crotch of my pants and she pulled me against her hips. That thick bulge pressed against my tight ass and she spoke softly, "If it isn't over, then it's time to go to the next level."

"O-Okay," was all I could mumble.

Married or not, this was the one chance I felt I had to actually explore my sexuality a little. The few sex toys I did have weren't the most pleasant. Trying to get a high-quality toy without raising the suspicion of my family about the cost was difficult. Being a politician's daughter, in general, was difficult…

Vicky's hands slid up my sides and she cupped my breasts, "Are you sure you want to get fucked on a library floor?"

"T-There are recliners," I whimpered.

"There are, but what we're doing doesn't exactly feel proper. I want you on the floor, Lindsey. I want to make you beg for my cock while you're being fucked like a common whore," she purred into my ear.

I'd always been treated with respect, even when people were trying to get in my pants. Hearing her talk down to me should have pissed me off. Should was a very operative word. Instead of guessing about the state of my panties, I knew that I'd have to get rid of them no matter what after tonight.

The flashlight in my hand was going to be a bit of a problem. I set it up on the bookshelf to illuminate more of the area. I reached down to my hips and unbuttoned my pants as quickly as I could and started pushing them away.

"That's a good slut, ready to take a cock as soon as it's offered. Tell me how bad you want it while you strip for me, girl," she commanded before stepping away from me.

I watched her in awe as she started taking her clothes off. This was real. I kicked off my shoes and mumbled as I took my own outfit off, "I want you to fuck me with that amazing cock, Vicky. I want it to be worth the risk. Your wife finding out that you cheated on her, my dad finding out I had sex with a woman. Both would be horrible, but even if we did get found out, I want this moment to be worth it."

"Mm, try not to bring my wife up too much. As much as I love her, I don't want to think about her while I'm slipping into your tight cunt," Vicky said.

Her throbbing cock bounced with each pulse of blood. Vicky's eyes looked over my petite frame and she chuckled as she wrapped a hand around her cock, "On your knees, slut. It's time to put those words to the test."

I slunk to my knees before her and looked up at her darkened face as I tentatively opened my mouth. The darkness surrounding us encouraged me to not run away. Then again, I didn't really want to. My inexperience was probably going to be obvious, but Vicky should have known that about me in the first place.

She reached down and gently pulled me onto her cock. Her slightly musky taste wasn't anything foul and after a few swirls of my tongue, the taste had all but vanished. In its place was a deliciously sweet flavor as her precum dribbled onto my tongue.

Vicky moaned softly as I continued to work around the head of her cock. Slowly, she pulled me further onto her shaft until her cock's head started teasing the back of my throat. My gag reflex immediately acted up and my hands shot to her thighs to stop her from pushing further into me.

"It's okay, sweetie. I'm not going to hurt you, I promise," the previous dominant tone she had was nowhere to be found.

The reassurance was all I needed. Vicky had always been good to me, even when she was playing with my ass earlier. She did ask me a few times if it was okay. While cheating on a partner wasn't something I would do, I wasn't going to turn down this experience. Whatever her wife's name was would have to forgive me for what was going to happen tonight.

I took Vicky's cock a few inches deeper into my throat before I couldn't go any further. The gagging sounds immediately caused her to pull back from me until only the velvety head of her cock remained in my mouth. "I get that you're wanting to be my little whore, but you're going to have to slow down. That, or you're going to need to turn around and put your hands on the floor, slut."

The offer was too tempting for me to refuse. Vicky might have been willing to just settle for a blowjob, but I wanted more. I needed more. I needed her.

I pulled away from her cock and wordlessly turned to present my naked ass to her. Her soft chuckle was followed by the rush of air as she got behind me and quickly pressed her cock against my tight entrance.

"Maybe if you come back another time just before we close, I might be able to let you stay a little longer. I might even have a special selection of topics to discuss," she purred as she pushed her cock into my soaked pussy.

"Things like flogging, spanking, restraining, and the list goes on. But that's only if you're a good girl who can keep her mouth shut without needing my cock in it," Vicky said.

My hands curled into fists as I tried to gain some semblance of control. Her words were driving me wild, but the physical sensation of her thick cock spreading my folds kept the words from coming. I wanted to tell her that I would show up for any of those topics but all that came out were loud moans.

Vicky's hands ran along my back as she started thrusting into me. "I'm sure you know how to be a good slut. You wouldn't want to miss out on this, would you?"

I shook my head. She gave my ass a rough smack and I yelped in pain before letting out another low moan. The stinging hurt, yeah, but then the pain was offset by the pleasure. The two sensations highlighted one another and while I didn't want to be spanked, I wanted the sting.

My god, what was this woman doing to me?

"I didn't think you would, slut. But next time you can get words out of that whore mouth of yours, you're going to address me as your Mistress when we're alone. Otherwise," she viciously slapped the other side of my ass, "you'll find out how my paddle feels."

Whimpering moans continued to flow from me like the breeze over the plains. Smooth, uninhibited and always threatening to develop into something far worse. Or, in my case, better. I could feel the tension in my core growing more intense with each stroke of her cock into my depths.

That deliciously thick cock had stretched my pussy like no toy I'd ever owned, but that wasn't even the reason I was nearly ready to squirt. Vicky kept shifting her hips, angling them to reach parts of my cunt that I didn't even know existed. Occasionally, I heard her foot sliding against the carpet before she would start hammering into me again, this time filling me in a completely new way.

Her cock never once left my pussy, but dear god, I would have assumed she was using a sheath to make herself bigger at times!

Vicky's pace continued to increase and soon, I heard soft moans accompany her heavy breathing, "S-Soon, slut!"

I didn't know if that was a threat or a promise, but I was content with either one. Her hand snaked around my waist and she used her fingers to aggressively rock my clit. "Cum for me, whore. Make your Mistress proud of you."

My toes curled and I whimpered out desperate moans as she made me feel like a whole new woman. Had this been anyone else, I would have slapped them and probably told my father about the treatment I was receiving. Yet, when those words came from such a pleasant woman, I couldn't help but feel like I'd earned some kind of badge of honor.

Vicky's cock constantly ground against my g-spot and with the additional pleasure her fingers offered me, I couldn't keep myself from reaching my climax if I wanted to. Waves of fiery bliss tore through me and ignited my body with a passion I'd never felt before. My core tightened and my inner walls convulsed around her cock as my juices sprayed onto the carpet beneath us.

The peachy scent of my sex filled the air in moments and Vicky grunted loudly as she pulled out of my pussy. I immediately missed the sensation of being so full, but as I felt the hot cum spurting onto my ass and lower back, I understood. Even if I wanted her cum inside me, I wasn't on birth control, not right now.

That might need to change if I was going to keep seeing her. I craved that hot cum and hated that I was wasting it right now.

"F-Fucking hell, you've got a wonderful set of lips," she groaned.

"W-Which ones?" I asked teasingly.

Vicky smiled at me and whispered quietly, "Put your clothes back on, slut. I want you to wear my cum like a trophy."

I didn't argue with her, even though I would have loved to have a second round with her before I put them back on. My Mistress told me to do something, even with my limited understanding of BDSM, I knew that I shouldn't disobey her.

"That's a good girl. Now come lick my cock clean so I can get dressed," she purred.

I didn't hesitate to drop to my knees and start cleaning my juices off her cock. My sweet taste wasn't new to me, though I'd only really tasted it when getting my fingers wet to keep from rubbing my clit raw. I could get used to this… No, I would get used to this.


Story Fifty-Seven

Encountering a Futa Ghost

Ghost Hunting on Halloween


Halloween had to be my favorite holiday of the year by miles. All the outfits, the parties, and the daring people who loved to look for haunted places to explore. The last of those three made my afterlife somewhat bearable. Being a ghost was awful lonely most days.

“Crystal, are you sure you don’t want to come out with us tonight? I could get you an outfit real quick,” my friend asked.

The t-shirt and shorts I wore didn’t exactly fit with the spirit of Halloween. I tapped my fingers along the side of my camera, “You know I always go ghost hunting on Halloween.”

“And you’ve never found anything. Come on, we’re going to a house party. Jessica is going to be there,” she purred.

“Don’t play that card with me. I really like her, but this is something I only do once a year,” I mumbled. The comment about my lack of evidence of ghosts stung my pride.

“Fine, I’ll try to get her to text you or something.”

I sighed, “Please don’t. She’s probably not even into chicks.”

My friend laughed and walked outside, “It’s not like you’re going to be there to stop me. Have fun, Crystal.”

I watched her walk away and enjoyed the sway of her hips. The nurse outfit she wore intentionally showed her ass off to anyone that wanted to look. Friends or not, that didn’t stop me from wanting to spread her legs and test how straight she was.

The thoughts were distracting me, it was already seven-thirty and I needed to get on the road if I was going to explore the home I found online. I hurried up and got ready to leave and tried to remember the important details of the house.

From what I read, a sweet woman had accidentally ingested peanuts which she was highly allergic to. She lived alone, and sadly, no one knew she passed until the next day. Tanya’s case was horrible, but there were reports of people feeling incredibly uneasy when they entered the home trying to purchase it.

It seemed to be enough to drive away even the most resolute of people. There were never any physical marks or sounds from what the reports said. The pervasive feeling that something horrible was going to happen lingered with people and within a week, they couldn’t handle it anymore.

I parked my car two streets away in a store’s parking lot and started walking briskly towards the house. Breaking and entering wasn’t something to be proud of, but there was no other way to get into the house without scheduling an appointment. Even as I approached the two-bedroom home, I felt a tingle dancing down my spine. Something in my stomach told me that this was going to be the year that I finally caught something on film.

The only thing left to do was hope that it wouldn’t be something that was viewed after I’d been found dead!

After making sure that no one was watching me, I slipped into the yard and hurried around the back of the house. Much to my surprise, the grass hadn’t grown tall and there were no signs of nature trying to reclaim this place. I started up the three steps to the back porch and felt my heart beating rapidly. Each step added pressure to my shoulders and I let out a shaky sigh as I started recording my adventure.

The camera’s light shot through the darkness and I pressed it against my pants to keep it out of sight as I reached for the doorknob. I turned it and found that it was unlocked. That should have been the moment I turned around and left. Something didn’t feel right as I pushed the door open, like I was being watched.

I’d come too far and given up on my other possible plans already. There was no way I’d turn back now. I stepped inside and lifted the camera and let the light pierce into the darkness of the house. My chest heaved as I glanced through the immaculate home. Every surface looked freshly dusted, the furniture had no signs of deterioration. For a home that hadn’t received much attention for almost two years, it was in amazing condition.

I shuffled through the living room and stopped to look around. Out of the corner of my eye, I thought I saw a shadow flickering. The hairs on the back of my neck stood up and my heart jumped into my throat. My anxiety must have been getting the best of me, I rationalized. As much as I wanted to believe in spirits, there was no way that something like that really existed. I would have found something by now, wouldn’t I?

Eight years of doing this had led to nothing, but then again, most of the places I visited couldn’t bring a physical response out of me. This house was different. How? I couldn’t say. My gut told me to run from the house, but I needed to see this through.

My feet shuffled towards the place where I thought I saw the shadow and I called out, “Tanya? If you’re here with me, could you make your presence known?”

After a few moments of not getting a response, I let out a quiet chuckle. My nerves must have been the cause of my hallucination. With a measure of validation washing over me, I walked down the hallway and opened the first door on my right.

Inside, a small bathroom greeted me. It wasn’t much, and honestly, this house didn’t look all too bad to me. Sure, it was a little on the small side, but for someone like myself, it was amazing. It would definitely beat living with my parents.

I backed out of the bathroom and headed into the door that was opposite of it. There was a twin bed in the center of the room with a dressed in it. If I had to guess, this had to be the guest room. I walked to the bed and sat on the edge of it.

“Tanya, if you’re here, could you give me a sign? I’m not here to chase you away, I just want to talk,” I called out into the darkness. The beam of light emitting from my camera flickered for a second and I gasped. In that millisecond it took to come back on, I saw a shadow standing in the doorway.

When the light came back on, there was nothing there. Once again, I had to calm myself down. My mind had to be playing tricks on me. There was only one room left in this house that had been unexplored. Tanya’s room.

I stood up and trudged towards her room. My breathing intensified and I could feel the temperature drop a few degrees. As my hand reached for the doorknob to turn it, I heard the faintest whisper coming from inside. I yanked my hand back and called out, “Hello? Is someone else here?”

No response. My nerves had taken all they could by this point and I let out a deep breath of air as I grasped the handle again. I turned the knob and opened the door. A loud scream erupted from my lungs as I saw a figure leaning against the dressed on the far wall. I pointed the light from my camera at the thing and what I made my knees go weak.

The thin figure wore a lingerie set, including a pair of stockings. I wished that was all I noticed. Just someone playing a prank on me, that would have made things so much easier to comprehend. My light illuminated the wall behind the woman. The light filtered through her form and came out slightly dimmed on the other side. There should have been no way for that to be possible.

I looked at the camera’s screen and my blood ran cold. There was nothing on the display.

“Well, you wanted to talk, didn’t you?” the figure asked.

My eyes wandered back up her frame and I swallowed heavily. In my initial take, I didn’t notice the large bulge in the panties she wore. Tanya caught my gaze and she sighed heavily, “If I could wear something else, I would. Stop staring at it.”

“H-How is this possible?”

She shrugged her shoulders, “Why do you think I would know? All I have are theories.”

Here I sat, kneeling on the floor having a normal conversation with a ghost. My mind couldn’t leap through enough hurdles to rationalize this. I swallowed heavily and spoke quietly, “A-Are you going to hurt me?”

Tanya moved away from the dresser and moved towards me. Her feet never touched the floor as she floated my way. She leaned down and smiled at me before speaking softly, “I wouldn’t dream of hurting you. Believe it or not, not all of us are malicious.”

“A-All of us?”

“The rest of the ghosts I’ve met. Some are vengeful, those aren’t the norm. Most of us are just… Jealous,” she said with a sigh.

Now that she got closer, I could make her features out better. Tanya had wild brown hair that hung draped over her shoulder. Her eyes looked gray in the lighting, but maybe they might have once been blue.

My free hand reached forward to try and touch her leg. As my fingers connected with a tangible form, I let out another gasp. Tanya moaned softly and whispered, “So warm.”

I looked into her eyes and asked, “H-How is this possible?”

“It’s Halloween. The one day that our worlds are close enough for those of us that aren’t weakened to become partially physical again,” she looked to the side and let out a deep sigh. “If only for one night of the year.”

“Why haven’t there been more ghosts that interact then?” I asked.

She smiled down at me, “Because most of us can’t wait an entire year to try and contact others. We all had families and loved ones. Do you know how hard it is to not try and let them know you’re okay? Could you imagine watching the people you care about going through hard times and just sitting by doing nothing?”

I shook my head, “That sounds horrible. B-But how are you here, then?”

Tanya floated away and laid on the bed. Her thin frame barely made an indent in the bed, but the fact that there was some physical reaction did change things. I lifted my camera to her and caught the indent on film. She looked at me for a moment, I saw the pain in her eyes, “Because no one like that is alive for me.”

I felt my shoulders droop, “Can you tell me your story, Tanya?”

“You wouldn’t want to hear it, person,” she mumbled.

“My name is Crystal,” I whispered.

“Crystal, you’ve probably searched what happened to me. How else would you know my name?” she asked.

I nodded, “I did look you up. I know that people get horrible feelings when they’re here. Could you explain that?”

She patted the bed beside her, “If you share something with me first.”

“What do you want from me?” I asked nervously.

“Warmth. I promise it’s not going to hurt you or whatever. Heat is something you take for granted until you can’t enjoy it naturally anymore,” she said.

I stood and walked closer to the bed, “If you can’t feel it naturally, how would me being close change things?”

“I’ll explain after you get close. It ties into my story.”

“Is it okay if I put my camera on your nightstand?” I asked.

“I don’t care. Just remember, you let this footage leak and you’re not going to get the chance to see me again. People will swarm to this place and make it a tourist trap,” she said.

I nodded and set my camera up on the nightstand. As I got into bed, I could feel her chilling presence sapping heat from me. It didn’t feel all too uncomfortable. If I had to compare it to anything, it was like being under the vent of a powerful air conditioner. The temperature shift changed slowly until it just felt like a cool breeze washing over me.

The initial few moments were filled with moans from Tanya that were a little on the sensual side. I glanced down her waist and saw the bulge in her panties grow until the head of her thick cock spilled out. She looked at me and for a second, I thought I saw her cheeks flush.

Her body seemed a little more colorful than before as if my warmth was making her more tangible by the second. The erection made things a little odd, and I mumbled, “I’m glad it’s good for you.”

She sheepishly smiled and used her hands to cover her crotch, “You’re pretty attractive and the heat feels a lot like a blowjob if I’m being honest.”

“Er, could we talk about you now?” I asked. The sexual tension growing made me even more uncomfortable. While I think of myself as a lesbian, I couldn’t pretend that she wasn’t turning me on. Her feminine body coupled with an impressive cock would fuel my fantasies for a while.

Tanya nodded and wiggled until she pressed her body against mine. After another moan, she turned her head to look at me, “So we’ll start with the uncomfortable feelings people get. I’m not someone that has people to care about. I don’t want to go into it too much, but I was an orphan. The people I cared about tended to let me down in life. After I passed, I heard more than one of those I thought I cared about say that while what happened was unfortunate, they felt things were better now. That’s not something anyone should have to hear, Crystal.”

She turned onto her side and pressed herself against me again. Now, her futa-cock rubbed against my hip and she mumbled, “If you want to hear more, you’re going to have to let me stay like this. It feels too good and I’ve never been able to have this kind of contact, Crystal.”

My cheeks flushed a deep shade of red and I nodded.

Tanya smiled and whispered into my ear, “I want to hear you say it’s okay.”

“Y-You can get closer, T-Tanya,” I muttered. Even if I wanted to share this video, I couldn’t bear the shame that would come with it. While they might not see her, I would know what was happening. I was letting a transgender ghost use me for her pleasure.

Her right arm draped over my torso and she moved her leg between mine. Tanya’s cock continued to grow as she enjoyed my warmth. As strange as it seemed, she felt like she was growing more solid over time. Hell, her shaft actually felt a little warm against my stomach. The stockings she wore felt amazing as they rubbed against my bare lower legs.

“Mm, so warm. Anyway, before I end up finding out what happens when I get too excited, back to the reason people get those feelings. The more something from the ethereal plane tries to interact, the weaker they get. If they don’t interact, they become more of a presence. Think of it like a battery. Speaking of, your camera isn’t going to last too long, that part isn’t fake. We really do drain them,” she said.

I glanced over to my camera and saw the blinking red light and sighed, “Fucking great. Hurry up with the story then? If I can hear you on the camera, I want to have this documented. And no, I won’t share it.” If I played my cards right, she might even do me a favor next year by letting me record evidence of her somewhere else. From how she made it sound, she wasn’t attached to this house. That would be something to ask her about.

“Right, a battery that isn’t charged can do nothing. Being around people is a way for us to recharge, to an extent. It takes so much longer to build up enough energy to even move an object than it does to just influence your environment passively. I have no one to visit. No one to see. No one to miss. I don’t have anything draining my battery. There are outliers, of course, the more aggressive ghosts can feed off fear. Others feed on sorrow, happiness, or pretty much any emotion. Those are the kinds of ghosts that have been around so long that they understand how things work and tend to view the newer ones as pathetic,” Tanya explained.

The thought of ghosts having a hierarchy would never have crossed my mind, but it did make a little sense. Her hips pressed against me and I mumbled, “So what about heaven or hell?”

She sighed and pulled me a little closer to her, “They do exist in some way. I don’t know why I haven’t crossed over and I don’t really care. I exist and there are things that make my life interesting. You’re the first person that I’ve had the pleasure of having a conversation with. Strange how much you miss that, even when you’re an introvert in life.”

I smiled at that. This ghost was turned on and grinding her cock against me, yet I still felt like she had more tact than most people that were interested in me. As fucked up as it was, I didn’t want this conversation to end. I didn’t want to leave Tanya.

“So what would happen to me if I wanted to buy this place?” I asked.

Her eyes widened, “I would have to leave.”

“Why?”

She sighed, “Imagine watching someone living their life and finding someone that they loved. One, I don’t want to hear you fucking dudes at random times. Two, I can’t have that. I wouldn’t want to subject myself to that.”

“I’m a lesbian,” I grumbled.

“Does that really change anything?” she asked. As uncaring as she seemed to be about that, she did turn a little and her cock pulled away from my stomach.

I reached over to her hips and tried to pull her back onto me, “You don’t have to move.”

She smirked and pressed her cock against me again, “Sounds like you’re enjoying this a little more than you’re letting on, Crystal.”

“You wanted me to keep you warm while we talked, it’s unfair to you if I don’t keep my side of the bargain,” I said.

Tanya’s slid down my torso and she teased along the waist of my shorts, “You know I would get warmer if you weren’t dressed.”

I rolled my eyes and reached down to unbutton my shorts, “If you take them off, you have to promise to answer more of my questions.”

Tanya didn’t hesitate to lean up and slide my shorts off. She smiled at the sight of my bare pussy, “No panties?”

“I don’t have anyone to dress up for,” I mumbled.

She got back into position and reached between us to slid her cock between my thighs. I let out a soft moan as her warm cock pulsed and pressed against my clit. Tanya giggled and let her hips rock ever so slightly to keep the teasing up, “You know I would have answered more even if you kept them on.”

“I-I don’t care. It’s only polite,” I said.

“It’s nice to know that you’re worried about being kind to a ghost, Crystal,” she leaned in a little closer and whispered, “But you’re getting wet. I can feel your pussy getting hotter by the second.”

I closed my eyes and tried to pretend that what she was saying wasn’t true. My body craved more of Tanya, but I had to remind myself that she wouldn’t be here tomorrow. “What would happen if you spent more time being really close to someone if it wasn’t Halloween?” I asked.

She giggled and slid her hand down my waist and rested it on my hip, “I couldn’t tell you. Most ghosts don’t get that close to people, believe it or not, we don’t want to be found out most of the time. The religious ones can indeed send us away. Some of us are really attached to the places we haunt.”

A soft whimper escaped me, then I blurted out another question, “What would happen if I wanted to spend more time with you?”

No sooner than the words left my lips, the camera’s light flickered off. Here I was in a haunted house, in the dark, with a ghost. Logic told me to be afraid, but my burning desire made me want to stay for the rest of the night.

Her hand slid under my ass and she pulled me on top of her. Her cock nestled between my folds and I rocked my hips along her shaft. Quivering moans escaped me and she let out a soft groan before she slid her hands under my shirt and started easing it up my stomach, “Then you would have to buy the house or agree to me following you home. As stupid as this is, I can manipulate touchscreen phones. Electromagnetic fields and pressure, it’s hard to explain, but I could text you from your phone.”

I reached down and pulled my shirt off and tossed it aside. After, I slid my hand between my legs and moved her panties further down her thighs. Tanya didn’t stop me, so I gently grasped the bottom of her cock and held it tightly against me as I rubbed my pussy along her thick girl-cock.

“And we could do this once a year?” I asked.

She groaned and pressed her head into the bed, “This is just foreplay, surely you’d want to go all out on a holiday, wouldn’t you?”

My cheeks burned hot from the embarrassment as I whispered, “I’d rather you take the lead. I don’t really know what I’m doing.”

Tanya smiled at me and whispered, “I’ll teach you everything you need to know for the next time we can do this, Crystal.” Her hands moved to my hips, “Get on your side facing away from me.”

I let out a soft whimper as I rolled off of her and got onto my side. Her lukewarm body pressed against mine. Her lips pressed against the back of my neck as she used her hand to guide her thick futa-cock to my entrance. Tanya suckled on my sensitive neck and her tongue danced across my skin as she pushed herself into my soaked pussy.

The wetness on my neck gave me hope that she might be able to produce another fluid. One that was much more… Intimate. Her hips slowly pushed into mine and she eventually pushed fully into me. With her base pushing against my thighs, I felt a deep pressure within my core. Tanya’s cock was much bigger than any dildo I’d ever experimented with and I loved how full I felt.

Ghost or not, Tanya managed to do what no other person had done so far. She made me comfortable enough to share my body. Tanya gently pushed her cock into me in long, slow strokes. Her lips pulled away from my neck and I felt her push her stomach and breasts tighter against my back, “S-So warm.”

I turned my head and tried to look at her, in the dark, all I could make out were her beautiful eyes. Those orbs had no traces of gray left. Her blue eyes met with mine and she tilted her head so that I could kiss her. The unspoken conversation between us said more than either of us could have vocalized.

As her lips parted and she pushed her tongue into my mouth, I could taste a hint of peanuts and I felt my heart sink for a moment. Even in the afterlife, Tanya had been a good sport. All the times I threw fits because of little things and let myself hate the world meant nothing in comparison to how much Tanya had gone through. Three years had passed between that incident and now, yet here she was, willing to share herself with me in the most intimate way.

She could have done anything she wanted to scare me away. Yet, when push came to shove, Tanya shared things with me that she didn’t have to just so she wouldn’t be alone.

After a few moments of the deep kiss, I broke away and whispered, “I don’t want to leave you, Tanya.”

Her thrusts stopped and she held herself deep inside me, “You don’t have to go. If you bought this house, I would stay, Crystal. I can’t say what’s going to happen between the years, but I know that I’ll be here until you don’t want me around anymore.”

The paranormal had always fascinated me. Now, I had a passion ignited within me to explore every facet of this ghost, “I’ll move in as soon as I can, Tanya. J-Just follow me home until then, okay?”

Tanya put a hand on my hip and started hammering into me as she grunted, “Done, but I don’t know how long I have left tonight, Crystal.”

I pushed against her every thrust and squeaked, “T-Then fuck me until you have to go.”

Her heavy breathing only got louder as she pushed herself to her limit within my tight pussy. At one point, I thought I was a lesbian, but now I’m not even sure if that applies. Ghosts are only kind of people, right?

My inquisitive mind wasn’t allowed to wander as Tanya moved her hand further around my body so that her fingers could furiously rub my clit. Any thoughts I had in the moment were snuffed out as she pounded me without mercy. Her thick futa-cock I could handle, the added pleasure of my clit being abused was too much.

Loud moans ruptured forth and my thighs squeezed closed as my core tightened and spasmed violently. Tanya let out hissing breaths as she continued to work her girl-cock into me. Her hand managed to stick to my clit even as I bucked around. The overwhelming orgasm that surged through me caused my toes to curl in delicious delight as my juices squirted onto my thighs and Tanya’s cock.

Tanya let out a deep groan and slammed her cock as far into me as she could. That thick shaft throbbed within me and I could feel the hot cum pouring into me as she moaned, “So warm, Crystal.”

We rested for a few moments with her cool body pressed against mine. As I turned to face her, I felt my heart plummet once again. Her eyes had gone gray and I could feel her body growing every more intangible.

“T-Tanya! Please don’t go!” I called out.

Her form continued to grow ever more transparent and the last thing she said before she completely vanished was, “I’ll never leave you, Crystal.”

After I left Tanya’s home, I hurried back to my car and opened my phone and opened the messenger application. Five minutes passed. Then ten. Warm tears started trickling down my cheeks and I leaned back to rest my head against the seat of the car. Then I heard the clicking sound of the keys being tapped and looked down to read the message.

‘I’m here. Please don’t cry, I haven’t had sex in years, I’m a little tired.’

The message made me smile and I called out quietly, “Next year will be more fun, Tanya.”


Story Fifty-Eight

Megan and Sofia’s Awakening

Leaving the Futa Cult


I descended the stairs into the basement of our cult leader’s home. I heard the familiar sound of quiet giggling and the occasional gasp coming from one of the more submissive members that were being flogged. My smile spread further as a pair of hands clasped onto my shoulders, “I’m glad you could make it, Megan.”

“I hate missing our meetings, Mistress Kira,” I said and continued down the stairs.

Once we were in the room, Kira pulled me in for a hug and gave me a soft kiss on the forehead. “Tonight’s meeting is urgent. You’ve got a few minutes before I call for everyone’s attention. Grab a drink, enjoy yourself.”

Kira left before I could pester her with my questions. As one of the newer members of our group, I didn’t quite understand my place here yet. All I knew was that they treated me like I was special instead of a freak. Real futas were a rarity, one that Kira wanted to protect and help thrive as a community.

I stepped around a few of the women that were enjoying the more physical nature of the gathering. Not that I hadn’t occasionally partaken myself, but tonight I was more curious about what Kira called us here for. I grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge and took a seat on a sofa. Sofia, a petite redhead, joined me and smiled warmly at me.

“You can talk, sweetie,” I said and put my hand gently on her shoulder.

Sofia nodded, “Thank you, Mistress Megan.”

The title wasn’t quite fitting for me, but I wasn’t quite a submissive. It was all part of the cult’s hierarchy. The best part of the hierarchy is that you weren’t forced into a role, you could choose.

She put her hand on my lap and rubbed from my base to my tip in repeated motions, “Mistress Megan, I was hoping that you wouldn’t mind me asking if you needed a little stress relief?”

I smiled at her, “You can play to your heart’s content as long as you don’t try and undress me. I’m more interested in the meeting right now, Sofia, but if you want to spend some time together after it’s over, I’d enjoy that.”

Sofia immediately shifted herself to sit in my lap. She was only a little smaller than myself, but her weight felt pleasant in my lap as she ground her hips onto me. I leaned back against the couch and uncapped my water bottle and took a long drink. Around the time that my futa-cock had fully hardened, Kira walked to her podium and cleared her throat.

All noise in the basement stopped as the rest of the congregation gave Kira their attention. Sofia even relaxed in my lap and leaned against my chest. I wrapped my arms around her waist and put my chin on her shoulder. I didn’t want her to feel like I wasn’t appreciative of her playfulness.

“Good evening everyone,” Kira started. “The Saturday meeting is still on, but I didn’t call you here on a Monday to annoy anyone. I’ve decided that our numbers have swelled large enough that we can start expanding our influence. With our most recent addition,” she gestured to me, “we have twenty-six true futas.”

There was a round of applause and Kira smiled warmly and let the noise die down before continuing. “Three of us are in positions of power already. One more is the daughter of a rather influential politician. I have no intention of overthrowing any form of government, not yet at least. Our current goal isn’t world domination or anything extreme. What our current goal should be is to finally open our doors to members that are willing to worship futas as the goddesses that we are. Male, female, transgender, I don’t care. Find someone that would be willing to serve us. Not as individuals, that would be too simple.”

Kira brought her hands together and smiled warmly, “It’s time to become public. I brought you all here to announce our new venue. The Futanari’s Dream is open for business. I and Shirley pooled together and bought a building downtown and restored it. It will function as both a bar and a place of… Worship.”

Another round of applause sounded out. Kira smiled warmly and called out, “Don’t feel pressured to bring just anyone into our new establishment. Remember, if your addition to the fold isn’t willing to serve us as their superiors, they do not belong. With that, you can stay as long as you’d like, but Shirley and I have a date in my bedroom.”

Kira walked over to her wife and led her upstairs. As soon as our leader left, the pleasurable grinding from Sofia continued, “Mistress, what do you think the bar is going to look like?”

I put my bottle of water down and chuckled, “Your guess is as good as mine, but what do you think about getting out of here? You’ve been after me for three weeks now, Sofia. Isn’t it about time you’ve got what you want?”

She giggled and stood up, “I’d love to have your cock deep inside me, Mistress.”

“I know, it’s what most of you girls want from me,” I teased. While I wasn’t the most impressive of the futas, I certainly wasn’t easily ignored. My issue was that I didn’t know enough about the BDSM community to really call myself a Mistress. From what the other six Mistresses said, I had quite the grasp on the lifestyle, but I felt that I had a long way to go.

I got off the couch and wrapped my arm around her waist and walked with her up the stairs, “Did you drive here?”

“No, Mistress, I got a ride from Fiona. But don’t worry, I don’t work tomorrow,” she said cheerfully.

“Mm, well I do have to go to work. That doesn’t mean I can’t spend a little time with you tonight. Do you have anything you need to do tomorrow?” I asked as we headed to my car.

“I don’t think I do,” she said.

I smirked and opened the passenger door for her, “Good, then you can thank me for tonight by cleaning the house while I’m at work.”

Sofia giggled, “I’d love to!”

Cleaning had never been something I was thrilled about. While my house wasn’t filthy, it could definitely use a little love and attention. As I drove to my house, Sofia’s hand massaged my cock through my jeans. If I wasn’t already sure I’d get to take care of myself in a few minutes, I would have made her take care of me right now!

I turned into my driveway and parked my car in the garage and let out a deep breath, “You’re such a damn tease, Sofia.”

Her fingers kneaded my shaft pleasurably as she whispered, “Mistress, how do you think I’ve felt since you showed up? Always letting me play with you but never taking it any further.”

A smile crossed my lips as I got out of the car, “Good things are worth waiting for, aren’t they?”

She got out and followed me inside, “I definitely hope so, Mistress.”

I ran my hand up her side and then took a handful of her hair and pulled until she sunk to her knees. “I bet you want me to fuck you right here like the slut you are, Sofia.”

Her soft green eyes shone brightly as she looked up at me, “Harder, Mistress!”

A giggle escaped me and I gave her hair a sharp tug before letting go, “Follow me, slut.”

She moved to stand up and I gently slapped her cheek, “What do you think you’re doing? Oh sweetie, it’s cute that you think you are allowed to walk like a real woman. Crawl.”

Sofia’s pale cheeks reddened as she slunk down to her hands and knees. I smiled down at her and patted her head, “Good girl.” I walked backwards into the living room and watched her hips sway as she followed after me with hunger in her eyes. The shorts she wore barely covered her ass and I couldn’t pretend that I wasn’t interested in finally enjoying her.

The carpeted floor of my living room was rather nice, while I wasn’t thinking about it when I bought this house, it would certainly help protect her hands and knees. As compliant as Sofia was, I was concerned with her comfort and safety.

When I stopped, she did as well and looked up to me and spoke softly, “Mistress?”

“Stay still,” I said quietly as I walked behind her. Sofia’s tight ass filled out the shorts she wore and the bulge in them was obvious. While she wasn’t as blessed some of the other members of our futa cult, she still put most men to shame. I ran my hands down her lower back and gave her ass a gentle squeeze. My right hand dipped between her legs and I roughly squeezed her futa-cock, “We’re not going to be using this tonight, Sofia. I don’t think you’re going to be too sad about that though.”

My hand let go of her shaft and I let my hands run along her balls before I finally made her break her silence. A loud gasp escaped her as my fingers pressed against her heated pussy, “You know, there are few things better than a needy slut being bent over for you. I can think of something though, Sofia.”

Her tone was shaky as she asked, “W-What’s that, Mistress?”

“I want to hear you how much you want my cock,” I purred.

There was no hesitation, “Mistress, I want you to use me like the slut I am! I want to feel your beautiful cock fill me until I can’t think straight. I need your cum inside me, Mistress. P-Please?”

I reached around her waist and unbuttoned her shorts, then pulled them down to her knees. Sofia’s pink cotton panties had the word ‘Brat’ in bold black letters across the ass. I couldn’t help but let out a quiet chuckle as I pulled them down to join her shorts. If I had more tools to keep her restrained at my disposal, I would have just taken them all the way off. For now, having her stuck in a kneeling position would work just fine.

My left hand slid up her milky thighs and I let my fingers explore her folds with very little pressure as I spoke firmly, “But what makes a slut like you think that I should even give you a chance to feel my cock?”

Sofia looked back at me and I could see the fear in her beautiful eyes, “M-Mistress, I don’t deserve the chance to have you inside me. I want to make you a happy woman and if I can’t do that with my body, just tell me what I can do!”

Her words sounded genuine and I found myself at a loss of words. I didn’t know how to respond to such blind devotion. Sofia barely knew me, even when we were at meetings, she primarily just played with my cock and told me how much she loved it. A part of me felt honored, but the other part felt like I would only end up letting her down.

Still, I couldn’t deny that my futa-cock was rock hard in my pants and the pressure was getting to be uncomfortable. I stood straight and started undressing as I spoke softly, “And what do you get out of this, Sofia? People don’t do things for the sake of them, you’re sharing something quite special with me by offering yourself up. So tell me why.”

Her eyes tore away from my exposed cock and met with mine, “B-Because you’re someone that I feel would make me safe, Mistress. I don’t like floating from one person to the next and you haven’t shown much interest in the other women at our meetings. I like how you treat me, and I hope that I can be the person you want to be with… Like Kira and Shirley.”

Sofia’s words brought a smile to my lips and I knelt behind her, “Well if you want to do this, we’re going to have to get started before I need to go to sleep. As beautiful as you look on your knees, I’d rather not be late for work. That’d mean I’d have a bad day tomorrow and you wouldn’t want me to come home upset, would you?”

She shook her head, “Of course not, Mistress!”

I chuckled and rubbed my cock along her soaked slit, “So you’re saying that you’ll be here tomorrow?”

“If you want me to be, Mistress,” Sofia said.

The thick crown of my shaft spread her entrance and she let out a loud gasp as I pushed further into her. Once half of my length was inside her pussy, I rubbed my hands across her ass to help her relax, “I definitely don’t mind, Sofia. We’re not blind to what our cult is supposed to be doing, are we? It’s a gathering of the most amazing types of people in our city, surely you don’t think a few couples wouldn’t form?”

Sofia’s deep breathing paused just long enough to whisper, “M-Mistress?”

The surprise in her tone made me giggle. I put a hand on her lower back and pulled her against me as I thrust my futa-cock deeper into her tight cunt, “You heard me, slut. I want you to be mine, I’m not sure how much I want to bring others back home with me. You’ve been a sweet little thing since I’ve met you. Besides,” I gave her ass a rough slap. “I love redheads.”

She gasped at the pain and then let out a low moan before grinding her hips against me, “M-More.”

I rocked my cock into her as I gave her ass alternating spanks. Her pale flesh didn’t take too long to start turning pink. Each slap made her cry out softly and I had only just begun. I never imagined that hurting someone would be so arousing for me. There was no denying that having her tight lips wrapped around my thick shaft as I abused her ass was one of the most erotic things I’d ever experienced.

Soon, I heard Sofia crying quietly and I let my hands rest on either side of her ass, “How much more can you take, Sofia?”

Her head dipped between her shoulders, “A-Anything you want me to, M-Mistress.”

I gave her ass a fierce slap, “That’s not what I asked!”

A yell erupted from her and she called out loudly, “M-Mistress, I don’t want to be spanked anymore right now!”

I giggled and put my left hand on her hip and took a firm grip. As I started pumping my cock into her burning desire, I reached around with my right hand and started stroking her girl-cock. While she was less than half my size, that didn’t mean she couldn’t be pleasured.

Each time my hips pounded against her ass, she let out a soft gasp that was followed by a pleasured moan. Soon, I couldn’t stop thrusting into her if I wanted to. Her pussy was the best I’d ever felt. Even with my limited experience with natural women, I could guess that futas were superior in every way. The sounds my beautiful, lithe, cocksleeve made as I pumped into her were a level above anything I’d ever heard in the bedroom.

Her mixture of pain and pleasure rung out so serenely. If I wasn’t so damn close to filling her with my futa-cum, I would have drawn this out longer just to hear more of her music.

The pace of my hips increased and I stroked her cock as quickly as I could without interrupting my thrusts. Sofia’s yelps had faded away, all that came from her now were the succulent moans that got louder each time my futa-cock kissed her cervix. I could have died a happy woman if this was my last night in this world.

Her hands gripped the carpet tightly and she panted, “M-Mistress, c-can I cum?”

“Only if you catch it all in your hand, slut. You wouldn’t want to stain your Mistress’s carpet, would you?”

She balanced herself on one hand and used the other to cup the head of her cock. No sooner than she had done what I asked, her cock started throbbing in my hand and I pulled my hand away and put it on her hip. I held onto her and hammered into her as hard as I could as her bliss-filled cries filled the room.

The mixture of her pussy tightening around my shaft as I slammed into her, the sound of her moans, and the thought of this being a recurring experience in my life sent me over the edge. Flames of lust licked through my body, igniting every sensual nerve I had in my body. My heavy balls drew closer to my core and I let out a sharp gasp as I felt the first heated shot of cum forced itself deep into Sofia.

My orgasm emptied into her, rope after rope of my cum splashing into her fertile depths. The thought of impregnating her couldn’t even begin to make me panic. If she ended up pregnant, that was fine by me.

As my cock slowly softened within her, I eased my way out of her and sat on the carpet to catch my breath. Sofia turned to look back at me with a deep blush on her face, “M-Mistress?”

“Yes?”

“What do I do with my cum?”

I giggled, “You’re a futa, Sofia. You should know better than to waste any of our precious cum.” She lifted her palm closer to her lips and I called out, “Nope. You’re a dirty slut, aren’t you Sofia?”

She nodded, “F-For you and you alone, Mistress.”

“Then you’re going to rub your cum onto my cock. I’m pretty sure you wouldn’t mind sucking my cock clean of your cum and your juices, would you?” I purred.

Sofia turned to face me and immediately reached out to start spreading her cum along my shaft. Her load wasn’t nearly as impressive as mine, but I wasn’t going to complain. Especially not when she leaned down and greedily swallowed my entire softened cock. Sofia’s tongue expertly danced around my girl-cock and I couldn’t resist letting out a long, low moan as she sucked powerfully on my shaft.

Soon, my futa-cock was hard again and I reached a hand down into her hair and gently pulled her away, “You know, I’ve still got to get some sleep tonight. But I think you’ve more than earned a second round tonight, baby. Maybe this time I’ll fuck your cute little ass.”

She smiled at me and whispered, “Anything you want, Mistress.”

I stood up, “I could get used to this, Sofia.”

“I’m already used to it, Megan,” she purred.

A smile crossed my lips, “Sounds like you’re getting a little too comfortable, slut. You’re going to need another spanking before I fuck you.”

She groaned quietly but smiled anyway. As I led her into my room, I couldn’t help but think about what Kira mentioned earlier. Finding others to serve us would only make things difficult now. I didn’t want to be served by anyone else. If Sofia wasn’t cream of the crop, I didn’t want to find someone that would put her to shame.

Even if I wasn’t experiencing the absolute best life had to offer, she was more than enough to keep me happy. Ignorance is bliss, after all.

Maybe Sofia and I would have to start skipping out on the cult meetings. I could think of a few ways to spend that hour of our lives.


Story Fifty-Nine

A Futa’s Night on the Town

Getting Lucky with my Fertile Best Friend


“Think I’ll meet a hunk tonight?” Bella asked.

I adjusted my bra as I looked at her dress on my bed, “Maybe, but you’re not fucking him here.”

She giggled and turned away from me to grab her dress. Her white lace lingerie made my mouth water and she bent over my bed and wiggled her ass at me, “You sure I couldn’t convince you to let me have just a little fun here tonight? Come on, you said I could relax at your place for a few days.”

“You keep shaking that ass at me and I’m going to have to jerk off before we leave,” I said jokingly.

Bella and I had only known each other for about six months. She didn’t make the most sense to me, but she was one of the best friends I’d ever made. She didn’t make a big deal about me being trans, and made even less of a deal about me checking her out. Friend or not, she was the most attractive woman I knew.

Her long, curly red hair framed her delicate face. The light spattering of freckles around her dimpled cheeks added to her appeal for me. But it was her green eyes that set her apart from the rest of the women for me. While I gave her grief occasionally about being a ginger, she was my type.

She started putting on her dress. Her long, smooth legs seemed to go on forever as I watched her get dressed. Bella looked back at me and smiled before calling out, “Don’t act like you didn’t do it before I came over. Probably wanted to have me spread my legs for you so you didn’t have to imagine it. Is that close to being right?”

I chuckled and pulled my skirt up my thighs. The large bulge in my panties was finally out of sight and I could relax just a little. While Bella and I could joke about a lot of things, I didn’t feel comfortable getting turned on around her. The jokes were one thing, but I hated pretending like I didn’t genuinely want her.

“Something like that. I was thinking about holding you by your hair while I railed you from behind,” I teased as I pulled my black and white tank top on.

“That doesn’t sound half bad. Maybe I’ll have to ask you to go into that a little more later. Zip me up?” she asked.

I helped her with her zipper before brushing her red hair over her shoulder. Her bright green eyes seemed to almost smile at me and I spoke softly, “Why do we do this to one another?”

Her smile faded and she asked, “Do what to each other?”

Her dismissive tone ripped my heart from my chest. I must have been looking too far into whatever this was. “Nothing, get your stuff together if you want to go dancing,” I said and hurried out of my room.

Bella followed me, staying a few steps behind me to give me space, “Is something wrong, Vic?”

“It’s fine, don’t worry about it. I’m just worried about being late,” I said.

“Nothing to be late to, but okay.”

What was I supposed to say to her? I couldn’t tell her that she’d practically just shot me down without even acknowledging that I was really interested in her. After months of being her wingman while she hooked up with strangers occasionally didn’t sit well with me. The pleasure that comes with getting laid is great, but I couldn’t stand seeing her spread her legs for someone that didn’t care about her.

If I was with her, at least she wouldn’t have to wake up alone the next morning…

I grabbed my keys from the living room and was about to put on my shoes when I realized I’d forgotten my new stockings. My mind was busy abusing me about my stupidity. Why did I even bother trying to get her to see that we could be a couple? If she wanted to see that, she would have let me take her on that date I offered when we first met.

Instead of a date, she gave me her number and invited me to spend time with her and her boyfriend at the time. He only stuck around long enough to get in her panties. I didn’t tell her that he tried to get in mine, that wouldn’t have helped anything. Besides, it wasn’t like she was torn up about him breaking up with her.

I mumbled, “Forgot my stockings, one sec.”

She nodded and put on her heels before she went outside. I heard the car door shut a few seconds later. I took my time getting my stockings and heels on. Tonight was supposed to be fun, holding onto this emotional attachment for a chick that didn’t have the same feelings was just a waste.

But the heart wants what the heart wants.

I grabbed my wallet and went outside to join her. The ride to the club was mostly quiet. I didn’t really have much to say, so I played music and tried to pretend things were fine.

Just before we got to the club, she put her hand on my knee and rubbed her thumb over it slowly, “You know, it’s not that I’m not interested in you.”

I turned the radio down, “We don’t have to talk about it right now, Bella. Let’s go enjoy ourselves, if you’re still in the mood to talk about it later, we can.”

Anything was better than dealing with the emotional fallout right now. I didn’t want to ruin our night out together. As stressful as life was, we both needed this outlet and spoiling the night by talking about what could possibly be between us could wait until after we’d had a little fun.

She nodded her head and spoke softly, “Just don’t forget to bring it up later.”

I pulled into a parking space and turned off the car, “It’s not like we’re going in there to drink! Come on, don’t linger on it, at least not before you’ve had your chance to shake that ass of yours!”

Her words were eating away at me, but I didn’t want to be selfish right now. This was one of the few things she asked me to do with her. Usually, she let me have my way and we did the things I wanted. Saturdays were her days.

I opened the car door and waited for her to get out before locking my vehicle. Even in a respectable neighborhood, I didn’t feel comfortable leaving the doors unlocked.

“Oh, I love this song, come on!” Bella said as she hurried towards the doors. Her heels clicked as she hurried away and I followed behind her. The bass of the music thumped loudly and I couldn’t even tell what song was playing, but that wasn’t the important thing. Her red curls bounced and swayed and I couldn’t keep sulking any longer. My friend was going to have a good time tonight. That was the reason I was here.

The doorman let us inside after checking our IDs and I followed Bella to the dance floor. Within seconds, we were swallowed up by the crowd of people and separated. After a few songs, I finally found her again but she didn’t seem to notice it was me she was dancing with.

Dancing was one way to put it. Bella’s ass pressed against my crotch and she ground herself into me for a few moments before she finally turned around. Her eyes widened for a moment, but she smiled and shrugged her shoulders before wrapped her arms around my shoulders. Her hips pressed against mine and she continued teasing me with her body, “Might as well finish what I started, right?”

Bella’s dress rode up around her thighs and I could feel the warmth of her pussy against me. My cock raged against my panties and I knew that the bulge in my skirt would easily be seen by anyone looking, “Well, you picked a hell of a time to get me worked up.”

“What do you mean?” she asked. No sooner than the words left her mouth, the current song ended and a slower paced song came on.

“Every fourth song, the DJ plays something different to give people a chance to get a drink. Haven’t we been here enough to know that about him?” I asked.

She smiled and slid her hand down to my lower back, “Then we’ll slow dance. I never noticed that before, but I’ll keep it in mind. I thought it was stupid of him, but I guess it makes sense.”

I let her take the lead on the dance, “Are you having fun?”

“Not as much as I usually do. Honestly, I was just starting to enjoy myself when I realized I was grinding on you.”

“I mean, you didn’t stop and I didn’t ask you to. So why not enjoy it?”

“Because you’re my best friend. I don’t want to ruin things between us by fucking you,” she said.

I rolled my eyes, “It’s not like sex makes everything fall to pieces. If it’s something you want, I’m sure we can figure things out as adults.”

“Sex has ruined all of my relationships, seriously. Vic, I love having you in my life and I’m scared of doing anything that might take you away from me,” she said.

“You’ve told me the stories about your dating life. Trust me, I pay attention to the things you say. Bella, I didn’t want to have this conversation while we were out tonight, but I guess there is no getting away from it,” I said.

Bella smiled weakly, “Do you want to leave? This place isn’t exactly quiet enough to have a serious conversation.”

“Would you be upset if we went back home?”

“Only if you didn’t let me get something to eat from a drive-through,” she said.

We headed out of the club and grabbed a bite to eat before going back to my place. I didn’t know what to say to her to try and win her heart over, but I knew that this was my chance to at least try. How could I live with myself if I didn’t at least try to be true to what my heart wanted?

She was the light of my life, even if I was nothing more than her friend.

Once we were inside, we went back into my bedroom and ate. The tension continued to grow as we finished out food silently. I finally spoke quietly, “I don’t think sex is what ruins your relationships, Bella.”

“It seems that way to me.”

“That doesn’t mean it’s exactly the truth. You meet a lot of your boyfriends at clubs, what do you think they’re looking for when they go?” I asked.

She sighed, “The same thing I’m looking for?”

“A quick hookup. Something that doesn’t take too much effort and something that has no emotional investment. So what do you imagine will happen once they’ve gotten what they want?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she mumbled.

“I think you do know, but you don’t want to admit it because that would make things real. You know that I only want the best for you, Bella. You swore off dating for a while, so I don’t mind going clubbing with you but I know that it isn’t what you want to do. Believe it or not, I do listen to you. I can’t keep going on like I don’t care so damn much about you. You’re my best friend and I’m tired of seeing you give yourself to people who don’t deserve someone as wonderful as you.”

She flopped onto her back and took a deep breath. After a few seconds, she let it out, “How can you be so sure that I’m such a wonderful catch?”

“Because I know you. Sex can ruin a lot of things, Bella. If people aren’t ready for that step together, then it’s nothing but temporary pleasure. But when people are actually devoted to one another, when they’re genuinely ready to move forward together, it’s a way to share a whole new level of intimacy,” I said.

“You sound like a therapist,” she mumbled. “But that doesn’t make you wrong. I just don’t know if someone like me should even be able to date someone like you.”

“What do you mean by that?” I asked.

Bella propped herself up on her elbows and looked into my eyes, “You know, it’s not exactly a joke when I say you’re my favorite blonde bombshell. You’re sweet, you care about me, and let’s be real, you’re fucking hung. I’ve never made it a secret that I love sex. The problem is that I don’t know if going there with you would ruin what we have.”

“So why don’t we find out?”

She groaned, “But what if it doesn’t end well?”

“Then what have you really lost? Why don’t you think about what might happen if it does end well?”

“If it ends well, then I guess we’d end up dating. Maybe we wouldn’t go out clubbing as much and I couldn’t fuck random people anymore, but I’d have someone that’s infinitely more important to me in my bed. But what would you get out of it?”

I smiled and laid on my side next to her. Our lips were barely inches apart and I whispered, “I don’t like living with regrets, Bella. If I never asked you on that date so damn long ago, I’d regret not knowing what could have happened. Two months from now, if I didn’t take this chance tonight, I know that I’d regret not seeing what could happen. So what do I get out of this?”

I leaned closer to her and pressed my lips against hers. She tensed up for a moment, then she let out a soft moan and put her hand on my hip as I deepened the kiss. Our tongues danced while I let my hand roam up her leg. Once I reached her dress, I pulled it towards her waist and exposed her white panties.

Instead of moving for her heated desire, I ran my hand up her side and finally slid it around to the back of her neck and held her tightly against me, locking her into the kiss. My hips pushed against hers and her muffled moans got progressively louder. After what felt like forever, I broke the kiss and let out a soft groan.

“I’d get to see if you’re the love of my life or if my heart has been lying to me.”

Bella pushed me onto my back and climbed on top of me. Her wet panties ground against my bulge and she called out in a lust-filled voice, “Then let’s get to the fun part. I’ve been wanting to do this for months!”

I didn’t see a point in arguing. If this didn’t work out, that was just how things were meant to play out. Either way, I had a horny ginger on top of me and I didn’t want to disappoint her.

“Let’s get out of these clothes then, baby,” I purred.

“Leave those stockings on, Vic. They make me so fucking wet,” she said.

She got off me and was out of her dress before I could even kick off my shoes. “Fuck, I broke the zipper. Oh well,” she said as she climbed back on the bed and leaned down to take off her heels.

I pulled my skirt off and before I could even try to take off my shirt, Bella’s hands found my shoulders and pulled me down onto my back, “You’re taking too long!”

“Son of a bitch, how horny are you?” I cried out.

She chuckled and pulled my cock out of my panties. The fabric cupped my balls and she ran her fingers along my shaft for just a second before climbing back on top of me. Without so much as a warning, she pulled her panties aside and guided my crown into her soaked pussy.

Bella’s soft cry of pleasure made my heart flutter. As desperate as she was to get me inside her, I couldn’t help but feel like she’d been wanting this almost as long as I had. That might have been the hopeless romantic in me, but it was only adding to the excitement for me.

“I’ve wanted this cock since I first saw it,” she said as she lowered her hips further down my shaft.

Her juices trickled down my shaft and I moaned as her warm walls massaged my cock. No sooner than her pussy finally took my base, she pulled off and started riding me like her life depended on it.

It had been far too long since I’d been inside someone and I writhed as she rode me like I was her favorite toy. I weakly grasped her hips, “B-Baby, I’m not going to last long if you keep that up!”

She groaned and begrudgingly slowed down, “Fuck, but it feels so good.”

“I know, trust me, I don’t want you to stop. B-But maybe I could get on top?” I asked as much as said.

Bella chuckled and leaned forward, “Roll me over, I’m not taking your cock out of me until you’ve painted my pussy white.”

“Such a dirty girl,” I teased. She gave me a quick kiss and then I rolled over with her. Looking down at her, I could see the desperation on her face, but that wasn’t all I saw. Those cute freckles and adorable eyes melted my heart. This wasn’t a stranger I was fucking for the sake of getting off. This was my best friend. The friend that I’d do anything for.

Right now, she wanted to cum. That was something I could definitely do for my best friend.

I grabbed two pillows from the pile on my bed and called out quietly, “Lift your hips?”

She did as I asked and I let out a soft moan as her pussy engulfed more of my cock. After I took a breath to steady myself, I put the pillows under her and then hooked my elbows under her knees. Bella’s eyebrow arched for a moment in confusion. I smiled down at her and pushed her legs forward and got on my knees as I did so.

Before she could ask what I was doing, I started pumping into her with slow, hard strokes. My panties kept my balls from slapping against her, but each thrust rocked my bed and caused the headboard to slam against the wall.

“J-Just like that!” she cried.

I moaned with each pump into her blissful depths. While she might have been used to getting fucked, this wasn’t all that normal for me. Most people were uncomfortable with their girlfriend having a cock that most men would be jealous of. Besides, I didn’t bother sleeping with random people. Not when the girl I wanted in my life was so close to being mine.

I’d been hoping to have Bella in my bed for months, but I always hoped that it wouldn’t just be a one-time thing.

As I slowly picked up the pace, I finally got a hold of my moaning by biting my lip. If I were with anyone else, I wouldn’t have bothered trying to silence myself, but with Bella, I wanted to hear her moans and gasps as I slammed into her.

Each time my thick cock buried into her, she let out a whimpering gasp before moaning loudly. My thighs burned from the effort, but I couldn’t bring myself to take a break. As loud as she was getting, I had to hope that she was close to her orgasm. If not, I might have to finish her with my fingers!

My balls were tensing up in my panties as I thrust into her faster and faster. I couldn’t keep my moans inside any longer. Her drenched pussy milked my cock as I tried to hold my own orgasm back. There was nothing I could do to keep from cumming.

My core tightened and I gasped loudly as waves of warm pleasure crashed through my body. I tried to continue hammering into her while my orgasm built, but my strokes were nothing short of desperate.

Bella’s fingernails dug into my sides as she screamed, “F-Fuck! Vic!”

I slammed into her one final time and clenched the cover with my hands as my cum shot deep into Bella’s pussy. A warm rush of juices drenched my panties and I heard Bella’s labored breathing as she bucked her hips gently against me.

After what felt like an eternity, my cock finally stopped throbbing within Bella. Each rope of my cum that pumped into her validated what just happened. Bella never let her one-night-stands cum inside her, for good reason. My best friend didn’t want to get pregnant by a stranger.

She looked up at me with glossed over eyes and groaned, “Mm, fuck that was nice…”

“S-Sorry I didn’t last longer,” I mumbled.

“Don’t worry, I’m sure that you’ll do better tomorrow morning, baby,” she purred.

I giggled and rested on top of her, “Maybe. Think you could get used to this?”

She smiled and gave me a peck on the lips before whispering, “I’m pretty sure I could. Besides, I’m not on birth control, we might have just signed up for nine months of being together at least.”

“I know you’re not on birth control. I told you I listened to you…” I kissed her deeply. After a few moments, I pulled away and whispered, “Besides, do you think I’d really let you raise our child without being there every step of the way?”

“Should I be expecting a ring soon?”

“I won’t spoil that surprise,” I said softly and gave her another kiss.


Story Sixty

A Futa Earns Extra Credit

My Fertile Milf Professor is a Femdom


“Yeah, just one question,” I called out. There was a communal sigh before Mrs. Monroe turned to me with that beautiful smile of hers.

“What are you confused about, Dawn?” she asked.

Her sweet tone made my heart flutter. I hated doing this to her and the rest of the class, but I really couldn’t seem to grasp the concepts of algebra. It wasn’t even supposed to be hard, but I just couldn’t get it.

“How did you get that answer?” I asked.

Her smile disappeared for a second before returning, “I’ll explain it to you after class if you have time, Dawn.”

I returned her smile but I wasn’t nearly as enthusiastic, “Okay.”

She returned to her lesson and once again, I was lost in the chaos of numbers. I could look at the formula and plug the numbers in, but somehow I stumbled along the way to the answers. Hence why I was currently failing the class. It wasn’t from a lack of effort, but between not understanding the lessons and trying not to stare at Mrs. Monroe’s ass, things weren’t all that easy for me.

The rest of the class was slightly uneventful, but I did at least manage to get a few of my practice questions correct. I just wished that I didn’t have to guess my way to the right answer.

When the bell rang and she dismissed the class, everyone but the two of us left the room. She let out a quiet sigh and reached behind her head to pull out the ponytail holder that kept her long blonde hair out of her face during the lesson.

“Dawn, what’s going on with you, sweetie? I don’t think you’re a dumb student by any means, but you really are struggling in my class. As much as I want to see you succeed, you’re not making it easy for me,” Mrs. Monroe said.

I nodded and let out a quiet sigh, “I really wish it was as easy for me as it is the other students. College has been hectic and I honestly can’t say if I’m falling behind because of my other classes or if this one is just too hard for me.”

“I don’t mean to be too rude, but have you thought about asking me for help one on one?”

“I’ve thought about it, but you already spend most of your day at work. Is it really fair to you to ask that you spend time with someone that might just be wasting that time?” I asked.

She giggled and leaned against her desk. Those tight blue jeans she had on caught my eye and without anything else to distract her, it was clear that I was looking at her crotch.

“Eyes up here, sweetie,” she said before interlocking her hands and putting them over her lap. “Helping you pass my class wouldn’t be a waste of my time. If you put half as much effort into your work as you do to thinking about me, you’d do just fine.”

A warmth radiated in my cheeks and I looked to the side, “It’s not intentional, ma’am. I’ve just got an overactive imagination.”

“We’re getting away from the topic at hand, Dawn.”

“We are, I’m sorry about that. I don’t want to waste your time, Mrs. Monroe. I’d love the help, but I can’t be sure that I’d honestly be able to focus on the lesson. This usually isn’t something I feel impolite saying, but you’re a little too attractive.”

She chuckled and stepped behind her desk and opened a drawer, “This is the test that I’m giving Friday. If you promise not to share it with anyone else, I’ll let you take this home with you. Tomorrow, we can go over it together and see how you did. If you think that you’ve got a grasp on things, I’ll leave you alone about your grades.”

“And if I don’t?” I asked.

“Then I’ll have to intervene. You’re the only student failing my class, Dawn. It’s not a difficult course and I know that you can be taught. This isn’t the way you want to start college. A failed course doesn’t do anyone any favors,” she said.

I nodded, “I’ll keep the test to myself. Thank you.”

She handed me the paper and I tucked it into my notebook. As pleasant as she was being, I couldn’t help but feel like this was going to lead to me embarrassing myself. How many professors gave their students a copy of an actual test, though?

I knew for a fact that she genuinely wanted to see me pass and I’d do my best to help her get me to at least a D in her class. Passing didn’t have to mean straight A’s and it was a little too late in the course to get better than a C, even if I busted my ass from here on out.

That night, I worked hard on the test. I could have just searched the answers online, but all that would have done was set me up for failure.

The next day, I made it to class a little early. Mrs. Monroe was sitting at her desk, typing at her keyboard. I knocked on the door and stepped inside. Today, she had on a plain black skirt that was a little shorter than what I’d expect of a married woman. Still, I wasn’t going to complain at the sight of her long legs in sheer black stockings. Her dark blue blouse completed the semi-professional outfit and left me craving more of her, as always.

“Class isn’t for another ten minutes, grab a snack or something,” she said without looking away from her computer.

“Even me?” I asked teasingly.

She chuckled and looked over my way, “Oh, well I can’t grade that test at the moment. I can talk if you want to do that instead?”

“That’s fine by me. So, why are you trying to help me, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Because you’re failing. I don’t want to see any of my students fail, even if that means sacrificing a little bit of my time. My husband isn’t exactly too excited to see me come home anymore,” she grumbled.

The personal information made me tilt my head to the side, “Sorry to hear that. Is everything okay with that?”

“Honestly, you’re an adult. If you repeat this to anyone, I’ll make your life hell, Dawn,” she said, her eyes boring into mine.

I smirked and stepped closer to her desk, “As much as I’d like to see you try, I respect you a little too much to share your secret.”

She smiled and turned back to her monitor, “Good. My husband and I haven’t had sex in close to three months. It’s starting to make me feel a little unwanted. So spending time with a student that needs help isn’t a bad thing to do. Especially when that student can’t take her eyes off me.”

“You pervy little…” I started.

She glanced back over at me, “And you’re not? You might think you’re good at hiding it, but when you walk out of my classroom with your cock straining against your jeans, that’s hard to miss.”

My cheeks flushed and I looked away from her, “So you know that I’m trans?”

“Seems that I’m not the only one that’s keeping a secret,” she said before nodding towards the desks. “The other students should be here soon, why don’t you see me after class if you’d like to continue this conversation?”

“I’ll stay for the tutoring, the conversation is just a plus,” I said as I walked towards my desk. While we waited for the rest of the students to come into the classroom, I couldn’t help but lean against my desk casually. My hand just inches from the bulge that I generally tried to keep out of sight.

Her eyes occasionally darted up towards my cock and when she did, I gave it a gentle rub and she would quickly turn her attention back to her work. My professor’s cheeks were lightly blushing by the time that the first student walked in the door. I quickly sat down and just a minute or two later, the class started.

While she lectured, I couldn’t bring myself to think of anything but her perfect body. While she was a little thinner than most of the women I was interested in, her core was tight. Her breasts were perky, cute little handfuls that I'd love to play with. That ass… Damn, that thing looked too good in anything she wore. Today, the skirt made it a little harder to see those lovely curves, but seeing those tone, tanned legs in stockings did the same trick for me.

It wasn’t long before I was hard, my cock throbbing in my panties as I daydreamed about bending her over a desk. Whatever lesson she was trying to get across today, I know I missed out on most of it. Yet when she guided us through a few problems, I found myself surprisingly less lost. While I didn’t get all of them right, I managed to get four out of six. That was one hell of an improvement.

When the bell rang, I stood up as if I were going to leave and hung around in the back of the pack. Once the rest of the class left, I shut the door behind them and locked it. Across the room, Mrs. Monroe was doing the same thing with the other door.

She paced back to her desk and leaned on it casually, “Let’s see that test?”

“Is that really what you want to see?” I asked teasingly.

“Actually, yes. Darling, I’ve seen more than my fair share of cocks. Yours looks nice, but I told you that I want to help you with your grades and I meant that.”

A smile spread across my lips and I pulled out the test from my notebook and put it on the desk. She took it and glanced over it, occasionally marking with her pen. When she finished going over it, she mumbled, “A thirty-eight.”

“Son of a bitch, I thought I was doing better,” I groaned.

She nodded, “You have the right steps, you’re just rushing through them if I had to guess.” Her eyes locked with mine, “Maybe a little motivation would do you well. But what on earth could make a woman like yourself want to perform better?”

Mrs. Monroe lowered a hand to her hip and slowly lifted her skirt up. Just as the black lace of her panties came into view, she pulled her hand away and let the skirt fall back into place, “Every problem you fix, I’ll let you see a little more. Every five points, I’ll take something off. Sound fair?”

“F-Fair? That sounds a little more than fair, but are you really that comfortable doing that?” I asked.

She laughed quietly and took a step closer to me. Her hand slid to my cock and she grasped it firmly, “There’s so much I’m comfortable doing as long as you keep your mouth shut about it.”

“M-Mrs—”

“Shut up and work on your math, Dawn. You wouldn’t want me to send you home now, would you?”

I pulled my pencil out of my pocket and grabbed a piece of scratch paper to rework the problems I missed. Mrs. Monroe hopped up onto her desk and started moving various objects over until she’d cleared out a spot that I assumed she would lay on if things went well.

She leaned over, propping herself up on her elbow as she read the paper upside down. “Where did your three go, Dawn?” she asked at one point and my cheeks darkened. It was so damn hard to focus on my work when her skirt was riding up her thighs. Problem after problem, her skirt crept up a little higher until it revealed her panties. That black lace was just the start! If I’d have known they were mostly see-through, I would have worked even harder.

“H-How am I doing?” I asked nervously.

“I haven’t felt like taking anything off yet, but you’ve earned it,” she said vaguely.

I glanced back over at her panties, the crotch shimmering with her juices. Her tight lips were all that I could think about and when she noticed my pencil stop moving at all, she called out, “Back to work!”

Before I could argue, she sat up and hopped back off the desk. Mrs. Monroe lifted her foot and untied her heel before sliding it off, “If you don’t start working, I’m not going to keep my end of the deal.”

I looked back down towards my paper, like hell I was going to bring an end to this. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see her unbuttoning her blouse. Seconds later, it was covering the bare portion of the desk. Her skirt joined it a few moments later.

“Twenty-five points, still not a great grade, but you’re making progress,” she said before hopping back onto the desk. “I hate to admit it, but if you want to me to take anything else off, you’re going to have to finish the test.”

Mrs. Monroe leaned closer to me and those hazel eyes met with mine, “But I’d prefer to leave my stockings and bra on, at least. I love having some clothes on when I have sex.”

I choked on my own breath at that comment, “Sex?”

“You didn’t think I’d let you see me this exposed if I didn’t want to fuck you?” she asked.

“I really didn’t know what to think.”

She smirked and ran a hand down her toned stomach and slid her fingers into her panties. The slick sound of her fingers dancing along her soaked pussy reached my ears. I moaned quietly as a wet drop of precum leaked into my panties. Why the fuck did she have to be so damn attractive?

“That’s what I want to hear,” she purred. “You want me, don’t you?”

“H-How could I not?” I asked.

She let out a soft sigh and pulled her hand out of her panties and put it on top of my worksheet. “Then we’ll get back to work later. I’ve got nothing but time, pumpkin.”

I locked up, unsure as to what to do. Mrs. Monroe didn’t have the same problem. She got off the desk again and stepped behind me. Her hands slid around my waist and she unbuttoned my jeans, “I want you to wear my panties while I ride your cock, Dawn.”

A soft whimper escaped me as she hooked her thumbs into my pants and panties. In one quick motion, she dropped them to my ankles. Her hands cupped my ass and I nodded, “T-That’s okay.”

“I want to know if something else is okay,” she said as she lifted my shirt up my torso. I raised my arms and as she pulled it off, she whispered, “How dirty can I talk to you?”

My shirt was tossed aside onto the floor and I choked out, “S-Say anything you want but keep me being trans out of it.”

She unclasped my bra and then took a step back, “I respect your transition, sweetie. But that’s enough sweet talk. Get out of those shoes and strip, slut. I want you in my panties and on my desk, now!”

Her tone sent chills down my spine. Of the couple women I’d slept with, I never had one that was willing to tell me what to do. Where the fuck had Mrs. Monroe been all my life?!

I kicked off my shoes and stepped out of my pants and panties. Within seconds, my black and green striped socks were all I had left. I felt my professor’s warmth against my back before I felt something wet touch my cock. My gaze dropped between my legs and I let out a soft moan as I saw her panties hanging from my cock.

I took a step back and quickly pulled her underwear off my cock and then stepped into them and pulled them up my legs. While I was a tiny bit larger than she was, they still fit me rather well, except for the fact that my cock was too large to be contained.

She let out a soft groan as she knelt down beside me. Her hand wrapped around my shaft and she started stroking me, “I love how thick your cock is. I bet you’re dying to feel my cunt around it, aren’t you?”

“Y-Yes, Ma’am.”

“That’s a good little slut. Lay down on my desk,” she commanded and let go of my cock.

As I turned around to hop onto her desk, I took a long look at my kneeling teacher. There was a slight reflection of light in the tiny puddle of her juices under her thighs. It was the look of pure desire in her eyes that made more precum trickle out of my cock though. There was something primal about the way she was looking at me. It was as if she already knew that she would get what she wanted.

Then again… That was a pretty safe bet, I had no intentions of stopping my MILF professor.

After I got on the desk, she put her hands on my breasts and pushed me gently back, “All the way down, girl.”

Her blouse was all the protection from the cold desk that I would get as I laid back. The foresight from her was nice, but I was quickly pulled from thought as her mouth wrapped around my crown. Mrs. Monroe’s tongue danced around my crown and she bobbed ever so slightly before letting out a soft moan that vibrated through my sensitive cock.

My hips bucked upward, trying to force more of myself into her mouth. Her hand quickly moved to my balls and she squeezed them tight as her eyes locked onto mine. She didn’t have to say a word to make the message clear.

“S-Sorry!” I whimpered.

She winked at me before letting her tongue continue to play. Each time the tip of her tongue swirled around my crown, I let out a quiet gasp. It took everything in my power to not try and take her by the back of the head and force her down my lengthy shaft. But I knew better. If I did something so stupid with a woman like her, she’d probably just tell me to leave. She didn’t need me and that’s what made me want to stay so desperately.

There was a brief pause where her eyes locked with mine before she took most of my cock into her throat. Her lips were just shy of touching my crotch as she gagged around my shaft. Still, she held herself there until her face started turning red. When she pulled away, she let my cock slide free from her mouth and whispered, “Fuck that’s a nice cock. You know, maybe I could help you a little more with your grades.”

She climbed onto the desk and crawled over me. I expected her to stop with her hips over my cock, but she didn’t. She continued forward until her knees were on either side of my head. Her hand slid into my hair and she pulled me up towards her glistening pussy, “But you’re going to have to be one hell of a good slut for me. Anything I want, you’ll do. Is that clear?”

“Y-Yes, ma’am,” I said huskily before she pulled me closer, her pussy grinding against my mouth.

“Stop with the ma’am thing. Outside of class, you can call me Lisa or Mistress. I think you know which I’d prefer,” she hissed as she continued to buck her hips against my chin.

I tried to lick her as best I could, but she wasn’t wanting me to eat her pussy. She was marking me with her juices. After a few moments, she let out a deep groan and pulled her hips away from my mouth, “I need it inside me. Are you going to tell me no, baby?”

Hearing her call me a real pet name made my heart flutter and my cock throb. “Anything you want, Mistress,” I huffed, still catching my breath.

She smiled down at me and shuffled back until her hips were over mine. I expected her to tease me, but instead, she reached between us and guided my cock to her entrance and swiftly sank onto my shaft.

Inch after thick inch of my cock slid into her almost too easily. She wasn’t loose, but she was wet enough to make the process impossibly easy. A long, low moan escaped my professor as her hips came to rest against my thighs, “Damn…”

The one word was all she said before she smiled down at me, a sinister look on her face. “I’m not going to hurt you, if it gets to be too much, just touch my arm.”

Before I could ask her what she meant, her hand moved to my throat and she leaned forward, restricting my air flow. While I could still breathe, there was no denying that it scared the shit out of me. Still, I wanted to let her enjoy herself as much as I could and I trusted her. She’d gone through more than she had to in order to help me. If this would help her… Why couldn’t I let my Mistress choke me a little?

I closed my eyes and focused on trying to breathe, but my professor was in the middle of a lesson I couldn’t ignore. Her pussy slid up and down my cock, those tight walls gripping my shaft and sucking me back in. Before long, I felt her other hand move to my breast and her fingers twisted and tugged my nipple.

“Fucking hell,” she moaned, “I’m going to cum!”

I wasn’t close yet, but feeling her walls convulse around my cock as she bounced faster was reason enough to open my eyes. Mrs. Monroe’s jaw was slack and her eyes were looking down at me. Desperate moans poured from her as she worked her hips against me.

Her hands pulled away from my throat and breast and she put them down on the desk before leaning forward. Her mouth formed an ‘O’ before she quickly bit her lower lip and then leaned down. Our lips connected and she quickly parted mine with her tongue and I willingly let her inside.

She moaned into the kiss and slammed her hips down on top of me. Immediately, a rush of warmth sprayed onto my hips and I could feel her wetness seeping into the panties I had on… Her panties.

My cock throbbed and while I once thought that I would be able to last longer, I let moaned into the kiss and weakly bucked my hips against her. She quickly broke the kiss and started riding my cock again, “Yeah, cum in my fucking pussy! Oh my god, do it you sexy little whore!”

There wasn’t a single part of my body that wasn’t enjoying our play. My fists were balled up and I was struggling not to grab her by the hips and fuck her. My toes were curled as I felt the ecstatic fires of my orgasm starting to course through me. My core was flexed, ready for the impending throes of my finale.

Every part of my being wanted to give her what she wanted, but it was the single word that she uttered that pushed me over the edge.

“Please?” she asked in her breathy voice.

I bit my lower lip and let out a muffled whimper as my balls tightened. Even as my cock started throbbing inside her, she didn’t stop riding my cock. Each downward motion made my head spin, and each time she lifted away, another shot of thick cum pumped into her. It wasn’t until I stopped whimpering and moaning that she dropped her weight onto me one final time. Her hips ground against mine and she spoke quietly, “F-Fuck, I can feel it inside me. For you being such a slut, you’re still a good girl.”

“T-Thank you,” I whimpered.

She giggled and leaned down, giving my lips a quick peck before she whispered, “Don’t thank me yet. If you want me to keep helping you with your grades, you’re going to have to keep giving me what I want.”

“Anything for you, M-Mistress,” I said softly. “But what’s that?”

“Your child,” she said.

It struck me a little late that I hadn’t asked about birth control or a condom, but I didn’t much mind. If she wanted to get pregnant, I’d happily let her keep trying until she had a bun in the oven.

“I’ll stop masturbating then,” I said, my cheeks burning brightly.

“Such a good girl,” she purred as she lifted her hips off my cock. “I’ll be taking your panties, by the way. Don’t worry, you’ll get them back tomorrow morning, soaked with my cum.”

I could already tell that I’d gone past the point of no return. The thought of wearing my panties coated in her juices wasn’t even remotely disgusting to me. If anything, I looked forward to being marked with her scent…


Story Sixty-One

All Eyes On Us

Knocking Up My Emo Best Friend


I smirked as Paige walked out of the hotel bathroom in her excessively revealing outfit. When she said she was going to dress to impress, she wasn’t lying, but she didn’t tell me what kind of impression she was looking to make. The black bra and panty set was beyond sexy, but she was literally in her underwear!

The cute miniature jacket she had around her shoulders didn’t cover anything that anyone was going to be interested in at the club, but it still looked great on her. Still, I wasn’t going to lie to my best friend, “Yeah, you look like an absolute slut.”

“What do you mean I look like a slut?” Paige asked before turning around and bending over. Her panties slid further up her tight ass and I felt my cock stiffening immediately.

I stepped behind her and put my hands on her hips, “Damn girl, you come here often?”

She looked back at me and giggled before pulling away from me, “I’m glad I could talk you into being a hoe bag with me tonight, Gemma.”

“It’s not a problem, I feel a little overdressed now. Never thought I’d say that in a miniskirt and crop top, but whatever.”

“Yeah, but you look hot as fuck. Now we’ve just got to get to the club without having someone call the cops on us for indecent exposure,” she said. Paige grabbed her shoes and sat on the bed, as sexy as her ‘outfit’ was, seeing her lace on her chucks just made me giggle.

Her emo phase never ended, that beautiful red hair still had a tendency to fall in front of her face and she preferred it that way. The bracelets on her wrist were damn near trademark at this point. I wish I had the balls to tell her how much I genuinely wanted to be her lover, but for now, we were just friends. Friends that shared damn near everything with one another.

“It shouldn’t be a problem, honestly. Just slouch a little in your seat and try not to flash any cops with your tits. As nice as they are, I don’t think they’d get us out of a night in jail,” I teased.

“Bullshit, just whip out your cock if my tits don’t work. I mean, I’d let you off with a warning if I could suck that thing,” she countered.

Fuck I wished she wouldn’t say things like that, at least, not if she didn’t mean it. “Careful what you wish for, it’s not exactly shy.”

She chuckled and nodded to the door, “I hope not. Let’s at least try to make it to the club before I soak my panties, yeah?”

As she stood up, I glanced at her crotch and then quickly turned away. If I told her how much I’d love to just stay in our hotel room and have all the sex she could want, she’d probably kill me. Paige was my best friend, I shouldn’t be having these kinds of thoughts about her.

On the drive over to the club, things went pretty smooth and when we arrived, she started giggling. I looked over at her, “What’s so funny?”

“You ever been to a BDSM club?” she asked.

“No?”

She reached over and patted my thigh, “Then we’re both in for a treat. You don’t mind watching people have a little fun, do you?”

“What kind of fun?”

“The kind where good girls get led around with leashes,” she purred.

I nearly choked at that comment, “Oh my god, what are you getting me into?”

“Hopefully my panties,” she chirped.

“Don’t tease me like that, please,” I mumbled.

She pushed open the car door and nodded towards the entrance of the two-story building, “I wasn’t teasing. I’ve known you for six years, Gemma. Do you think I haven’t seen how you look at me all the time? I couldn’t count the number of times I’ve seen you hard when we were watching movies together. It’s about damn time that we either do something about it or just accept that we’re just friends.”

I got out of the car and hurried around to join her. My hand slid to her neck and I gently pulled her towards me. Pressing my forehead against hers, I spoke softly, “We don’t have to do this here. If you would have said something before, I promise we could have talked about this. Paige, I don’t think I’ve ever been as attracted to someone as I am with you. But this isn’t the way I thought we would do things.”

She leaned forward and pressed her lips to mine. My heart pounded in my chest as her hands fell to my hips. Paige pulled me tight against her and ground her hips gently against my crotch before finally pulling away from the kiss.

“Then you should have been the one to say something about whatever this is. I want to have fun tonight. If you want to talk about this in the hotel, then we can, but we’re at least going inside first,” she said. “Besides, I paid forty bucks apiece for us to be able to see this place.”

Paige took me by the hand and led me towards the front door. While it didn’t look like the kind of place that would probably have all sorts of lewd people inside, I couldn’t deny that it had a certain appeal.

The man at the door smiled and asked softly, “Name?”

“Paige Warner,” she said.

He checked his list and smiled warmly, “Yes, ma’am. You’re on the list with a Gemma Adams. I assume that’s your partner?”

Paige nodded, “Yeah, she’s a little shy.”

“You don’t have to be, I understand that this might be new for you, but I promise, everyone inside will treat you both with respect. Unless you ask for it to be otherwise, of course,” he said as he opened the door for us.

“Thank you,” I mumbled as Paige drug me inside. It was… Not exactly what I expected. Instead of people being whipped and paddled, there were couples on couches simply talking and having a good time.

Paige waved at a blonde woman and she immediately excused herself from the conversation, “Paige! I’m so glad you could make it, I honestly wasn’t sure if you’d go through with this.”

“Hey, I told you that I was curious about how all this worked. I didn’t tell my partner here about it, so you’ll have to forgive her for staring,” Paige said before nudging me in the side. “This is Ashley, someone I met online that has been helping me figure out how to get you to fuck me.”

My cheeks warmed and I looked down at my feet, “W-Why couldn’t you just ask me?”

Ashley reached forward and gently cupped my chin, “Believe it or not, Paige has been trying to figure out how to do this for months. I hope this isn’t too much for you, but she does have feelings. How do you tell your best friend that you’ve known for years that you want to make things more intimate though?”

I shrugged my shoulders, “If I knew, we wouldn’t be here.”

“Exactly, Gemma, this might not be how you pictured it, but it’s a start. If you two need some privacy, you could step out back and talk. Otherwise, feel free to mingle in the social area. The play area is upstairs, but this is a very open-minded club. Please try not to judge what you see up there. And know that you might see people having sex during their scene. They’re fine with watching, but do not join any scene without having obtained permission first,” Ashley said.

Paige nodded and laced her fingers through mine, “Thank you so much, Ashley. I do think we should step out back for a minute though. I feel bad enough about bringing her here without saying anything. She thought we were going to an LGBT club.”

“Oh, damn. I really do hope you two can be more open with one another after tonight. Have fun!” she called out as Paige was already pulling me towards the back door.

As soon as we stepped outside, she gently pushed me against the rough brick wall and kissed me. The tension I was feeling quickly disappeared and all I could do was let her take what she wanted from me. Her tongue pressed against my lips and I opened my mouth. When her hands slid around my back and she held me closer against her, I let out a soft moan and she did the same.

All of the fond memories I had of her flashed before me. The day we met back in high school, barely able to stand one another. She was snarky and I was a straight-A student. It wasn’t until we started working on projects together that I got to know her any at all. From then on, we were best friends. In college, she was my rock. She was there for me when everyone else thought I was just being dramatic. All the movie nights we had, the late nights of playing games together, and the number of times she snuggled up to me in bed when I was too stressed to fall asleep… How could I be mad at her for bringing me here?

She finally pulled away from the kiss and let out a soft sigh, “I know this isn’t how either of us would want to start a relationship, but it was the best thing I could think of to get you to come out with me. You were ready to let loose and have fun tonight. I really do hope that still applies.”

I smiled at her and hugged her, “It does. I’m not mad. If anything, I’m beating myself up for not asking you out on a real date before this. The signs have been there all along, but I never imagined that we would actually end up doing something like this. I thought I wasn’t someone you would want to be with.”

“You’re the best thing that has ever happened to me, Gemma. I know it’s a little strange for both of us still, but I want this to be something more serious. I want to be able to tell our families that we are dating. Fuck, I just want you.”

I leaned in and kissed her again for a brief moment before pulling away and whispering, “Are we really going to do something here though?”

She shrugged, “We could, but it really isn’t necessary. The entire reason for coming here was letting you know how I felt. I’m not going to lie, I’ve got a slight itch to have sex with people watching, but that’s not something I expect you to want to do at the moment.”

“Paige, after all the things you’ve done for me, this is something I can at least try to do for you. But I do want to know what kind of things you want to do up there,” I said softly. BDSM wasn’t a new concept to me, but getting involved in it personally was certainly something I wasn’t familiar with.

“For now, let’s just go upstairs and see what looks nice. I don’t want to do anything too hardcore, but I would like for you to let me take the lead,” she said.

I nodded and she flashed me her beautiful smile before taking my hand and leading me back inside. She called out softly, “Good girl. Now let’s see if I can turn you into my bad girl, yeah?”

“If that’s what you want,” I mumbled.

The muffled sounds from up the stairs became more clear with each step we took. From various moans to the occasional pained screams, I wasn’t quite sure what to expect when Paige opened the door.

Inside, I saw at least six couples all engaged in some sort of play with many more people lining the walls watching the activities. A few people waved at Paige as we came inside and she led me to an open area near the center of the large room.

“We’re supposed to bring our own toys, but I wasn’t sure if we’d even make it this far, baby. Next time we come here, I want to be more prepared, but for now, what’s your safeword?” she asked.

I hadn’t given it much thought, but I blurted out, “Elves. No one accidentally says elves.”

“God you’re such a nerd,” she said before giving me a gentle kiss. “But you’re my nerd.”

Paige pointed down and spoke sweetly, “On your knees, baby.”

I didn’t hesitate to obey the command. From all the porn I’d seen of these sorts of situations, I almost expected her to be more aggressive. Then again, porn rarely portrayed how things really worked.

“Good girl,” she purred. “Now take my panties off, slowly.”

“I-In front of everyone?” I asked.

“Trust me, they’ve all seen more than enough people naked. This isn’t new to anyone but us, baby. Now, please don’t make me tell you again,” she said. “I don’t want to have to punish you already.”

I smiled and nodded, reaching up to her waist and hooking my fingers into the panties. Ever so slowly, I pulled them down her pale thighs. As soon as Paige’s smooth pussy was exposed, my heart skipped a beat. I looked up at her and she smiled warmly, “You’ll have more time to look at it later, baby. Keep going.”

Inch by inch, I continued tugging her panties away until they were around her ankles. She then lifted her feet and kicked off the underwear. Her fingers slid into my hair and she pulled me into her crotch, “Do a good job of getting me wet, baby. Otherwise, I won’t let you cum tonight.”

The thought wasn’t an appealing one. I immediately started lapping at her tight slit. It was the first time I’d ever tasted a woman, but I hoped it wasn’t the last time. Her deliciously sweet juices trickled onto my tongue and her soft moans poured forth. When her hips started bucking against my face, I knew that I was at least doing a somewhat decent job.

Before long, she let out a deep sigh and pulled me away by my hair. The stinging sensation wasn’t completely unpleasant, but it was definitely something I would have to get used to.

“F-Fuck that was nice. Did you like eating my pussy, baby? Just take a look around. All these people want to see what we do next,” she purred.

I glanced around the room and she wasn’t exactly wrong. People had their cocks in hand, their fingers rubbing their pussies, and some were just staring with wide eyes.

“Maybe they’re confused about us not doing, uh, kinkier things?” I asked.

Her eyes met with mine and the smirk on her lips made my heart plummet. That was a look I knew all too well. She put her hand on my throat and guided me onto my back, “Not kinky enough, huh?”

Before I could respond, she yanked my skirt and panties down to my knees and exposed my already stiff cock. Her hand grasped my balls and her grip tightened enough to make me let out a quiet yelp.

“Then why don’t you beg your Mistress to let you enjoy yourself?” she asked loud enough for others to hear.

“F-Fuck, I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to say it like that! I was just—”

Her hand squeezed my balls harder, “I said beg!”

A whimpering cry escaped me as I pushed my hips against her hand in an attempt to ease the pressure, “M-Mistress, I’m so sorry! I didn’t mean to question you and I won’t do it again. Please do what you want to me, please!”

She let go of my balls and smiled down to me as she wrapped her hand around my shaft. “That’s better, baby girl. I was hoping to make this more sweet than sour,” she said. Her tone softened as she continued, “I want our first time to be a fun one, but I still want you to know that I love you, baby.”

Paige’s hand around my cock was more than I ever expected from her, but I knew that this wasn’t all we’d be doing tonight. She wasn’t the kind of woman to change her mind about what she wanted and if she wanted to have sex… Well, who was I to stop her? And why would I even want to? Sure, it was a little strange to have our first time be in front of all these strangers, but I couldn’t deny that it was pretty hot.

She swung her leg over my torso and then straddled my cock, “I bet you’re dying to feel my pussy around that thick cock of yours, aren’t you?”

I nodded and she smirked down at me, “Then why don’t you fuck me doggy style? I want to be able to see everyone’s reactions while you fill my cunt!”

As quickly as she got on top of me, she was off me, on her hands and knees with her ass swaying back and forth enticingly. She might have brought me to a BDSM club, but I couldn’t imagine that she was genuinely interested in taking full control of me. As strange as this experience was, we were still young enough to have all this time to explore ourselves. Even if this wasn’t exactly what the others in the club were engaging in, it was more than enough to satisfy the cravings I had for my best friend. At least, for now…

After I took off my skirt and panties, I got behind her and pressed the head of my cock against her entrance and asked quietly, “C-Can I?”

“Sure, but one condition,” she said.

“Anything.”

“Don’t you even think about pulling out of me, baby,” Paige cooed.

Didn’t she care if she got pregnant?! “B-But what if—”

“You heard what I said, Gemma. If you don’t want to risk it, then don’t put it in me. But I know what I want and that’s a life with you,” she said quietly, ensuring that none of the people watching us could hear. “So either say yes and do it or tell me no and we’ll go to the hotel and talk about this.”

The responsible choice would have been to take her back to the hotel. But she wanted me and I wanted her. I let my hands fall to her hips and I held her in place as I pushed my cock into her soaked pussy. Those tight, warm walls welcomed my cock and before I could push further into her, she pushed herself back onto my cock forcefully.

“I told you to fuck me!” she yelled.

“S-Sorry, Mistress!” I yelped and immediately started pumping into her. There was some level of control involved, but I knew that she wanted to put on a show for these people. As long as I knew my Paige, she was always comfortable being the center of attention.

I could feel the warmth in my cheeks and I knew I was blushing. Some of the other couples in the room had finished their scenes or simply stopped them to watch us. There were so many people all focused on what I was doing right now and I could feel the pressure to perform.

Instead of focusing on that, I closed my eyes and let myself focus on the one thing that mattered. Paige. Her pussy gripped my cock like no other woman I’d ever been with. Maybe I was giving her too much credit or I might have been hyper-aware of my current situation, but she was heaven around my cock.

I couldn’t have imagined that I would be the person that Paige wanted to be with tonight. Now that I had her though, I didn’t want to imagine anyone else with her. All of the failed relationships we’d both been through and helped each other recover from… Having her as my partner now, I could finally treat her like she deserved to be treated. I knew she would do the same for me. She always did her best for me and I that didn’t just apply to our friendship, apparently.

Her hips bounced back into each of my thrusts and the mixture of our moans burst forth into the room. There was still the occasional cry of pain from another submissive, but for the most part, the sounds in the room were coming from us.

I didn’t want our fun to end, but if she kept forcing the pace to intensify, I wouldn’t be able to last much longer. The loud clapping of our hips slamming together came more rapidly and I couldn’t keep my moans quiet any longer. Each time her pussy swallowed my cock, I let out a desperate cry, begging for release.

My balls tightened up, but I would have tried to hold back my orgasm longer if not for Paige. She turned and looked at me, hair clinging to her face from the light sheen of sweat that covered her, “F-Fuck, I’m going to cum!”

Her words had a slight echo to them in the room and there was a loud cheer from the mass of people watching us. Their encouragement must have helped her get off because shortly after, her pussy spasmed around my cock. Her juices spattered against the floor beneath us and I could feel her juices trickling from the base of my cock down my balls.

It was all I could take. I slammed my hips into her and let out a quiet cry as my cock throbbed deep within her. My thick cum shot into Paige’s pussy and I let my head hang limp as the ecstasy burned its way through me. My world had been flipped on its head in the matter of an hour.

Paige slowly crawled forward until my cock slipped from her depths. She let out a low sigh and reached for her panties, “S-Sorry everyone! That’s all I’ve got in me right now.”

There was a loud round of applause from out voyeuristic company before Paige gave me a gentle pat on the stomach, “Put your clothes back on, baby. I’m not done with you, but I want you to myself when I ride your cock.”

I nodded, still huffing from the effort I put into fucking her. “Y-Yeah, this was f-fun,” I paused for a breath, “but I don’t think I want anyone to watch us again for a while.”

She and I got dressed and headed back to the hotel. After a brief conversation about her possibly getting pregnant, she admitted that she wanted to have a child one way or another. While she hoped I’d stick around, she wasn’t going to force me to be a part of our child’s life. Of course, I had no intentions of leaving her.

Six months later, I asked her to marry me. Happily engaged with a baby girl on the way, my lover and I still fondly talk about the night that our lives changed for the better.


Story Sixty-Two

Futas and their Femboys

Samantha and a Sweet Sissy


I glanced down at my watch and sighed. Class was almost over, but I hadn’t even made my announcement about the fundraiser event. Most of my students were less than enthused about helping out beyond what it meant to keep their grades high.

The only student I even thought would volunteer was the only student I wished wouldn’t. As wonderful as he was in class, Nick really needed to stop making himself such an easy target for the other students. College was supposed to be a place that one could explore themselves.

Nick was certainly doing that. I glanced up at him and smiled weakly. His legs were crossed, the women’s skinny jeans he had on clung to his petite legs. The dark pink women’s t-shirt he had on showed the world just how feminine he really was. Nick’s arms didn’t seem to understand the concept of muscle, nor did his face have any sign of stubble.

If our college wasn’t in a small town, I’m sure that no one would have been able to tell that Nick wasn’t a woman. Well, until he spoke or offered someone his name. Even his voice was feminine, yet there was still a tinge of masculinity in there occasionally. Only when he was afraid, typically.

His blue eyes met with mine and he smiled weakly. I smiled back and tapped my knuckles against my desk a few times to get everyone’s attention.

Once the quiet whispering died away, I called out, “With it being Friday, I know you’re all dying to leave class, but I’ve got one last thing to say before I let you leave.”

I paced around to the front of my desk and leaned against it, “With the holidays coming around, the annual food drive has received a massive amount of donations from the generous people of our town. But that’s the good news. The bad news is that we still have to distribute it all.”

A warm smile crossed my lips before I continued, “I’m not going to offer anyone any extra credit or bribe you with skipping a class. We could use a pair of extra hands tomorrow at nine in the morning at the town square. Is anyone interested in coming? I’m not going to offer any kind of school-related rewards, but I will bribe you with lunch.”

Nick’s hand shot up immediately, but I waited a few moments. No one else in the classroom moved a muscle. As sweet as he was, he didn’t seem to care how easily he opened himself up to his peers mocking him even more.

“Thank you, Nick. Please stay behind so we can work out the details. The rest of you are free to go,” I called out.

One of my more athletic students, Weston, called out, “Careful, Nicki, you get your nose any deeper in Ms. Harper’s ass and you’re going to get stuck.”

I rolled my eyes, “Weston, wasn’t it you that brought in a plagiarized essay and claimed it was your best work so far?”

He grumbled and started out of the room. I continued, “And you didn’t even bother to read it and change the original writer’s name at the top of the paper.”

Weston’s eyes cut to me and he seemed as if he might have something else to say, but he continued out of the classroom with the rest of my students.

Nick slowly walked towards my desk and waited with his arms crossed over his belly. I smiled warmly at him as the last of the students closed the door behind them, “Thanks for volunteering, Nick. I was hoping someone else would offer, but I figured if anyone would be willing to help, it was going to be you.”

He cocked his head and his long brown hair fell to one side, “Why did you want someone else?”

“I didn’t mean it in a bad way, but I can see how that must have sounded. People give you a hard time, Nick. I was hoping to spare you from how people treat you for being so helpful,” I said.

This wasn’t a new event. Nick volunteered to help me with anything and everything I needed. From helping grade papers to setting up concession stands, he was always there to lend a hand.

He smiled and nodded, “I can handle their words. They’re just insecure, that’s all.”

I put my hand on his shoulder and gave it a gentle squeeze, “I couldn’t agree more, but they might lash out at some point. You’re a bit of a target for them, Nick. I’ll do what I can to make sure I help you but try not to push them. Violence is a lot of bullies first reactions.”

He shrugged, “The dean will take care of that I suppose. I’d rather avoid having my face messed up though, especially when it takes me forever to get my eyeliner just right.”

A chuckle escaped me as I looked at his winged eyeliner. He wasn’t wrong about it being perfect. Then again, Nick’s makeup was better than mine…

“Well, thank you again, Nick. Do you have a car that can get you to the square tomorrow? And are you fine with pizza for lunch?” I asked.

He nodded, “Yes to both. Is there any kind of dress code?”

“As far as I’m aware, no. But do keep in mind that children are going to be around, so if you choose to wear something eccentric, expect questions.”

“Of course, but I think skinny jeans and a t-shirt would be normal for me,” Nick said.

I nodded, “Should be fine. Anyway, if you don’t have any questions, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

He shook his head and turned towards the door. As he walked away, I couldn’t help but take a look at his cute ass. With each step, his hips swayed and I couldn’t deny my cock’s arousal when I saw the faint outline of his panties. I didn’t care if it was wrong for a professor to want to have sex with her student, if Nick ever gave me the chance, I’d have him wrapped around my shaft in a second.

The following morning, I dressed casually in a pair of jeans and a plain black t-shirt. After dressing in business casual all week, it was nice to wear something that reminded me that I wasn’t just a mindless drone repeating things out of a textbook. I graduated from the same college I taught at just six years ago. Strange to think that a few years ago, I’d have never volunteered for such an event if my professor offered it to me.

I parked my car on the square and headed over to the tables that were being set up. Nick arrived not long after I was ready and he wandered over to my table. His tan skinny jeans clung to his legs and I couldn’t help but want to lay him on this table and spread those thighs. It had been over a year since I’d last had a partner, but that wasn’t because I wasn’t looking. My type was just hard to find.

Nick got behind the table with me and I explained to him what we would need to do for the food drive. Before long, our work got started and he seemed to find excuses to bend forward and show off his tight ass. He was wearing a pair of bikini cut panties.

I could only imagine that he didn’t know how obvious they were on him. If he did know, then he must have known that people would see. If he wanted them to see, I could only hope that he was interested in people commenting on them. If not, I was about to be in hot water.

After nearly three hours of work, we were finally through with the food drive. Boxes had been packed and were prepared to send out to families in need. Nick let out a deep sigh and whined, “My arms are killing me.”

“That’s because you didn’t let me carry the boxes to the vans,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders, “Aren’t men supposed to do that kind of thing?”

A smile crested my lips and I nodded towards my car, “Maybe, but are men known for wearing panties and skinny jeans?”

His cheeks turned a light shade of pink and he mumbled, “Is it that obvious?”

“It didn’t take me long to notice,” I said.

“So you were looking at my butt?” he asked.

“Of course, why wouldn’t I? If you’re wearing clothes that highlight your figure, then why wouldn’t I look?”

Nick giggled and started walking towards my car, “I have no figure. I’m a carpenter’s wet dream. Flat as could be on both sides.”

I unlocked my car and spoke softly, “Are carpenters the only people that can appreciate that figure of yours? If so, I might just be out of luck.”

We got in the car and I pulled out of my parking spot as he whispered, “I don’t guess they would be the only people that could. But I don’t think it’s okay for my teacher to talk to her student like this.”

“And who says that?” I asked.

“I don’t know, probably only the people that would fire you if they found out.”

“Fair point, but that would mean someone would find out. As much as you volunteer to help me, Nick, I can’t imagine that you’d tell anyone that I said you had such a nice little ass.”

He went quiet for a few moments. It was hard to look at him for more than a fleeting second as I drove, but I still see that he was enjoying the attention.

“Maybe I volunteer so much so that someone would notice me,” he whispered after what felt like an eternity.

I smiled and turned into the parking lot for the restaurant we would be eating at. “Then you’ve certainly got my attention, Nick. But I do feel like you should know a few things about me before I keep complimenting your ass. As cute as it is, you might be thinking you’re getting into something completely different.”

He shrugged his shoulders, “You know, Ms. Harper, if you’re going to tell me that you have a cock, I’m not going to pretend I’m shocked at all. You don’t tuck. The bulge you try to hide isn’t exactly small and if you know what you’re looking for, I assure you, it’s obvious.”

I looked at him with an eyebrow arched, “So you’re telling me that you already know. Huh, who else knows?”

“No one that I know of. I know for a fact that none of the guys do. Do you know how many times I hear the guys talking about how they want to rail you? It’s honestly disgusting,” he said.

I nodded towards the restaurant, “How about we get something inside us while I think about what to do with you, sweetie. I wouldn’t want to disappoint you, but I’ve got some interests of my own. As rude as Weston can be, he and I can agree on one thing. I’d love to call you Nicki.”

Nick smiled at me and whispered, “Only if you promise not to tell anyone that I love that nickname.”

“Why does that not surprise me, Nicki?”

We got out of my car and headed into the building. I watched Nick as he walked straight to the salad bar. The way he prepared his salad was an art. The simplest of things could be made into beauty if Nick was involved, yet that is exactly why he was picked on.

People saw this artist’s work as nothing more than deviance from normality. He came back to the table and sat down with a smile on his lips, “Aren’t you going to get something to eat, Ms. Harper?”

“We’re not in class. Call me Samantha,” I said. “And yes, I’m going to get something to eat, I was just waiting for you to get back.”

“Why?” he asked.

I chuckled and shook my head as I got up from the table. I went to the buffet bar and grabbed a few slices of pizza and came back. When I offered to buy pizza for someone, I didn’t expect them to be more interested in rabbit food, but I wasn’t upset. There was a reason he had that lithe figure I enjoyed so much.

Once I sat down and started eating, he poked at his salad and called out quietly, “Why were you waiting on me?”

“Persistent, aren’t you?” I asked. “I was enjoying the view. Is that what you want to know?”

He smiled and nodded, “I’ve been called worse things, but I do have to wonder what you were looking at.”

I took a bite of pizza and shrugged my shoulders. “Guess you’ll just have to wonder. I’ve said too much about how I feel already.”

Nick’s eyes locked with mine, “I could just take a few guesses. Samantha, you’ve made it pretty clear that you think I’m cute. I think I’ve made it pretty clear that I want to do whatever makes you happy. Call me a hopeless romantic or call me a faggot like the rest of the people I know.”

“Don’t say that. I don’t care if you consider yourself gay, straight, bi, or something else entirely. I don’t care. But you’re not going to let a slur define you,” I said while staring into his eyes.

“I never said it defined me. I said it is what people call me,” he said. “But that is neither here nor there. What’s going on right now is that you’re interested in me, and I’m interested in you. So where does that leave us?”

His finger circled around the rim of his glass. I put down my pizza and slid the plate to the side. My hand gently clasped onto his wrist and I pulled his hand toward me and held it between mine.

“It leaves us in a rather peculiar position. Either we pretend that nothing is going on between us or we confront it head-on. But if I’m being honest, Nicki, I’d rather do the latter at my house instead of at a buffet,” I said and released his hand.

Nick’s cheeks flushed with color and he lowered his eyes to his salad bowl, “Then we should eat, Samantha. I’d hate for you to waste good money on a date and not even enjoy the food.”

I picked up a slice of pizza and chuckled, “So it’s a date now? I’m fine with that, but you’re going to have to keep it between us for now. Professors aren’t supposed to sleep with their students.”

His eyes met with mine for a moment before he turned his attention back to his salad. I couldn’t tell if I’d upset him or if he was interested in what I said. No matter the outcome, I wasn’t going to take back what I said. As innocent as he pretended to be, I knew what I wanted from him and if anything else developed between us, that was fine. For now, I wasn’t going to deny my lust.

We finished eating and I paid for our buffets on the way out of the restaurant. As soon as we were in the car, I reached across and put my hand on Nick’s lap. My fingers cupped his small bulge and I looked him in the eye as I spoke firmly, “Either you tell me to take you back to your car now or you tell me you want to come home with me. I think you know what’s going to happen if you decide to come over.”

He let out a soft moan and lifted his hips to push against my hand, “T-Take me home, Samantha.”

“That’s a good girl,” I cooed. I pulled my hand away from his cock and started the car. No sooner than I’d got back on the road, Nick reached over and started stroking my growing bulge. I didn’t see a point in stopping him… If anything, it was going to be a little bit of a drive until we got home, “I’m not going to stop you. You’ve got about fifteen minutes, Nicki.”

His fingers worked towards my zipper and he deftly undid my jeans and reached into my panties. As those lithe digits ran up and down my length, I reclined my seat a little to give him easier access to me. Focusing on driving wasn’t too hard, this wasn’t my first time having a little fun in my car.

Before long, I heard a click and glanced over at Nick. He moved the seatbelt out of the way and leaned over, “S-Sorry if it’s not good, you’re my first.”

I didn’t bother saying anything as he pulled my cock out. His tongue licked tentatively up my shaft until he reached my thick crown. He paused and whispered, “It’s bigger than I thought.”

“Nicki, be a good girl and have a little faith in yourself. You know what you want and you know that I’ll give it to you. You’ve earned a little break, haven’t you? Enjoy yourself, don’t make this about me,” I said as I slid a hand through his hair. “You’ve been such a good student, but it’s about time I give you a life lesson, don’t you think?”

“W-What do you mean?” he asked.

I chuckled and guided him slowly onto my shaft. His soft lips surrounded my shaft and he licked and suckled as he slowly started bobbing on my cock. I let out a deep breath and let my hand slide down to his lower back. My fingers danced in slow circles as they drew his shirt up. Once I was touching bare skin, I glanced over and smiled as I saw the black lace trim of his panties.

“What I mean is that you’re so devoted to dressing like a woman that I believe that you want to be treated like one. So, my little Nicki, it’s time to show you some things that come with being a woman. Well, being my kind of woman, that is.”

His soft moans vibrated through my cock and he tried to take me further into his throat. For his first time, he was doing well, but as soon as I heard him choking, I spoke softly, “Stop, baby girl. You’re getting too excited and I’m going to end up running us off the road if you don’t.”

Nick’s cheeks were beet red as he sat up in the car and put his seatbelt back on. As soon as he was buckled up, he wrapped his left hand around my shaft and started stroking once more, “Was it okay?”

“I enjoyed it, Nicki. I’m sure you’ll get plenty more practice if you want it,” I purred.

He giggled and spoke softly as I turned into my driveway, “Your precum is really sweet, Samantha.”

I turned off my car and tapped his wrist to get him to let go of my cock. Without bothering to button my jeans, I hid my cock from the possible prying eyes of my neighbors and stepped out of the car. I hurried to the door and unlocked it and ushered Nick inside.

As soon as I closed and locked my front door, I showed him the way to my bedroom and slid my pants and panties down my legs. There was no need to be slow and taunting with my undressing. My shirt and bra came next, then I stepped out of my shoes and finished getting naked.

Nick’s wide eyes never left me and I chuckled as I walked towards my dresser, “If you’re not naked and bent over my bed by the time I get lubed up, I’m going to spank that cute little ass of yours.”

I heard him fidgeting with his pants button before I even finished my sentence. The bottle of unopened lube in my drawer made me smile. With Nick being so willing, it was bittersweet that I’d managed to get someone back to my house at all. By the time most potential partners found out I had a dick, they were long gone.

Someone with Nick’s openness was hard to find in such a conservative part of the country. A part of me hoped that he wasn’t going to leave after I finished with him, but I got the feeling that he wasn’t that type of person. Even if he did want to leave, at least he’d let me get this close to him.

I coated my cock with the slick substance and turned around to see Nick bent over the bed. His panties were draped around his ankles and I couldn’t help but moan quietly. With his chest pressed against the bed and his cock out of sight, it was impossible to see him as a male.

He looked at me and whispered, “Is it going to hurt?”

“It won’t if I can help it, baby girl. But it’s still anal, your ass is going to stretch a little and if I go slow enough, it shouldn’t hurt too bad. I’ll give you plenty of time to stretch, okay?” I asked.

“C-Can you do me a favor before you put it in me?”

I nodded, “Anything, sweetie.”

He let out a quivering sigh and closed his eyes, “Will you kiss me?”

I smiled and walked to the edge of my bed. Having him bent over would make things so much easier on me, but that was the lazy way. I put my hands on his hips and rolled him onto his back. Nick kicked his panties the rest of the way off and looked up at me, “I feel gross.”

“Why would you say something like that?” I asked as I leaned over the bed. Our lips were inches apart, our cocks gently rubbed together, and our eyes never broke contact.

“T-There is a reason I dress up, S-Samantha,” he whimpered.

I chuckled and pressed my lips to his. Nick’s cock throbbed against mine and he moaned into the kiss. My tongue parted his lips and he opened his mouth for me to explore. Nick was my student, but right now, he was my lover. As sweet and passionate as he was in class, that was nothing compared to how I saw him right now.

Whether lust had a part on this or not, he deserved to be treated like the princess he was. I slid a hand down his side and worked it under his thigh and pulled it upward. He seemed to take the hint and he lifted his legs to angle his hips.

Without breaking the kiss we shared, I guided my cock to his pucker and slowly pressed against him until my crown slipped inside his tight ring. His tongue stopped dancing with mine for just a moment as he accepted my cock. I finally pulled away from his lips and opened my eyes, “Are you okay?”

He exhaled deeply and then nodded, “It stings a little, but it’s already easing up. Just stay like this for a minute please.”

“Of course, Nicki. I’ve been meaning to say thank you, by the way.”

“For what?”

“Helping me as much as you do. I know I tell you thank you every time you offer to stay late and help me with things, but I don’t think you know how much it means to me. You get teased and messed with by the guys at school, I know that for a fact. But you should know that I think it’s really impressive that you’re so willing to subject yourself to that for the sake of helping me,” I said.

He smiled weakly and mumbled, “Would it make you mad if I said I mostly stayed because you are a really attractive woman?”

“Not at all, honestly, that’s pretty kind of you to say. Especially since you knew I had a cock,” I said. How was I supposed to be upset that he thought I was attractive? I wanted to fuck him for the same reason, even if I did have a decent grasp on his personality now.

“Maybe that’s why I kept coming back,” he said. Nick’s lips curled into a smile and I rolled my eyes.

I pushed my cock deeper into his ass and he let out a gasp, “Then I guess you’re just going to have to keep volunteering. Otherwise, how do you expect to get used to being my little sissy slut?”

He nodded his head, “T-That sounds like something I can do.”

Nick’s moans got louder as I pushed further into him. His tight ass made my breath hitch in my chest. His warm thighs finally met with my hips and I leaned back in to kiss him again for a brief moment. He wrapped his arms around my neck and held me weakly until I broke the kiss again.

“Are you ready, Nicki?”

“I think so.”

I smiled and pushed away from him with my arms so I could look down at him while I started pumping into him. Each time my cock slammed into him, Nick let out a loud moan that encouraged me to work my hips faster.

There was no way I’d be able to last too long. After a year of not having sex, I made the stupid choice of taking home the most attractive femboy I’d ever seen. I didn’t want to disappoint him, but I could already feel my balls threatening to pump his stomach full of my seed.

Instead of trying to prevent myself from cumming, I stood straight up and pulled his hips closer to the edge of the bed and continued hammering into him. My hand wrapped around his cock and stroked him with practiced motions.

Nick’s hips bucked and writhed under me. His pleasured screams got louder and louder until I felt certain that my neighbors would file a noise complaint. I couldn’t bring myself to care about that.

I felt his tight ass clenching around my cock in spasms and I couldn’t help but let out a weak giggle. Nick’s cock throbbed in my hand and I angled it and used my thumb to coax out his orgasm. Ropes of his own cum shot onto his chest, neck, and face as I continued to slam into him. His new makeup looked too beautiful on him for me to hold back any longer.

A few final pumps into his ass was all I could handle. I let out a groan as I slammed into him one last time and let the ecstasy consume me. My cock throbbed powerfully deep inside him as it unloaded my hot seed into him. Nick’s soft moans continued as I slowly pulled out of him. A rush of warm cum poured out of his ass and he whimpered softly as I collapsed on my bed beside him.

“Fuck, I’m out of practice,” I mumbled.

He turned his head to look at me, “S-Shut up.”

I looked at him with an eyebrow raised. He continued, “I-I’m not going to let you talk like that. That was the best I’ve ever felt in my life. Don’t make it seem like it was n-nothing.”

I shuffled closer to him and licked a rope of his cum off his cheek and swallowed it, “Fine, but you’re going to enjoy when I do finally get back in my stride.”

He shuddered and nodded, “T-Thank you for this, Samantha.”

“Of course, Nicki. You’re so much more than a teacher’s pet to me,” I gave him a peck on the lips. “But I think we should get in the shower. I’d rather not get too much cum on my bed.”

While I was washing his back, I knew that I’d found something much more than just a quick fuck. As risky as it was to fall in love with a student, I could see myself going down that path with my little Nicki.


Story Sixty-Three

Futas and their Femboys

Ashley Cheats with a Submissive Sissy


I scanned over the profile of the delicate looking male for the hundredth time. Hookups weren’t always something I was interested in, but he was only going to be here for a one night. Surely, my wife wouldn’t be able to find out about my little indiscretion from halfway across the world.

It wasn’t fair to her, but then again, it wasn’t fair for a woman like myself to be kept unsatisfied. She knew when she married me that I had a sex drive beyond what was considered normal. When she was here, it wasn’t so bad.

But she wasn’t here and the femboy that went by “C” was. My cock stirred in my panties as I stared at the picture of C’s flat stomach. The slightest hint of pink lace peeked out from underneath his shorts. I probably shouldn’t have even had an account on this damn dating app, but I needed to take care of my own desires, right?

If my wife wasn’t going to be around to satisfy me, I’d have to take the less moral route. Not like I was gunning to be a saint anyway.

I sent him a message and sighed heavily. Knowing my luck, he probably wouldn’t respond. I went back to his profile and slid a hand into my panties to start stroking my cock. If he didn’t text back, I’d at least still be able to get off tonight…

After a few moments, I got a notification and I immediately opened the message. ‘Hi! I was just looking at your profile. Discrete is a good thing, I’m only going to be available for one night.’

I smiled and sent him another message, ‘Discrete is definitely a good thing. I’d hate for too many people to find out about my secret. Are you comfortable with meeting up somewhere public before we head back to your hotel?’

‘For sure, not to be too rude, but I’ve only got one night to go wild. I’d hate to end up getting hurt instead.’

‘Meet me at the mall. I’ll be leaning against the hood of my car near the food court with a red jacket on.’

‘Sounds great, see you soon, Mistress!’

The drive to the mall was uneventful as always, but I couldn’t stop fidgeting in my seat as I got closer to my destination. Cheating was something I’d thought of doing more than a few times, but I never had the nerve. Maybe I just didn’t have the right motivation. My wife was attractive, that much I wasn’t going to deny. The difference was, “C” was a male. A very, very feminine male.

Of all the people I’d been with before I got married, I’d never once managed to find my way into a femboy’s bed.

I pulled into the mall’s parking lot and leaned against the hood of my car. There weren’t too many cars in the parking lot, then again, it was pretty late. The moon was working its way through the night sky. I couldn’t say how long I stood there while I waited on C, but when I finally heard his soft voice call out to me, I knew that I was too weak to possibly back out now.

As much as I loved my wife, I needed someone tonight.

“Hello, Mistress?” the feminine voice whispered as he walked towards me.

I let out a quiet chuckle as he nervously approached. Streaks of blond hair framed his feminine face and was pulled into a bun in the back. He had on a thick jacket that didn’t really show too much of his body, but the short skirt he had on showed me enough. The tan leggings he had on looked natural on him. If I didn’t know better, I wouldn’t have ever assumed he was truly a male.

“Hello there, C,” I called out softly.

“C-Codi,” he said and crossed his arms as he shivered. “Can I ride back with you? I walked here.”

I quickly opened the passenger door of my car, “Of course, Codi. Hop in, if you would have said something, I would have just come to get you.”

He got in the car and I joined him. After I got the heater on, he put his hands up to the vents, “I just wanted to see you a make sure you weren’t some kind of psycho murderer.”

“That’s hard to judge at a glance, but you don’t have to worry about that,” I said.

Codi shrugged and pointed to my left hand, “Do I have to worry about that?”

I lifted my hand and sighed as I looked at my wedding band. As stupid as it was of me, I didn’t want to take it off. “No, she’s out of town. Hopefully, that doesn’t change things tonight?” I asked.

“It doesn’t, honestly, who am I to judge? I come to a town and have a night to kill before my friend can let me stay with her and my first thought was to get fucked?”

“Is that such a bad thing? We could all use a little companionship. If my wife wasn’t gone on business, I’d gladly have her instead. But she’s gone and you’re here. So, do you want to grab something to eat before we head back to your place?”

He nodded, “That would be really nice of you, but I don’t want to go inside. I already walked here in a skirt, as comfortable as I am with my preferences, I don’t know how accepting people would be.”

I smiled and reached over to rub his thigh, “Don’t worry about it. I’m not prissy enough to act like I don’t eat in my car. Besides, if it means I get to enjoy what’s under that skirt, I’ll let you enjoy whatever you want.”

Codi let out a quivering moan as my fingers danced ever closer to his groin. Just as I felt the trim of his panties, I pulled away and backed out of my parking space. His breathing was intense and I giggled before I called out, “You’re easy to get worked up. I think tonight is going to be plenty of fun.”

“I hope so, Mistress. I’d hate to disappoint you,” he said.

I turned onto the street and started toward a nearby burger joint. “You really would, but then again, it’s not like I can take you back to my dungeon. We’ll just have to settle for whatever you have in your hotel room.”

“You have a dungeon?” he asked. “That’s insane, I’ve always wanted to check one out.”

“I’d love to let you, but we have security cameras. The last thing I want to do is have my wife find footage of me taking you downstairs,” I said.

He pouted for a moment but got over the disappointment quickly as I turned into the drive-through. “I understand, uh, can I have the number seven with sweet tea?”

I nodded and slid my hand back to his thigh as I pulled forward and called out our order. When I got to the window, I pulled out my wallet from my back pocket and paid for our meal. As soon as I got my receipt, I put my wallet away and slid my fingers back to his smooth, milky thigh. I pushed my fingers into his stocking and waited for the bag of food to be handed to us.

His quiet whimpering got louder as my hand pulled out of his stocking and disappeared under his skirt. I wrapped my fingers around the outline of his small shaft and stroked it through his panties while we waited. Codi squirmed in the seat and I smiled at him, “Enjoying yourself?”

He nodded and whimpered, “What if they see?”

As if to answer his question, the window slid open and the woman looked at me curiously. I grabbed the bag with my free hand and chuckled, “What, you’ve never fucked around at the drive-through?”

She shook her head, “Never got caught.”

“Then you’re missing out,” I teased.

The woman laughed and shook her head, “You two have a good night.”

“Oh trust me, she’s going to have the time of her life,” I said.

Codi let out a loud gasp as I squeezed his shaft before letting go. I put the bag of food in his lap and pulled out of the drive-through. After a few moments, he gathered his composure and mumbled, “We can eat in the hotel room if you want.”

“Which one are you staying at?” I asked.

He pulled his phone out and showed me the address, “This one?”

“You don’t know the name?”

“If you don’t want to get laid, just say so,” he said.

I chuckled and headed towards the address, it wasn’t far from the mall. “I think you’d be missing out if that were the case. Besides, didn’t your profile say you loved being a submissive? I don’t usually like taking that kind of play out of the bedroom, but if you act like a brat, you’ll get treated like one.”

He put his phone away and let out a quiet sigh, “Maybe I like being treated like a brat?”

A smile crossed my lips as I reached across and tugged the ponytail holder out of his hair to let his bun down. I took hold of his soft hair and pulled him roughly towards me, “Then I’ll make sure to spank your tight little ass before I fuck you like you deserve.”

Codi’s sensual moan made my cock harden. If I did something like this to my wife, she would have slapped me and made me sleep on the couch. My kinkier needs were unsatisfied by my wife. I still loved her to death, but there came a point where I needed to break loose and truly enjoy myself. Codi might not be someone I could have in my life as much as I wanted but tonight, I would use him until all my itches were scratched.

“Put the bag down,” I commanded. He whimpered and slid the bag to the floorboard. As soon as it was out of the way, I called out, “Unbuckle yourself, slut.”

He released the seatbelt and looked at me with his sharp green eyes, “M-Mistress?”

I pulled his head until his lips pressed against the thick bulge in my jeans, “Kiss it.”

Codi didn’t hesitate to start kissing my bulge. His hand slid down to his skirt and he ground his hips against his wrist.

“Such a needy little slut. I bet you wanted to be used like a filthy whore when you dressed up like that, didn’t you?” I asked.

He nodded his head as he moaned and continued to worship my cock through my pants. “That’s a good girl,” I let go of his hair, “now sit up and stop touching your little sissy cock. I decide when you get to enjoy yourself, is that understood?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said as he panted and rested against the car seat. His chest heaved and I chuckled as I turned into the hotel parking lot. The food was almost an afterthought as I got out of the car. Codi picked up the bag and followed behind me.

“What room are you staying in?” I asked.

“Three fifteen,” he said.

We headed up to the third floor and he let me into his room. The interior was much nicer than I expected, then again, I didn’t spend much time in hotels. The few times I got to go with my wife on her business trips, I enjoyed the stays, but there was never a reason for me to check out local hotel rooms.

I sat on the edge of the bed and patted beside me, “Be a good girl and bring your Mistress her food.”

Codi skittered over and put the bag on the bed before taking off his thick jacket. Underneath, I could see why he wore the jacket. The skimpy black camisole he had on barely covered his torso and showed off his tiny chest. He sat on the bed beside me and spoke softly, “Do we have to eat first?”

“Of course we do, silly girl. You wanted food, so we’re going to eat. But why don’t you go ahead and take your skirt off. And leave the panties on, they’re a bit of a turn on for me,” I said as I undid my jeans and kicked off my shoes. I didn’t bother teasing him with a slow strip, instead, I hurried to take off my pants and let out a sigh of relief as my cock finally had room to breathe.

Codi gasped and reached for my bulge. I slapped his hand and reached into the bag to grab my burger, “Bad girl. I told you we’re eating first. Now, hurry up and eat so I can spank that sweet little ass of yours.”

He nodded and stood up and wiggled out of his skirt. Each swish of his hips made his tight little ass shake in the solid black panties he had on. I was almost disappointed that he wasn’t wearing the panties I saw in his profile picture. I didn’t want to ask him to change, that would be a little too much to impose on such a sweet little femboy.

As willing and ready as he had been so far, I didn’t want to push things too far. I talked myself into cheating on my wife, if I didn’t even get laid after trying, I didn’t know if I’d be able to stomach myself. The guilt would come later. But right now, Codi’s perfect body did a damn good job of distracting me.

He sat down and took out his box of nuggets and crossed his legs as he ate. Even though it seemed he was in a rush, he barely took more than a nibble at a time. I smiled and swallowed the bite I had in my mouth before asking, “Still worried about being a polite girl for me? Don’t be. You’re already half naked for me and desperate for my cock. All that’s in the way of that is a little food.”

That seemed to encourage him well enough. I finished my burger and got off the bed, “If you want my fries, feel free. I left my damn drink in the car and I don’t want to deal with that much salt without one.”

“You can share mine,” he offered.

I chuckled and shook my head, “I’ll be back in a second.”

He nodded and I walked into his bathroom and leaned over the sink to get a mouthful of water from the tap. I swished it around and spit it back into the sink. I saw my wedding ring in my reflection and let out a deep breath. “I’m sorry, Myra. I wish you were here, but you’re not,” I hung my head for a second and sighed before heading back into the room.

Codi was on his side on the bed with a bottle of lube in his hand, “Are you sure you want to go through with this?”

I arched an eyebrow, “I’m pretty sure, why?”

He offered me the bottle of lube and spoke softly, “Because I heard what you said in the bathroom. You don’t have to do this if it’s going to bother you.”

“I don’t have to do this, sweetie, but it’s the only chance I’m going to get to do something like this. Trust me when I say this. I want you, but I love my wife,” I said.

Codi smiled as I took the bottle of lube, “I can tell. But if she finds out, we’re going to be in a lot of trouble.”

“I can’t imagine how she would find out,” I said as I pushed my panties down my legs to unleash my cock.

He let out a soft moan and ran his hand down to his ass and gave it a soft pat, “Just something to think about, I guess. I don’t plan on telling her, especially not if you promise to let me visit you again sometime.”

“I thought you were only available for tonight?”

“I said I was only going to be in the hotel for tonight. I’m going to be staying with a friend, remember?” he asked.

I popped the top on the lube and let it trickle onto my cock as I stroked it. Once it glistened in the soft yellow light, I capped the lube and spoke firmly, “Pull your panties to the side, baby girl.”

He obeyed and I used my slick fingers to lube up his tight pucker. I slipped a finger into his ass, “So how do you expect to see me again?”

Codi rocked his hips against my prodding digits as I pushed another into him, “Mm, I don’t know for sure, but we’ll see. Mistress, can we focus on right now instead of the future?”

“You were the one that brought it up,” I said and giggled before pushing a third finger into his ass. He gasped and nodded his head before burying his face into the cover.

After a few moments of stretching his little ass, I climbed onto the bed and pressed my thick crown against his ass and pushed into him. He moved his arm under him and propped himself up so that he could watch me sliding into him.

I kept my eyes on his face as I worked my cock deeper into his hot, tight ass. His jaw was slack and his eyes were half-lidded. I put my three fingers into his open mouth and whispered, “Clean them for me, slut.”

His tongue lapped at my fingers as I pumped into his ass. Each time my hips crashed against his ass, he let out a loud moan. As I picked up the pace of my thrusting, Codi’s suckling on my fingers stopped and his arm collapsed under him.

“Someone is a sensitive little sissy,” I purred as I wiped my fingers off on the bed and then rolled him onto his stomach. Codi pulled a pillow towards him and laid his head on it. I grasped his hips and gently tugged until he lifted them higher. Once his ass was level with my waist, I rested my hands on his lower back and dug my nails gently in, “Beg for me, slut.”

Codi squirmed for a moment before shaking his head. “So you’re going to be a little brat?” I asked.

His head nodded and I chuckled as I raised my hands high. I slammed them down on his cheeks and slammed my cock deep into his tight ass. Codi yelped loudly and pulled tried to pull his hips away from me. My left hand held onto his hip and I pulled him gently against me, “Say red if you need me to stop, Codi.”

He gasped, “I-I love it, Mistress!”

I roughly spanked his ass and called out again, “Then you’re going to beg for it like the whore you are.”

“N-No!” he yelped.

If that was the way he wanted to play, I could play his little game. Brats needed to be punished. I pulled my cock from his ass and he looked back to me with wide eyes, “M-Mistress?”

“Shut up, brat,” I snarled. My eyes darted around the room for something to use to punish Codi with. A white belt hung from a coat hanger on the wall and I chuckled as I got off the bed. “Stay put, bitch.”

He whimpered but stayed in place as I retrieved the belt. I didn’t bother getting back on the bed for this. If he wanted to be a brat, he would learn how well that worked with me. I wasn’t angry with him at all, but he didn’t need to know that.

The black panties that covered his ass weren’t thick enough to bother pulling down for this spanking. If anything, seeing his tiny cock’s bulge in the panties kept my desire raging. I folded the belt in half and leaned forward to give him a kiss on his blushing cheek, “I’ll stop when you beg for my cock, sissy.”

He smiled at me and whispered, “Good luck, ma’am.”

The balls on this one! Of all the people I’d had at my mercy, I had to give Codi the most respect. Most of my subs at least acted fearful about being punished. He seemed to want it, even if that wasn’t the case.

I reared back and struck his ass with the belt. He let out a loud scream before balling his fists up in the covers and wiggling his ass at me. The second crack of the belt made his toes curl as he cried out again. The third made his eyes water. As I reared back for the forth, he called out in a sobbing voice, “M-Mistress, please f-fuck my ass! I’m so s-sorry for being ungrateful! I just w-want you to use me until you’re s-satisfied, M-Mistress!”

A smile crossed my lips and I climbed back onto the bed, “Put your hands behind your back.”

He didn’t question me this time. I wrapped the belt around his wrists and tightened it enough to keep him from moving but not too tight to cut off the circulation. After looping the belt through itself, I gave his hands a tug to make sure the makeshift restraint wouldn’t come loose.

Codi whimpered and squirmed on his pillow as I ran my hands over his ass. I could feel the warmth of blood rushing to the red lashes along his cheeks. I let my cock slide between his thighs and thrust slowly. His warm thighs barely gripped my shaft, but that wasn’t why I was teasing him. Codi’s bulge rubbed my cock as I continued fucking his thighs.

“M-Mistress,” he hissed.

“Shh.”

His cock throbbed within his panties and I waited until his moans got loud before I pulled my hips away and slid his panties to the side. My thick crown pushed against his pucker and without the slightest warning, I thrust deep inside his ass. His warm hole greeted me like an old friend.

A soft moan escaped me and I let my head hang limp for a second. All the spanking and teasing had me on edge. I needed this. I needed him. I could only imagine what my wife would do if she found out about this, but that wasn’t too scary right now. She was miles and miles away, but Codi was right here with his tight ass wrapped around my cock.

My hands fell to his hips and I mercilessly slammed into his ass. There was no love in what I was doing. This femboy was mine to play with tonight and if this was all the time I had to spend with him, I wanted to enjoy him on my terms. This wasn’t my wife. I didn’t need to show him how much I loved him while I worked towards both of our climaxes.

His pleasured screams got louder as I slammed harder into him. Each stroke caused his knees to slide on the bed until he was once again flat on his stomach. I didn’t bother picking him back up. My hands rested on his shoulders, pinning him to the bed as I drilled into his ass as hard as I could. Each time my balls slapped against his ass, he cried out in ecstasy until he finally went quiet.

That silence only lasted about two seconds. His pucker spasmed around my cock, gripping and squeezing as I continued to pound into him. Codi whimpered quietly as I fucked him while he spurted cum into his panties.

I couldn’t last much longer, but I tried to hold back at least until he finished creaming his panties. I bit my lip to try and use the pain to keep myself from exploding too soon but it was no use. Codi’s ass felt too good around my cock. Better than my wife ever felt…

It was so wrong, but that made it feel so right. Knowing that I was doing something so taboo made my balls swell with cum. I let out a few quiet groans as I thrust into him desperately. A familiar warmth built within my core and flowed through my body. I slammed into Codi one final time before I collapsed on top of him.

My cock throbbed powerfully within his depths as my hot cum pumped into him. Each rope made me wish I could get this little brat pregnant to give me a reason to keep him around. Right now, I didn’t care that I was cheating on my wife. If sex could feel this amazing, I didn’t want to limit myself to just my wife.

Love and lust were two different things. As I pulled out of Codi’s ass, a trickle of my cum worked its way down to his balls. His panties snapped back into place as my cock pulled away. I knew what this was and it wasn’t love. That didn’t mean that it wasn’t something beautiful, nevertheless…

The following morning, I woke up to a phone call from my wife, “Hey, baby! I’m coming back a little early, family emergency. Nothing bad, my cousin needs a place to crash. His parents kicked him out after he came out, dick move. But he’s going to be staying with us until he gets back on his feet. I know I should have talked to you about it first, but I hope it’s okay.”

I let out a deep groan and rubbed the sleep from my eyes, “Which cousin, babe? It’s fine. I just don’t know much of your extended family.”

“His name is Codi, he’s a sweet guy. I think you’ll get along with him pretty well!” she called out.

“If he’s anything like you, I’m sure we’ll get along fine. I’ll talk to you soon, baby. I’ve got to get started on the dishes,” I said quickly.

“Love you, babe!”

“I love you too, Myra,” I said before hanging up the phone. As soon as the call ended, I dropped my head into my hands and laughed quietly before murmuring, “No wonder the little brat wanted to change the subject last night. Little fucker knew I was his cousin’s wife. Son of a bitch…”

It wasn’t right for me to think about fucking him again, but my wife was out of town a lot and if he was going to be living here… How strong did my wife think I was? I couldn’t resist his tight ass!


Story Sixty-Four

Futas and their Femboys

Pepper and a Cheating Sissy


“Don’t forget, if I hire you, you will need to bring your own skirt. The better the outfit, the better the chance is that you’ll get a tip.”

I bit my lower lip as I read the last line of that job posting again and again. Money was tight, but how could I even think about applying to be some random woman’s maid for a few hours?

Well, that had an easy answer. She was offering two hundred an hour. If not for the part about wearing a skirt, I would have assumed something would be horribly wrong there. Even still, what kind of person would want to hire someone secretly and ask them to wear women’s clothes if not for their perverted fetish?

My stomach growled and I tapped my fingers against the armrest of my couch. Beth would be back in a few hours and I could already hear her bitching about my lack of a job. As much as I loved my girlfriend, she didn’t seem to understand how hard it was for someone like me to find a job.

I sighed heavily and got off the couch. The choice was easy to make when I started thinking about how uncomfortable I would be when Beth came home. What was a little shame in comparison to a few hundred dollars in my pocket? It’s not like anyone would find out about what I did to earn that money.

As requested in the job posting, I undressed down to my boxers and took a picture from the neck down to send the woman. The picture sent and I nervously paced in my bedroom. My eyes never left Beth’s side of the dresser. She had a nice selection of cute clothes. My parents loved to give me shit about being the same size as her, but I was counting my lucky stars at this point. If I had to buy something to go to this ‘job’ then I’d be fucked.

My phone buzzed in my hand and I read the text message. ‘You look stunning! If you are interested in working for me tonight, please respond.’

I quickly typed, ‘I would love to. Is there anything else I need to bring besides a skirt?’

‘I’m not going to force you to wear anything but a skirt. However, I did mention a tip. I’m not going to pretend I wouldn’t want to see the occasional peek of panties and a super cute top. Heels are definitely optional, but barefoot would be just fine once you’re here. Also, for the sake of privacy, please come dressed as you normally would. My peers don’t need to find out what I’ve got interests in.’

I put my phone on the bed for a few moments as I rummaged through Beth’s clothes. After deciding on something that I thought was a little overkill, I texted the woman back. ‘So where do I meet you?’

She sent me her address as well as a final message, ‘I’ll leave the gate open until you arrive.’

Butterflies fluttered in my stomach as I put the clothes in a plastic bag and hurried out the door. The drive over to this mystery woman’s house was nearly twenty minutes and once I turned off the main road, I realized just how over my head I was. Three story houses were the smallest of what I saw as I followed the directions on my GPS.

“Now arriving at…” my GPS chimed.

My heart jumped into my throat and I drove up the driveway. The large ornate gate was left open as promised. Three cars were parked outside the front of her house, but I couldn’t care less about them. The mansion she lived in was absurd. No one person should need that much space, but worse, I was supposed to clean her this beautiful monstrosity.

I parked my car but let it idle for a few moments as I tried to decide on leaving or staying. The money would help out a lot, Beth would finally have a few less reasons to bitch at me. But the downsides weren’t exactly small. I couldn’t tell her how I made the money, and what little pride I did have left would probably never recover from this.

That thought made me chuckle quietly. I turned the key in the ignition and removed it. I’d been a failure and a burden to Beth for too long. If prancing around in her skimpiest outfit would be what made me a little cash, so be it.

I grabbed the bag and thumbed through the contents just to make sure I didn’t leave anything major. Black and pink miniskirt, check. Matching bra, check. Matching thong, check. Garter belt and stockings, check.

With my checklist met, I grabbed the bag and opened my car door.

“Hello, do you need help getting anything inside?” a sweet voice called out.

My cheeks flushed and I shook my head, “No ma’am, it’s just a bag.”

“Ah, sorry, I don’t usually do this kind of thing. I don’t really know what’s appropriate to say,” she said.

I turned to look at her and the butterflies returned. My girlfriend was beautiful, but this stranger was a goddess. Her long, smooth legs were laid bare for me, the only thing covering her lower half was a pair of skimpy running shorts. The thin tank top she had on couldn’t even hide her puffy nipples. Her bright red hair and beautiful blue eyes were just icing on the cake for me. Perfection had a name… She just hadn’t told me it yet.

“Believe it or not, I don’t do this kind of thing either,” I mumbled. “Nice place you’ve got here.”

She smiled and gestured towards the large double doors leading into her home, “Just paid it off last month. I’ve worked so hard for so long to get the things I want in life, but I’ll be honest… Now that I don’t really need to work, I can’t be bothered to constantly clean and do little things.”

We walked slowly towards the house, “I don’t want this to sound bad, but you don’t look old at all. How long would you consider so long to be?”

The woman laughed and she opened the door for me, “I’m forty-one. I’ve bought, built, and sold three businesses to get where I am. I guess I could keep working, but I’ve done more than enough to satisfy my needs. Anything else would just be greedy.”

I could tear my eyes away from the sheer beauty of the interior of her house. The walls were pretty bare, but there was the occasional breathtaking painting that I could only assume cost many times more than my car did.

“N-Nathaniel, by the way,” I said softly.

She quickly stepped in front of me and offered me her hand, “Pepper, a pleasure to meet you. If it’s all the same to you, I’d like to put down a few ground rules now.”

I took her hand and shook it gently, “Please do.”

“First, this isn’t a normal job as I’m sure you know. You are to obey my commands to the tee. I won’t make you do anything that will harm you and I promise to treat you with respect. But, that doesn’t mean that you’re going to enjoy everything I want you to do. Are you okay with that?” she asked.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good. You will be paid at the end of the night after I’ve checked your work. While you are busy, I’m probably going to watch you. I don’t have much shame in admitting this, I’m an older woman and I’ve got a peculiar sexual taste. I’m not going to make you do anything like that, but I will probably be enjoying myself. That isn’t optional and I refuse to let you insult my desires. Do you understand that?”

Even her more firm commands were spoken in a sweet tone. Instead of feeling threatened, I wanted to prove to her that she wasn’t disgusting for having fantasies.

“I understand and respect that, ma’am.”

“Pepper is okay, you don’t have to be overly respectful. I don’t mind a little bit of a bad girl, as long as she isn’t profoundly disrespectful. There is a line, I’m sure you’ll learn it. If not tonight, then the next time I hire you,” she said.

I cocked my head to the side, “Next time?”

She smiled, “If it’s all the same, I would prefer things to be consistent. I don’t like sharing this personal information with just everyone. You responded to my post and I took it down after we started talking. Tonight is something of a test and if it doesn’t work out or you’re simply not good enough, I’ll hire a full-time maid. My preference would be to have one around that I find… Appealing.”

Pepper gently bit her lower lip as her eyes drifted down towards my crotch, “Would you mind changing now? I’d like to show you what rooms I would like you to start in.”

“I can change now, where should I go?” I asked.

She smiled and took a step back, “Sorry if this is uncomfortable for you, but I want you to change in front of me. You can turn around if that would help.”

I nodded and turned away from her. This was already far different than I thought it was going to be. I imagined that some rich woman might end up hosting this for a few of her trusted friends, but she was leaving no doubt in my mind. Through words and actions, Pepper made it clear that I was fulfilling her fantasy. As I unbuttoned my jeans, a weak smile crossed my lips. If I wasn’t hard right now, I wouldn’t have turned around…

Getting undressed only took me a few moments. I bent over to grab clothes out of the bag and Pepper took in a deep breath. My shame was already out the window, so I gave my hips a quick shake before hurrying to put on the thong and miniskirt. As uncomfortable as the lace thong was between my cheeks, it was nice to be able to cover myself up again.

The bra took me a little bit to figure out, but Pepper never rushed me. When I finally did get it on, I frowned and pressed the cups against my chest. Even though my girlfriend and I were the same size, I obviously had nothing to fill the bra out. My stomach knotted up as I mumbled, “Maybe the bra wasn’t a good idea.”

“Wait here, don’t move, and please don’t put anything else on until I’m back!” she said and then bounded off.

“Never heard anyone say that before,” I mused aloud. It was always either get dressed and get out or get undressed and get in bed. Even Beth fell into that category.

Beth… What would she think of me if she knew what I was doing to try to help take some of the financial burdens off her shoulders? I could probably tell her that I was doing housekeeping for someone, but if she knew the truth, she would leave me. That was a risk I’d have to take. I didn’t want to lie to her, but I couldn’t tell her the whole truth either. Even if I could tell her, I don’t think I would.

The sound of bare feet pattering towards me brought me back to the moment at hand. Pepper stepped behind me and slid her arms under mine and cupped something to my chest, “Put these in. I, uh… I bought them back when I first thought about having someone do this for me. Never had the time to see it through back then.”

I put my hands on top of hers and gently pulled them against my chest. I’d never considered myself to be overly feminine, but having a pair of panties on, a sexy skirt, and now someone holding my chest… It was a feeling I didn’t want to let go of.

Pepper let out a deep breath and whispered, “You want to finish getting dressed? I’m looking forward to the stockings.”

My cheeks burned from embarrassment as I let her hands slide out from beneath mine. I put the expensive inserts into my bra and bent back over. Just as I started rolling the stockings up my legs, she put her hands on my hips, “I-I can’t watch you put them on. Sorry, the hair is bothering me.”

I pulled the stockings back off and mumbled, “I could shave?”

“Would you be willing to do that?”

“I don’t think I have much of a choice. If you want me to look like a woman, you’ve obviously got things in mind already,” I said.

She rubbed her thumbs over my sides and whispered in my ear, “How does a thousand to watch you sound?”

A cold chill danced down my spine and my cock fought against the confines of my panties, “S-Sounds like we should get started.”

Pepper let go of my hips and bent down to pick up the stockings and the garter belt, “Let’s go then!”

She grabbed my hand and hurried off through her home with me trailing behind her. The master bedroom was on the third floor and she threw open the door to her pristine bathroom. The room was simplistically decorated, but once again, it was the quality of what was in the room that made it breathtaking.

Along the far wall was a beautiful bath with thin white curtains draped around it. Pepper whispered, “Run the water, I’ll get what you need.”

I couldn’t help but feel like a sex worker as I stripped naked once again. Still, a thousand dollars made my worries about Beth disappear for the time being. I was just being watched, I hadn’t cheated on her… Yet.

If things kept going this way, I couldn’t promise myself that I wouldn’t let this beautiful redhead do anything she wanted to me. Her calming presence and lack of shame about her desires made my heart race. Trying to get Beth to tell me what she wanted from me in the bedroom was a chore. I couldn’t deny that Pepper treating me like I was invaluable to her desires was a feeling I wanted to experience more often.

I was in the bath and it was already half-filled when Pepper came back with shaving cream and a razor. That was expected. What I didn’t expect to see was the large bulge in the front of her shorts. My eyes widened and she immediately raised her hands, “This doesn’t change anything. I won’t make you do anything and I’m not going to ask you to get physical with me.”

“N-No, that’s okay. I just… Those are so tight, I thought I would have noticed earlier on,” I said.

She smiled, “I had to untuck it while I was gone. This is rude of me to say, but you’re almost the exact definition of a perfect sissy boy in my mind.”

The curious compliment made me smile and I shrugged. The water sloshed around me and she continued towards me. She offered me the razor and cream. I took it and immediately leaned forward. She let out a quivering sigh and whispered, “I’m almost a little sad that the shaving cream is going to make the water murky.”

I glanced at her and followed her gaze back down towards my stiff cock, “H-Hey…”

“It’s just so cute,” she mumbled.

“Cute?” I asked. “You might as well say it’s small.”

Pepper chuckled and leaned closer towards me and whispered in my ear, “It doesn’t need to be big. If you were my girl, you’d be on your back or bent over anyway.”

She pulled away and moved behind me, “Sorry, I’ll stop. Please continue?”

I didn’t have much of a choice, but as offended as I wanted to be, I craved her eyes on me. When Beth looked at me, it was almost as if she were putting up with me instead of wanting me. I thought I did right by my girlfriend. I treated her with respect and admiration, but maybe the spark we had before was gone.

After two years of dating, I could objectively see that some of the passion was missing. I didn’t want to blame her for my situation, but after she denied my proposal a year ago, I lost all motivation to keep doing anything. Losing my job came about two weeks after I stopped putting forth any real effort.

As I carefully removed the hair from my legs, I spoke softly, “What if I were your girl while I worked for you?”

“I’m not going to make you do anything, I already said that.”

“I said what if. It’s all hypothetical,” I said and turned around in the bath and put my legs under me. My hips were out of the water and my half-hard cock was fully exposed to her as I started shaving my thighs. Luckily for both of us, I didn’t grow too much hair in the first place and my crotch was already smooth.

After a few moments of staring at my cock, Pepper looked into my eyes, “Then you would be treated as best as I could for you. If you were my girl, that would mean that I could be a little more hands-on.” She paused and stood up. Her hand moved down to her thick bulge and she rubbed it softly, “And this would need much more attention than it has been getting.”

“And the cleaning?” I asked.

She chuckled, “Do you think I really expect you to be good at what you’re doing?”

“So if I was your girl,” I said and shifted around again. With one leg hanging over the side of the tub, dripping water on the floor, I started shaving the hard to reach areas. “Would you still pay me to come over?”

“I could. I don’t mean to sound too arrogant, sweetie, but I get the feeling that once you get a taste for the life I live, you’ll want to make things more permanent,” she said.

I bit my lower lip and let the water start draining from the tub, “Could I have a towel please?”

Pepper nodded and grabbed a thick, fluffy towel off a rack nearby. I took it when she offered it to me and dried myself off, “I have a girlfriend.”

“That’s okay by me. I really don’t want to get involved with that, but if you were my girl,” she hesitated.

“If I was your girl?” I prodded.

She let out a sigh, “Then I would fuck you until you couldn’t walk. I would pin you against a wall and ravage your ass until I had enough of you. I’d lay you on my bed and make you scream my name until you came on your chest… If you were my girl, I’d make you want to be my lover.”

Her bold words were just what I needed to hear. The way she talked reminded me so very much of how Beth used to talk to me. There was passion in her voice and desire dripping from every word.

I stepped out of the bath and ignored the water trickling down my body. Pepper shrunk away as I walked closer towards her. I closed the gap and reached down and nervously grasped the bulge in her shorts, “That’s a lot of talk, Pepper.”

“Would you rather I just show you?” she asked.

A mischievous smile spread across my lips and I whispered, “I didn’t shave for nothing.”

Pepper leaned forward and pressed her lips to mine for the briefest of moments. “Then get dressed again. I want to pull your thong aside and slide into your tight ass.”

The second time I put on my outfit went much better. This time, I didn’t even forget the garter belt! Once I attached the straps to my stockings, Pepper let out a quiet groan, “Are you okay with a wig?”

“Anything you want, Pepper,” I said. At this point, the money was the furthest thing from my mind. Pepper was offering me something that Beth couldn’t and I needed it. I needed to feel loved, to feel appreciated… I needed to feel her cock inside me.

She nodded towards her bedroom and spoke firmly, “Hands against the wall, ass out. I’ll be back in a few seconds.”

I did as she asked. Even though I would have loved being able to enjoy being on her bed with her, I figured that I would have to earn that.

It felt like an eternity before I finally heard her approaching me again. I turned my head to look at her and let out a soft moan as her she walked towards me. Her shorts and tank top were gone and the thick bulge I noticed before was laid bare before me. I thought that she must have been hard before to have something that impressive in her shorts, but seeing it now, I realized that I was just in the presence of a woman with a huge cock.

My panties got tighter at that thought. I’d never considered myself bisexual, but I wasn’t going to get caught up on labels right now.

Pepper put the wig down on the dresser beside where I was standing and quickly put a wig cap over my hair. Soon after, she put on the wig on me. Its long blonde curls made me feel even more like the woman I wished I could be right now.

No sooner than she’d put the wig on me, I heard a bottle pop open, “Are you sure you want this? I need to know that you’re not going to panic after we’ve finished. Lust does a lot of crazy things to people.”

Her concern was heart-warming. “I’m sure, Pepper. Just go slow, okay?”

The fabric of my thong was pulled away from my ass. Her lubed up fingers pressed against my pucker and I gasped as two of them pushed into me. She slowly rocked them into my ass, “I’m glad you came, sweetie.”

“I-I’m looking forward to you coming,” I hissed.

She giggled and tenderly worked a third finger into my tight hole, “I am too, but I’ve got to make sure you’re ready for me. I don’t want to brag, but I do have a big one.”

Her fingers stopped moving for a moment and she poured more lube over them before continuing pumping them into me. Each time she pulled her lithe fingers out of my ass, I pushed my hips back towards her. I wanted more of her… I wanted all of her.

“N-Now?” I begged.

“If you think you can take it,” she purred. Her fingers pulled out of me again and this time, a thick, warm crown pressed against my ass. Without hesitation, I pushed against the wall and helped her get her thick cock into me.

My ass stretched until I thought I would break in half. As soon as it slipped into me, Pepper stopped, “Tell me when it’s okay, baby girl.”

I took deep breaths and did my very best to relax. After all the porn I’d watched, I knew that it would get better soon, but the stinging sensation that radiated through me didn’t want to let up.

Soft hands rubbed my back and sides. Pepper rubbed my along my smooth stomach and slowly worked her way up towards my fake breasts, “I’ve wanted to find someone like you for years, sweetie.”

I bit down on my tongue and worked my hips further onto her cock. Inches slowly disappeared inside me until I nearly toppled over. My ass still hadn’t pressed against her groin and I couldn’t move back any further without completely bending over.

“F-Fuck, you’re tight, sweetie!” she hissed. Her hands slid back down to my waist and she slowly pushed herself further into me. I’d never felt so stuffed in my life. Beth pegged me a time or two, but it was nothing like having a real cock. Especially not one as large as Pepper’s.

Soft moans poured from me and I slowly pulled away from her, forcing her to push deeper into me. My fingers dug into the walls until they turned white as I finally pushed back against her with one hard shove.

Her warm hips finally pressed against my ass. Pepper’s weight against me only lingered for a moment before she pulled away and pumped her thick cock back into me. The sweet scent of her lingering perfume was intoxicating and each time she slid into me I took a deep breath.

I wanted to remember this moment for the rest of my life. Beth and I might have been in a relationship, but this was what I imagined love really felt like. Pepper’s soft moans and the sound of our bodies colliding together made me realize just how appreciative she must have been for this. How long had she put off enjoying herself like this?

How long had it been since I felt this wanted?

Each time her ridged shaft rubbed against my prostate, I felt more precum trickle into my panties. Her hands dug into my hips and Pepper’s loving strokes into my ass grew in intensity. Her balls slapped against my ass and I felt mine tighten up. The pleasure was too much for me to handle.

A sharp cry ruptured forth and my knees quivered as hot, thick ropes of creamy cum shot into my girlfriend’s panties. Each throb of my cock caused my ass to clench around Pepper’s cock. Even with my girlfriend pegged me, I never experienced pleasure like this. Whatever Pepper was doing was something I needed to try again and again.

“C-Can I cum inside you?” she huffed.

I weakly nodded my head. As much as I was enjoying myself, exhaustion was setting in. I’d never cum so hard in my life!

Pepper’s hands moved to my shoulders and she hammered into me. Each stroke rocked my body and I could feel her cock deep in my stomach. Pepper gasped loudly and held me tight against her hips. A torrent of her hot cum shot into my ass. With each pulse of her cock, I felt even more full to the point of being nearly uncomfortable.

Just when I thought I was going to have to ask her to pull out, she let out a whimpering moan and eased herself from my ass. “Oh my god… Baby girl…”

My knees wouldn’t hold me any longer. Now that I had no reason to force myself to stay up, I collapsed onto the floor and laid on my back. I didn’t care how pathetic I might have looked, “P-Pepper, can I come back soon?”

She sat down beside me and rubbed her hand across my stomach, “Who said anything about leaving yet? I’m sure that we could enjoy each other again after you’ve cleaned out the bath and washed your clothes.”

I looked into those soft blue eyes of hers and nodded weakly, “Can I have a second?”

“Sweetie, you’re entitled to a few breaks throughout the day,” she smiled down at me and slid her hand over my sensitive cock. “Even if I work you hard.”

The slightest tinge of guilt I had in my heart for Beth melted away. If she couldn’t appreciate me like Pepper could, she didn’t deserve to enjoy me like Pepper did. Besides… Being a bit of a bad girl might be a lot of fun with Pepper.


Story Sixty-Five

Futas and their Femboys

Jackie and her Sissy Best Friend


I couldn’t stop grinning as my best friend cautiously walked to my front door. He looked so out of place in his tiny shorts and a tank top. Calling Mark feminine was an understatement. I loved every inch of his person and wouldn’t have him any other way, even if it did make things harder for me.

He was such a sweet person, it’s not like he needed someone as sex-crazed as me in his life. The slightly depressing thought wasn’t going to keep me down! Not today, not when we had plans to go hiking together.

Mark didn’t even bother knocking on the door as he burst inside, “Honey, I’m home!”

I smiled at him and wrapped him in a tight hug, “You sure you want to go outside? I know how sensitive you are about ruining your tan.”

“I’ll have you know that I look fucking fabulous and I don’t have a single tan line,” he quipped.

He always knew how to make me smile, but I couldn’t let him off too easy. “Finally moved up from wearing your bikini in your backyard?”

“Oh, you never realized I was wearing yours? Well, the cat is out of the bag now!”

I squeezed him tight for a second before slowly pulling away from him. My hands lingered on his hips a little longer than they should have, but he didn’t seem to mind. Mark lifted the plastic bag in his hand and nodded towards my car, “I brought some snacks. I hear the view is beautiful. As much as I hate the idea of it, I’d love to make it to the cliff that I keep hearing about.”

“The one with the bench that overlooks the lake?”

Mark nodded and hooked his arm around my waist, “That’s the one, now let’s get out of here before I change my mind and make this a movie night instead.”

I stepped out of the house and locked the door behind us. “I don’t think I could handle another sappy romance movie right now, Mark.”

“You think my romance movies are sappy?”

“Aren’t they all?”

I unlocked my car and got inside. As soon as he got in, he gave me a pat on the knee, “I’ll let you insult the movies for now. A little secret though, when we get back from this hike, you’re going to sit on your couch and let me snuggle your arm while we watch some hopeless couple fall in love.”

The drive to the start of the trail was filled with more playful bantering. I joked with him about how horrible it would be to have such a sweet guy cuddling me on my couch. He countered with how I was secretly loving every second of the movies and that the snuggling was a bonus.

If only he knew how right he was.

We arrived at the parking area and I hurried to get out of the car. The cargo shorts I had on weren’t the most visually appealing and they were squeezing my balls a little more than I had hoped for. But if I didn’t wear them, I couldn’t comfortably carry the snacks Mark brought. As much grief as I gave him, I didn’t want him to have to do anything but enjoy his time out here with me.

We got out of the car and I took the snacks and put them in my pockets. Mark pouted for a moment and grumbled, “Fine, but I’m carrying my own water bottle. I can’t let you do everything for me.”

“Why not? What if I want to?” I asked.

He shrugged, “Well then I guess you’ll just have to get used to being a little disappointed.”

I couldn’t tell if he meant to give his hips a little shake when he said that or not. He knew I was trans. He knew that I was bisexual. If he knew both of those things, why did he continuously tease me?

The only thing I could think of was that he’d completely friend-zoned me. Not that I could complain, we’d known each other for years. When we first met one another, we even toyed with the idea of being a couple. A few awkward nights together after and we never even touched one another sexually again.

Those nights haunted me a little more than I cared to admit. We rushed into things without truly knowing one another yet. Now, things were different. If I could just have a chance to show him how much I’d cherish him… And how I’d fulfill his cravings about being destroyed in the bedroom…

“Jackie?” he asked. “You coming?”

I fiddled with my pocket and mumbled, “Yeah, just thought I had a hole.”

“Or you just zoned out, what’s on your mind?” Mark asked.

I gave him a gentle pat on the back as I walked past him, “Just thinking about that little ass of yours being on my lap while we watch a sappy romance. You know what it does to me.”

He giggled and hurried ahead of me and took exaggerated steps to make his ass shake, “We haven’t done anything like that in forever. You know that it makes our relationship a little weird to do stuff like that.”

“It used to, but I really don’t want to ruin our trip with this conversation,” I said.

I couldn’t take my eyes off his tight ass. The shorts he had on barely covered him and with each step, they climbed just enough to show a tiny bit of what they were supposed to cover. How was I supposed to ignore his delicious ass? The thing I’d fantasized about for months now.

God, I needed to get laid. This was my best friend! My cock was stirring in my panties and I couldn’t stop myself from thinking about all the ways I could make him mine on this trail.

Mark turned around and started walking backwards, “Why does the conversation have to ruin our trip? I think it’s healthy to talk about our feelings.”

“Yeah, but you know how I feel about whatever we could be. We had a long talk about that a while ago,” I mumbled.

He stopped walking and when I was about to pass him, he put his hand on my stomach and stopped me. “Jackie, that was almost a year ago. Things have changed and I’m not going to pretend that I can’t see how you look at me. If you’ve got something to say, I want to hear it. I’m not going to make you talk about this if you don’t want to, but you’re keeping things inside.”

I sighed, “Is this something they’re teaching you at college?”

He nodded, “Kind of, but I want to help troubled teens. This is just me being a good friend. I can tell that you’re hurting a bit, Jackie. I want to know how to help you.”

“Well, why don’t we meet in the middle?”

“How so?” he asked.

I offered him a weak smile, “We can talk about it after we’ve made it to the bench. You wanted to see it so bad, and that way we have to walk back to the car either way. So once our feelings are out, we’ve got at least thirty minutes to talk about them before you make me take you home.”

“I don’t think there is anything I can do to make you tell me what’s on your mind now, so yeah! I’m perfectly cool with that,” he said as he ran his hand across my stomach and around my side. Mark pulled me in for a hug and I wrapped my arm around his shoulders. He looked up at me and spoke softly, “I don’t want you to feel like you have to hide things from me. You’re my best friend. What kind of friend would it make me if you had to lie to me just to be around me?”

“It would make you the kind of friend that didn’t do anything wrong. I haven’t said what’s on my mind because I know it’s going to make things uncomfortable,” I said.

He pulled away from me and slowly started back down the trail, “It might make things feel more natural.”

I couldn’t argue that with him. Then again, even if I wanted to, he was back to swaying his hips as he headed further into the forest. How could I broach a difficult conversation ahead of time when I had something so sexy right in front of my eyes?

He was such a sweet friend, the best person I’d ever met. On top of that, he was downright sexually deprived. Aside from me, he couldn’t seem to find many people that were interested in being in a relationship with him where they could be open about their dating. The south wasn’t the worst place to live, but so many people held onto the old school thoughts of what was acceptable and what wasn’t.

I couldn’t care less if someone wanted to insult me for having a sexy boyfriend. I didn’t care what people like that thought. They weren’t the ones that would be holding Mark in their arms at night. But I wasn’t even holding him that close right now. At least, not yet. If he wanted me to tell him what was on my mind, he’d get an earful when we made it to that bench.

It took just about half an hour of walking on flat ground, taking stairs up the side of a few steep hills, and walking over bridges that felt like they might give out on us. We paused to eat our granola bars and drink some water along the way. All the while, I couldn’t stop thinking about how he might react to what I wanted to say. But what if I couldn’t bring myself to say the things on my mind when we finally did make it?

Mark let out a heavy sigh and put his hand on the metal railing that led up the last flight of stairs, “Almost there. I think I’m going to die.”

I chuckled and put my arm around his waist, “It’s okay, I can help you up them if you’re that tired.”

“And let you think that I couldn’t hang with you? No way, see you at the top!” he called out and bolted up the stairs. Mark took them two at a time and all I could do was enjoy the show as I followed him. His tight shorts might as well have been off with the way they clung to him. My cock raged against my panties and I reached down to adjust it out of sight. Like that was going to work…

When I made it to the top, Mark was laying stomach down on the bench, his head resting on his forearms, “T-Told you.”

“And now you’re out of breath and probably dying a little on the inside,” I said.

“Not the point,” he huffed.

I chuckled and leaned against the back of the bench. The lake below us was beautiful, the slowly setting sun reflected off the water and made it look much more serene than I was used to. Cars drove across the dam and I wondered if anyone could see us up here. Between the leaves and how far away we were, I doubted anyone could make us out. Even if they could, that didn’t bother me.

“It’s beautiful,” I whispered.

He pushed himself up into a sitting position and patted the bench beside him, “It is. I thought it would be nice, but this is just gorgeous.”

I took a seat beside him and put my arm around his shoulder. He winced away, “I’m a little sweaty.”

“You think I don’t know that?” I asked as I pulled him back against me, “I still want to hold you.”

He sighed and leaned against me. Mark laid his head on my shoulder and spoke softly, “So what’s on your mind?”

I answered simply, “You.”

“What about me?”

“Everything. That’s kind of the problem. I don’t want to make things uncomfortable again, Mark. We fooled around when we first met one another and I know that things didn’t go the way we thought they would,” I said.

He nuzzled my shoulder and then pulled his head away so that he could look at me, “They didn’t, but we didn’t really know one another. I thought it would be fun to play around. I’d never given anyone a blowjob before and I wanted to so bad. I don’t regret doing what we did, but I was doing it with someone that was willing. I had no clue if you actually cared about me back then.”

I nodded, “And then we kind of just brushed it under the rug and acted like it didn’t happen. I’m not going to pretend that doesn’t still bother me. I guess you thought I was just going to run off and leave you with some kind of lingering shame. Maybe that would have been better. Now, I’ve got all these conflicting feelings that I don’t know how to take care of.”

“Don’t say that,” he said. “Never say that it would have been better if you left.”

“It’s how I feel sometimes. You don’t know how hard it is for me to see you all the time. I want you, I do. I’ve never lied to you about how horny I am most times. You’re cute, you’ve got a nice, tight ass. Your soft voice… Fuck I miss hearing you moan when I played with you. Just listening to you talk sends chills down my back. So yeah, I can say that maybe it would have been better if we stopped hanging out. But I don’t want that. How could I?”

He shrugged his shoulders and turned his head to look at the lake. “Maybe it would have been a little better if I didn’t lead you on.”

“What do you mean?”

Mark reached down and rubbed his hand over his shorts, “I dress like I do for a reason. Jackie, it’s not fair to you, but I know that you think I’m hot. I’m just stupid enough to let my need for some kind of appreciation bleed into our friendship. I want to feel like I’m someone’s world and that’s not fair to you either.”

“It’s not easy to see you in skimpy clothes at times,” I mumbled.

“And it’s really not easy to see how hard I can get you. Every time I see that bulge of yours, I want to drop to my knees and take care of it because I know it’s my fault. But I can’t…”

“Says who?”

“Says our friendship. What would happen if we had sex, Jackie?”

I let out a deep sigh and slouched further down, “Who knows. I’ve thought about it way too much. Either we would end up being in a relationship or you’d never talk to me again.”

“Why do you think that I wouldn’t talk to you again?” he asked.

“Because I can’t imagine a world where I wouldn’t be able to love you.”

He sighed and looked back at me, “And here I was thinking that you wouldn’t want me around if I finally gave you what you wanted.”

I tilted my head to the side, “You know that I’d let you move in with me. I’d let you keep me up all night helping you study. I’d stay up all night making you scream my name. I’d do anything you wanted, Mark. Because… I do love you. Even if I shouldn’t love my best friend.”

He leaned closer towards me and whispered, “Then I want to make one thing very clear.”

“What’s that?”

“I want you so bad right now. Not just now, but later, when we get home. And then in the morning before I go to college. I want to be yours, Jackie. And you have to be okay with only being mine,” he said.

“Why the hell would I ever need anyone else when I have you?” I asked before kissing him softly.

Mark’s hands flew to my shoulders and I held him by his waist. I didn’t care if anyone could see us and I damn sure didn’t care if anyone caught us. All I cared about was making Mark happy.

He didn’t break the kiss as he shifted from sitting on the bench to sitting on my lap. His tight ass ground against my thick bulge and I moaned softly into our kiss until he finally bit my lower lip and tugged gently away before letting it go. “I want you, right here… Right now.”

“I didn’t bring any lube or anything,” I mumbled.

Mark giggled, “I shouldn’t have to remind you that you have a condom in your wallet.”

My eyes widened as I realized just how right he was. He wiggled off my lap and let me lift my hips from the bench to pull my wallet out. While I was struggling to open the packet, he had already unzipped my shorts and pulled my cock out of my panties.

“Fuck it’s so thick. I haven’t been able to play with this monster in forever,” he said. I felt his lips press against the sensitive underside of my cock as he kissed it. “And I’ve missed it so much.”

When I finally managed to tear through the packet and pull the condom out, I looked down just in time to see Mark’s mouth surround my crown. His tongue swirled around my cock’s head and he slowly bobbed back and forth as he looked up at me.

The sight reminded me of our first time doing this. When he was nervously at the foot of my bed, unsure of himself. Now, even though he’d told me that he hadn’t done anything with anyone else, there was confidence in that gaze of his. He slowly worked further down my shaft and I let out a soft gasp when my cock hit the back of his throat.

Instead of pulling back, Mark let his teeth playfully graze against my shaft before he relaxed his jaw and swallowed more of my length. Inch after inch disappeared into his throat until his nose was just shy of touching my smooth crotch. His throat contracted around my shaft and he quickly pulled away as his composure melted away.

He coughed and looked up at me as he slowly stroked my shaft with his hand, “S-Sorry.”

“You’ve got nothing to be sorry for. I just don’t want you to hurt yourself,” I said softly.

Mark smiled and stood. He moved his hands to his shorts and asked, “Then is it okay if I let you hurt my butt a little? I don’t mind some stinging as long as you don’t make me get off your cock before I’m ready to.”

I shrugged my shoulders and tried to play it cool, “As long as you don’t mind. I don’t want to rush things, but I’m not going to turn this down either, babe.”

He shuddered and pushed his shorts down his thighs. The red lace panties that slid down his thighs with the shorts made my cock throb. I knew he was feminine, but panties were something I never expected to be on that cute ass of his.

“Uh, could you leave those on?” I asked, pointing to the panties.

The bright red blush that lit up his cheeks made my heart race, “F-Fuck, I forget I was wearing them.”

“I’ll buy you more if you want me to. You know what kind of porn I’m into, I’ve mentioned some of my other fetishes… Don’t think that you’re weird for enjoying the things you enjoy,” I said.

He pulled his panties back up and moved to straddle my lap. I worked my own shorts down to my knees and let them fall around my ankles. If he was going to ride me, I didn’t see a reason to take anything else off.

“Uhm, are you going to put the condom on so I can start?” he asked.

“Shit, my bad!” I fumbled with the condom as I tried to pull it down my shaft. After a few attempts, I finally managed to get the ring around my crown and work the latex down my cock. No sooner than I had, he reached down to grasp my shaft with one hand and pull his panties aside with the other.

“J-Jackie?” he asked.

“Yes?”

“Would you be annoyed if I asked you to help me walk back to the car after this?” he mumbled.

The question embodied everything I loved about him. He cared so much about not being a problem for me that even when he was doing something that I’d love wholeheartedly, he still wanted to make sure he wasn’t being intrusive.

I put my hands on his hips and looked into his worried eyes, “I’ll carry you every step of the way even if it takes all night, baby.”

He smiled down at me and lowered himself until my cock pressed against his pucker, “Good, I won’t need you to, but I wanted to hear that.”

Mark took a deep breath and pushed his hips down onto my cock until my thickness slid into his ass. He let out a quiet gasp and I quickly tightened my grip and held him in place, “Are you okay?”

He nodded his head and put his hands on my shoulders. Mark readjusted his legs and smiled warmly at me, “It just feels so much nicer than the dildo I’ve been practicing with.”

“And here I was thinking you were innocent,” I teased and relaxed my grip on him. I slid my hands around to cup his ass and spread him wider. The texture of his lace panties under my fingers made my cock throb and he moaned softly before sinking further onto my cock.

His ass gripped and squeezed my cock and I couldn’t stop moaning as his warmth surrounded more of my shaft. My hand had been the only thing I’d used to get off in a long time. Having meaningless sex wasn’t high on my priority list, but if Mark was serious about what we were talking about, his tight ass around my cock meant so much more to me than just a quick fuck.

I felt my hands press against my thighs and I quickly pulled them out from under him. Mark’s smooth ass rested against my hips and he ground himself against me for a few seconds. The soft moans pouring from his lips made me wish this moment could last forever. I let my arms wrap around his lower back and I held him against me.

My lips pursed and he understood what I wanted. He leaned in and kissed me passionately. I pressed my tongue against his lips and he willingly accepted my tongue into his mouth. As I deepened the kiss, I let my hands slide back down to his thighs and he started bouncing ever so slightly on my cock.

As he started moaning into our kiss, I moved my hand to the bulge in his panties and started rubbing his cock. While it wasn’t nearly as large as mine, I loved it all the same. He whimpered for a few seconds before he finally had to break the kiss.

“I-I won’t last long if you do that!” he cried out.

“Then cum for me, baby,” I purred. “I don’t mind if I don’t cum right now. We’ve got all the time in the world when we get home. This is about you.”

He slapped my hand away and then grabbed onto the bench, “If this is about me, then you’ll let me do everything it takes to make you cum!”

I relaxed on the bench and smiled up at him, “Then ride away, but don’t forget I’m wearing a condom.”

“Next time you won’t be,” he growled as he lifted his hips. Mark dropped his weight back onto my lap and I hissed in a breath of air from the intense pleasure.

Each time he pulled away, I could see the outline of my cock disappear from his petite stomach. His tight shirt did nothing to hide how perfect his ass was for my cock. Any larger and he probably would have been hurting himself to take it…

He closed his eyes and worked his hips faster and faster on my cock. Each time he dropped himself onto my long, thick cock, he let out a blissful cry of pleasure. The feminine tone of his voice didn’t make it any easier for me to try and hold back as long as I could. I knew he wanted me to cum but I didn’t want this to end.

His hands moved to my shoulders and his fingernails dug into me. The sting I felt in my shoulders made the sensation of his tight ass bouncing on my cock stand out even more. Each time he crashed into my hips, I could feel the warm bulge in his panties rub against my crotch.

I bit my lower lip and tightly gripped my lover’s hips to help guide him onto my cock faster. As long as I’d lasted, whether it be just a few minutes or half an hour, I didn’t know and I didn’t care. I couldn’t take it anymore!

My balls tightened in my panties and I let out a loud groan and forced his hips down onto mine one final time. As if on cue, his ass spasmed around my cock and he let out a feminine cry for the entire world to hear. My cock throbbed powerfully within his ass and I could feel each hot rush of cum expand the condom.

I opened my eyes and saw the bright white cum leaking through his panties. His eyes were still closed and I gently bucked my hips to get his attention. Mark’s eyelids fluttered and he looked at me, his pupils glazed over, “Y-Yes?”

“I love you,” I panted.

“L-Love you too,” he huffed.

I felt him lifting slowly off my cock and I smiled weakly at him, “That was amazing, Mark.”

He nodded, “I came in my favorite panties. You owe me.”

I chuckled, “I’ll do everything I can to make it up to you.”

Mark said nothing as he carefully pulled the condom off my cock. My eyes widened as he lifted it above his mouth and used his fingers to push the cum out of the tip of the condom until it fell onto his tongue.

His eyes met with mine as he swallowed and then tossed the condom as far as he could, “Consider us even, baby.”

I let out a groan as I leaned forward and pulled my cargo shorts back up. My softening cock had no problems fitting back into my panties and fixed my shorts before handing him his, “Then let’s get home so I can go be in your debt again.”

He slid on his shorts and made a curious face before whispering, “Can I borrow a pair of your panties when we get home?”

I nodded and he smiled. He put his arm around my waist and leaned heavily against me, “Help me home?”

“I told you I would,” I purred.

He nuzzled my shoulder as we started walking towards the set of stairs. “Does this mean we’re dating?”

I kissed the top of his head and whispered, “Nothing would make me happier, baby.”


Story Sixty-Six

Futas and their Femboys

Sierra Falls for a Trap


I zipped up the suitcase and turned to my husband, “So what’s with the rush?”

He smiled and grabbed the luggage, “You don’t get deals like this every day. Is there something wrong with wanting to take my wife to a couple’s retreat?”

“It’s just a little unlike you. I mean, when have you ever made plans like this?” I asked. “Don’t get me wrong, I appreciate the idea and I’m excited to go, it just feels a little strange.”

“Don’t ruin this for yourself before you’ve even seen the place. It’s only two hours away, so why don’t you tell me if you hate it once you see the place?” he asked as he ran a hand across my cheek. “I just want to be a little romantic, baby.”

I smiled at him and leaned down to kiss him. The strawberry perfume he wore made my heart race. It reminded me of our first few weeks of dating. Back in those times, it was all I could do to stop him from bending over for me everywhere we went. Getting caught by that shy saleswoman in the changing room was one of my favorite memories with my sweet husband.

Still, the lingering doubt remained. Dylan wasn’t the kind of guy that would initiate much of anything. He wasn’t the one that proposed, he didn’t like picking out groceries, and he damn sure didn’t know how to just ask me to come to bed with him. Once upon a time, things were a little different. I guess when the honeymoon phase wore off, we just settled into a new type of normal.

“You know, maybe this is just what we need,” I said quietly.

He smiled at me and nodded, “Then let’s go, our room is waiting for us!”

Dylan struggled to drag my suitcase along behind him and I quickly caught up with him to take it back, “I’ve got this. Are you driving us or should I take my car just in case?”

“Take your car, Sierra, we’d be stuck with nothing to do but twiddle our thumbs if one of our cars broke down. Better safe than sorry, besides, my trunk is stuffed already,” he said.

I nodded, “Works for me, just try not to get too far ahead of me. I don’t know where we’re going.”

“I’ll text you the address just in case.”

A few minutes later and we were on the road. I didn’t mind not taking the same car, but something about this situation felt wrong. The retreat was only for two days, not long enough to need even a tenth of the clothes he packed. If I didn’t know better, I’d have thought he was getting ready to surprise me with a new house.

That wasn’t likely to happen. I gave him shit about being my housewife, but that wasn’t far from the truth. Him being at home while I worked didn’t bother me, but it did make me question just how he could afford this surprise trip.

The trip wasn’t too bad. My radio kept me company and Dylan never got too far away from me. I followed him off the interstate, through a small city, then down a few more roads until we finally pulled into a secluded area with a large sign that read ‘Time for Two’. The orange lettering made me roll my eyes. Of all the ways to be welcomed, that wasn’t what I was expecting. Then again, without knowing how much this place charged for these two nights, I wasn’t going to complain too much.

This was Dylan’s attempt to rekindle our flame. My frustrations shouldn’t follow us here. If he wanted to make an attempt, I was damn sure going to do my best to meet him halfway.

I got out of the car and stretched while Dylan hurried over to come join me. He gestured into the distance where the sun was reflecting off the ocean, “What do you think?”

The blindingly bright sand threatened to blind me and I quickly looked back to him, “It’s a beautiful place, I should have brought some sunglasses though.”

“I’m sure they’ll sell some around here somewhere. Come on, let’s go!” he took my hand and briskly walked to the entrance and on through to the front desk.

“Reservation for two, under Harrison,” he said to the woman behind the counter.

Her long blonde ponytail hung over her shoulder, stopping at the chest area of her adorable dark green sweater. Curiously to me, she didn’t have a name tag. Her tiny chest was practically non-existent, not that I minded, but I was pulled away from my unintentional staring when she cleared her throat and nodded.

The sweet woman smiled at him and then me before glancing back down at the computer, “Wonderful, I’ve found your reservation. You’re going to be in the second building to the right of this one. Please don’t lose your keys and enjoy yourselves. Try not to make too much of a mess.”

I cocked my head to the side as I took the folded brochure that held our key cards, “Uh, I don’t plan on making a mess, but I guess that’s normal to do here?”

“It’s a couple’s retreat, ma’am, a lot of the people that come here are looking for a little peace and quiet where they can spend some alone time or do activities together. Nine times out of ten, they end up staying in their rooms together.”

Dylan giggled and I put my arm around his waist, “No promises on us not spending some alone time together, but I’m sure my husband has some things he wants to do outside of the room.”

He nodded and spoke softly, “Speaking of, wasn’t there a hot tub, jacuzzi, thing, mentioned online?”

“Yes sir, it’s in the central building just behind this one. You literally can’t miss it,” she said.

“Thank you for the help, we’ll be sure to come by if we need more help,” I said as I guided Dylan back out to our cars. Once we were outside, I called out, “I wish you would have told me we’d be getting in a hot tub. I didn’t pack anything like that.”

He frowned and let out a deep sigh, “I must have forgotten. Sorry, I’ll just figure something else out to do.”

“No, it’s fine. I’ll just check out what the room has to offer.”

“Are you sure you won’t be mad at me?” he asked. “I really don’t mind finding something else to do. Seriously, it’s just a hot tub.”

I opened my car’s trunk and grabbed my suitcase out of it, “Yeah, but it’s a hot tub you’ve been looking forward to. Go enjoy yourself, sweetie.”

“If you’re not going to chew me out for it later, I’ll go. Let’s get some of our stuff our room though, okay?”

I nodded and helped him grab another suitcase form his car. As we walked towards our small building, I muttered, “Do you really think I’d chew you out for wanting to enjoy yourself?”

“Usually, no. But I kind of sprung this on you and I feel horrible about not spending time with you.”

I sat the suitcase down and pulled a key card from its sleeve to unlock the door. The interior of the room was pretty similar to that of a nice hotel, one bed in the center of the room, a small desk with a comfortable looking chair next to it, and a simple kitchenette. The kitchen was a pleasant sight to see but one that was ultimately going to be useless. If we were on a retreat, no way in hell was I going to cook anything we ate!

We drug the luggage inside and he sat down on the bed. I knelt down beside the bed and started rummaging through the bags until I found his swim shorts, “I’m not mad at all, babe. I want you to enjoy yourself as well. I’m sure I can find a thing or two to entertain myself while you relax in the hot tub. Besides, if nothing else, I can take a nap. I did work all day, you know?”

Dylan smiled down at me and took the shorts, “Okay, but I’ll be back before you wake up. Promise!”

I nodded and he quickly stripped down in front of me. The months we spent together never made me any less interested in his beautiful body. That tight ass had serviced my cock more times than I could count!

As he wiggled into his shorts, I climbed onto the bed and kicked off my shoes. A nap didn’t sound half bad. It was just fifteen minutes past six and I was already exhausted. Dylan would wake me up if he needed me, I was sure of it.

I wasn’t awake to hear him leave, but I woke up in a puddle of sweat and glanced at the clock. Only thirty minutes had passed, but I couldn’t shake the feeling of dread that was eating me alive. I hated being the clingy, possessive type, but my husband usually clung to my side like his life depended on it.

I pushed the cover away and quickly scrambled out of bed and put on my shoes. After making sure I had my key card, I hurried out of the room headed toward the main building. On my way around the walkway, I noticed that the entire resort was shaped like an octagon with each of the eight outer buildings surrounding the larger central one.

It wasn’t much on the outside, but so far, the place was rather nice. As I walked into the main building, I saw the same woman from earlier with a cleaning cart behind her. Her face reddened as she saw me and I called out quietly, “Pardon, where is the hot tub area?”

She looked down at her feet as if she were ashamed, “You might not want to go in there right now.”

“Ah, is there a couple making a mess?” I asked with a smile on my lips.

Her eyes met with mine for the briefest of moments. Those eyes were glistening with tears and my heart plummeted, “No… Please, don’t tell me…”

“Y-You don’t want to go!” she called out, but it was too late.

It didn’t take long to find the room, the scent of chlorine led me right to the large room with an indoor pool in the center of the room. In the far left corner of that room, I saw my husband’s figure. Bouncing. On another man.

His shorts were draped over the side of the hot tub and I stared into his eyes and he quickly started scrambling to get off the stranger… Except he wasn’t a stranger. The familiar trimmed black goatee and short black hair made it impossible to mistake who he was.

“With my supervisor?” I asked solemnly.

“It’s not what you think!” Wendall blurted.

Dylan sighed and ducked his head, “It’s exactly what you think.”

I worked my wedding band off my index finger and threw it at the two, “Your shit will be outside my room.”

“You don’t even want to try to talk about this?” Dylan asked. “You’re bi, right? Why couldn’t we make this work?”

I gritted my teeth and walked closer to the pair. The pathetic cock I saw beneath the bubbling water wasn’t even comparable to mine, but Dylan looked like he was loving it a second ago. I crouched down and looked Dylan in the eye, “What’s there to talk about?”

He turned to look back at Wendall and I screamed, “Tell me!”

Tears started spilling down Dylan’s cheeks. Neither of them said a word and I chuckled softly, “I take it this trip was his idea?”

Dylan nodded.

“And this isn’t the first time you two have fucked around?”

Dylan shook his head.

I lowered my voice and spoke in the flattest tone I could manage, “Then there really isn’t anything else to talk about, Dylan. Wendall, I’ll be taking two weeks paid vacation and I expect a fucking raving review about how good of an employee I am when I use you as a reference. Expect papers in the mail, Dylan. I’ll go ahead and send it to Wendall’s house, I’m sure you’ll make yourself right at home with him and his wife.”

As I walked away, I heard a few stammers come from Dylan, but it was the final words from Wendall that put the nails in the coffin. “You don’t have to deal with that bitch anymore, baby boy.”

My fist curled into a ball as I walked away. He wasn’t worth the jail time I’d get. Pricks like that always got off without so much as a slap on the wrist. But my husband? He’d been acting funny for a while. I should have guessed something was up and I kind of did have a feeling.

Even with the slight bit of an idea that something was wrong, it didn’t make me feel any better about losing him. I might have been able to walk back in there and plead with him to come back to our room, but it wasn’t worth it. He didn’t show me the kind of love that he used to and if he thought I was that bad to him, he might just be better off with that cheating shit nugget.

I didn’t even make it back to my room before I saw a yellow streak run past me. The clerk, janitor, whoever the person was that tipped me off about Dylan stopped in front of me and stared down at her feet. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she muttered, “I asked them to go to their room. I knew he was with you, but I couldn’t stop them. I’m so sorry.”

“Why are you sorry? You did what you could and I can’t imagine that this place encourages you running off paying customers,” I growled.

Her hands drew up near her chest and I could see that I was scaring her. I sighed and put my hand gently on her shoulder, “I’m not mad at you. It’s not exactly the happiest day of my life, but I can’t say I didn’t see something coming.”

“Is there anything I can do to help?” she asked.

I pulled my hand away from her shoulder and walked around her, “I couldn’t say. Right now, I think I just need to be alone.”

“I’m really sorry about that,” she called out.

She wasn’t being out of line and I didn’t blame her, but I couldn’t bring myself to want to talk right now. I trudged into my room and haphazardly tossed Dylan’s suitcases out of my room. Maybe he wanted this to happen. That might be why he packed so much.

Once his suitcases were outside, I threw myself on the bed and curled up under the covers. When was the last time I went to sleep without his warmth next to me? It felt like an eternity…

I didn’t recall falling asleep, but the bright sunlight filtering in through the window showed no mercy to my eyes. The nightmare I had last night was all too real. I patted the bed beside me and let out a deep sigh, “Only if you were lucky enough for that to be a nightmare.”

The productive part of me wanted to explore a little more of the resort. My husband… Ex-husband already made his mistake, but this trip was paid for so I might as well try to see what the hype was about. That part of me didn’t win the fight.

Instead, I clutched my pillow and cried until I had no more tears to cry. Being emotional wasn’t normal for me. Losing Dylan in such a horrible way, that was something I didn’t need to pretend didn’t hurt me. He was the only person that I’d ever really vented to. He was my rock.

But somehow, I fucked that up. He didn’t tell me how, he never seemed to have many complaints, and I did the best I could for him. If that wasn’t enough, I wished he would have just said something. Anything.

I eventually pulled myself out of bed and took a long, hot shower. Once I finished, I pulled on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt and walked out of my room. The lack of a bra was noticeable. If someone looked at my crotch, they’d probably see an outline that they might not have expected. But I couldn’t bring myself to care. All I wanted was a bite to eat so I could go back to my room and hide from the world.

Outside my room, Dylan’s belongings were gone and taped to my door was a folded up piece of paper. I took it down and unfolded it. Dylan’s handwriting read, ‘It’s not that I don’t love you, Sierra. But you’re just not what I want anymore. I can’t see my life ever being fulfilling with you. I’m sorry it had to end this way.’

I chuckled and balled up the paper and threw it in the nearest bin. It wasn’t funny, but I couldn’t do anything else but laugh. Crying wasn’t an option until I could go back to my room…

Inside the main building, I followed the smell of sausage and eggs until I arrived at the dining area. I wasn’t asked to pay for anything as I got a plate, not that I wouldn’t have paid. It was a slight victory and I would take that.

Halfway through my meal, another plate was put down across from me at my table. I didn’t bother lifting my eyes as I growled, “Dylan, I don’t want to see you again.”

“S-Sorry, I can go if you’d like,” came a growingly familiar voice.

I looked up and smiled weakly at the sweet blonde. Instead of a green vest, she had on a light pink blouse. “It’s fine. I’m almost done anyway.”

“Can I do anything?” she asked softly. “Please? I feel so helpless. It’s not hard to see that you’re hurt, but I can’t just look away.”

The eggs were a little more rubbery than I could handle. I pushed my plate forward and let out a groan, “You know, it’s not even that I’m mad that he wanted to leave me. It’s the fact that he lied about it and went behind my back. This wasn’t even the first time they’ve done it. What the fuck did I do so wrong that he wanted to leave me?”

“I don’t quite know,” she answered. “I don’t really know anything about your lives, but that’s still the wrong way to do things.”

“It’s just… I tried so hard. I never pushed him to get a job, I never bullied him into cleaning up around the house… I tried to do right by him. Sure, I might have complained about not having dinner cooked when I got home from work, but damn, am I not allowed to have a bad day every now and then?”

She put her hand forward and rubbed her thumb across my forearm, “You are. But he might not have understood what he was losing when he made his decision.”

“What’s your name?” I asked. If this woman was going to keep coming around and trying to help, I at least wanted to be able to address her properly.

“I could tell you, but would it change anything?”

I nodded, “It’d make me feel a lot better about asking you to have dinner with me tonight. Nothing romantic, it’d just be nice to have a reason to leave my room again.”

“I’ll tell you later. I finish work at four, is it okay if I come early? Not to sound too negative, but I don’t want you to be alone too long right now,” she said.

“That’s fine by me. I might be asleep, just let yourself in.”

She nodded, “See you later then. And if anyone asks, you let me in. I don’t want to lose my job.”

I nodded and got up from the table. It was nice to have something of a date set up. Her pity wasn’t something I was actively looking for, but I really didn’t want to turn her away. She was trying to hard to be kind to me and right now, I needed that.

Back in my room, I grabbed my phone and started watching videos. Dwelling on my feelings right now felt pointless. If I was going to heal, I needed to stop feeling so sorry for myself. What happened wasn’t my fault. I might have played a part in pushing Dylan away, but I didn’t do anything that warranted me being cheated on.

Hours passed and when I finally heard the door click open, I quickly locked my phone and threw the cover aside so that I could get up. She stepped into the room and quickly shut the door behind her, “I really hope no one saw me.”

Her hair danced through the air as she spun back to face me. It was nice to see her with her hair down. She still had on the same pink blouse and now that she wasn’t sitting, I could finally see the cute black and red checkered skirt she had on. Her long, smooth legs were covered my black stockings that stopped just around her mid-thigh. The slight amount of pale skin I could see between her skirt and the stockings made me want to see so much more of her.

“Sorry, I didn’t have anything nice to change into,” she whispered.

“What are you talking about? You look great,” I said.

She took a nervous step towards me, “Are you holding up?”

I nodded, “It’s never been my style to wallow in self-pity. It hurts, but moving on is the only way to make things better.”

“That’s a good way to look at things. Uh, so I guess I tell you my name now?” she asked.

“If it makes you feel any better, I don’t like my name either. Sierra. Who names their kid after a soda?” I teased.

She brought her hands together and idly played with her thumbs, “It’s a pretty name, but I don’t think they named you after a soda. I’m not ashamed of my name, but you’re probably going to make fun of me like most people do.”

“I doubt I would.”

“Jasper,” she mumbled.

“What’s so funny about that? It’s a pretty name, I’m just not used to it being a girl’s name.”

“That’s because it isn’t.”

There was a pause before she let her hands fall over her lap, “I’m not a girl. I’m not trans… I just like when people treat me like a woman. It…”

Her words failed her. I took a step closer to her and put my hands on her shoulders. Jasper failed to look up at me for a few moments, but when she did, I looked directly into those beautiful blue eyes and spoke softly, “Well, I am trans. My birth name isn’t Sierra, and I chose it because I thought it was much nicer than Shawn. There is nothing in the world wrong with what you’re doing as long as you’re not lying to people to get into their beds.”

She cracked a nervous smile, “Bad time to say it’s a trap?”

“Never a bad time to get caught in a trap,” I whispered.

Jasper got on her tiptoes and slowly leaned towards me. I knew that I shouldn’t let myself do this, but I wasn’t going to pretend I wasn’t interested. My husband was something of a sissy, but Jasper was a step above that.

Two hours away from home with no husband to be angry with me… Why couldn’t I let myself enjoy this? It’s not like anyone else would ever have to know. Besides, her bright red lips looked so inviting.

I leaned down to press my lips against hers. My hands slid down her shoulders onto her waist and I held her gently as I pressed my tongue against her lips. She opened her lips and just when I was about to start exploring her mouth with my tongue, she leaned away and stammered, “S-Sorry!”

“For what?”

“Y-You know what? I should probably go. This is so rude of me,” she said and pulled away from me.

She turned towards the door, but she didn’t take a step. I could practically read her mind… She felt guilty for wanting me. Maybe she even felt ashamed for letting herself go this far.

“It doesn’t have to be rude,” I said as I stepped closer to her and put my hands on her shoulders again. Her hair still smelled like strawberries from whatever product she used to clean it with. My mouth started watering and I continued, “What’s wrong with this? You work in a place where people come to get away from everything. It’s a rotating door of people looking to have their fun. What’s wrong with us having some fun? If you think you’re manipulating me, you’re a long way away from twisting my arm. If I didn’t want this, I wouldn’t have kissed you.”

“B-But it’s so soon,” she muttered.

“What’s so soon? My ex cheating on me? He didn’t seem to mind having someone else inside him when I was with him. Why should I worry about what he might feel if he ever did find out we did this? I’m not cheating on him. I told him it was over between us. So whatever happens between you and me stays between us,” I said softly.

She let out a deep sigh and leaned back against me, “I’m just nervous.”

“About what?” I asked as I wrapped my arms around her shoulders.

“My first time,” she whispered.

My heart skipped a beat and I quickly let her go, “You shouldn’t sleep with someone like me for your first time. Find someone you love, someone that isn’t rebounding.”

She turned to look at me and I could see a glimmer of anger in her eyes, “What if I don’t want to find someone I love? What if finding someone I love has led to me being twenty-two and never even seen someone else’s cock in person. You know, you’re really understanding of how I present myself, but not many people down here are.”

I frowned and took a few steps back towards my bed. Without even the slightest bit of hesitation, I pushed my loose shorts down my thighs. Her gasp was priceless and I casually reached down to stroke myself a few times, “Is it everything you thought it’d be and more? Or is it just a dick? It’s nothing special.”

Her jaw hung loosely for a few moments before she closed it and swallowed hard, “M-Maybe it’s nothing special to you, but it’s beautiful.”

“So now what? Do you want me to put my shorts back on, take my shirt off, what would make this normal right now?” I asked.

My question didn’t have a right answer. I wanted to prove a point to her. Normal didn’t exist, not everything could fit neatly into a box.

“Can I get closer?” she asked, her eyes transfixed on my growing cock.

It was hard not to be a little turn on by her. Knowing that she was probably hiding a cute bulge in some cuter panties under that skirt was driving me wild. Dylan never wanted to let me dress him up a little before I fucked him. This… This was just too much temptation to pass up.

“Why not? Jasper, you can touch it, lick it, suck it, ride it, I don’t really care what you do. But whatever you do, I want you to know that it is your choice. You can stop and walk away if you want. You can stay all night until you have to go to work in the morning,” I said and then patted the bed beside me. “But don’t think you have to do this if it isn’t something you want.”

She took a few slow steps towards me and then hurried over to stand between my open legs. Her soft fingers grasped my shaft and she let out a shuddering sigh as she started stroking me slowly.

“It’s so warm,” she whispered. “If you saw me again, would you act like you didn’t know me?”

“Strange question with my cock in your hand, but no. I wouldn’t act like I didn’t know you. If we were both still single, I’d probably offer you to come back to my place though,” I said.

She slowly sank to her knees. Her warm breath washed over my cock and I could see the lust in her eyes as she asked, “And if I asked for your number to come visit you instead of leaving it to chance?”

“Then you’d have it. I can’t promise anything besides sex right now, Jasper.”

Her soft lips kissed my sensitive cock and she looked up at me, “That’s all I need to know right now.”

In an instant, her mouth surrounded the head of my cock. Jasper’s tongue licked and danced around the sensitive underside of my cock. While she wasn’t experienced, the enthusiasm she was showing more than made up for a little more technique!

She barely made it halfway down my shaft before she started choking and looked up at me with watery blue eyes. I let out a soft moan and put my hand on the top of her head and slowly pulled her away from my cock, “Slow down. This isn’t a race, sweetie. I’m not going to take this away from you. If this is really your first time, stop being so nervous. I’m not expecting you to be a sex goddess. Just… Enjoy yourself.”

Jasper’s cheeks flushed a light shade of pink and she nodded, “Sorry.”

“Don’t be,” I whispered as she took my cock back into her mouth. Instead of rushing to try to take my cock down her throat, Jasper slowly bobbed up and down the first few inches of my length. Her tongue explored everything it could reach and I struggled to not fuck her throat. I didn’t want to cum, not this early!

I let out a soft groan and then leaned further back on the bed, “I’m not going to make you do anything, but if you don’t stop, I’m going to cum. I’ve got some lube in my suitcase. Don’t do anything you don’t want to do, but I’d much rather finish inside you, Jasper.”

She slowly pulled away from my cock and whispered, “Which pocket?”

“It’s on the front, just below the logo. Uh, quick question.”

Jasper moved over to my suitcase and pulled out the bottle, “What’s up?”

“Could you leave everything you’re wearing on?” I asked.

She giggled and nodded, “Can I take off my shoes at least?”

“Only if you turn around and put on a nice show for me,” I said teasingly.

Jasper tossed the bottle onto the bed beside my hips and slowly turned around. As she bent over, I uncapped the lube and poured some into my hand. Her skirt rode up and showed me her sexy pink lace panties. Jasper’s legs were tight together and the bulge in her panties made my cock throb.

I wrapped my hand around my shaft and started rubbing the lube onto my thickness. “Son of a bitch, you’re so fucking sexy, Jaspie.”

She giggled and started slowly rocking her hips from side to side as she untied her shoes. Much sooner than I would have liked, she stood up and stepped out of her shoes. Jasper made her way over to my bed and climbed on top of me. Her hand slid down to her skirt and she reached under it, “Could you uh, help me line it up?”

“You’re so god damn adorable, you know that?” I asked. I held my cock straight up and guided it toward where her pucker should have been. I felt my crown rub against her knuckled and smiled up at her, “If the panties are annoying, we can take them off.”

“N-No, you wanted them on,” she said.

I chuckled and lifted my hips gently, “Whenever you’re ready, sweetie.”

Her eyes met with mine and she took a deep breath. Jasper’s hips lowered and if I wasn’t holding onto my cock, I’m sure it would have slipped away. Her tight pucker fought to resist my cock for a few more seconds before it finally slipped inside her.

“F-Fuck!” she cried out.

“Give it a minute, sweetie,” I groaned. Her ring contracted around my cock again and again as it tried to push me out.

I reached between her thighs and gave her bulge a soft rub, “Do your best to relax. I promise it gets easier.”

She nodded her head and readjusted her legs, then she leaned forward. Her hair fell around her head and shut out the rest of the room from my view. I didn’t need to look at anything else but the beautiful woman above me anyway.

After a few moments, she slowly lowered herself further down my shaft and let out a soft moan as my cock ground against her prostate. I put my hands on her hips and whispered, “Better than a dildo, isn’t it?”

“Y-Yeah, much bigger than I’m used to as well,” she huffed.

“Then I’ll have to get you a bigger toy to practice with.”

She slowly lifted her hips away and then sank back down onto my cock. After a few times of repeating that motion, she started getting into a rhythm, “Just don’t get me one bigger than you… I want to be tight when we see one another.”

It was hard to do anything but moan softly as she rode my cock. Even thrusting my cock into her as she dropped back onto me was hard to focus on. Her warm walls gripped my cock milked me for everything I was worth.

This stranger was exactly what I needed right now. A few months from now, she might not be a stranger anymore… I couldn’t pretend that this was love, we both knew what we were getting into when we kissed one another. I hoped she didn’t see this as me using her, and I hoped that she wasn’t just using me. Even if that was the case, I couldn’t deny that she was making my night a hell of a lot nicer.

Jasper leaned back and put her hands on my knees. From the new angle, I could see under her skirt. The dark stain of her precum in her pink panties made my balls tighten up. The icing on the cake was seeing my long, thick cock disappear into her tight ass again and again.

I tried to look away, but the visual was too sexy for me to ignore.

“I’m close, Jasper,” I cried out.

“D-Do it inside me,” she whimpered and worked her hips faster along my cock. Each time her tight ass dropped against my thighs, ecstasy coursed through my veins. As many times as I’d had sex with my husband, it never once took me to this level of bliss.

I roughly grabbed Jasper’s hips and held her tightly against the base of my cock. Even through her pink blouse, I could see the outline of my cock in her stomach. A let out a loud groan as my hot cum rushed through me.

Her moans poured out of her lips and I felt her already-tight ass convulse around my shaft. It only took a few seconds for me to see the thick globs of her cum slowly pool out of the front of her panties. A large glob of her cum fell onto my crotch and I let out a deep, satisfied sigh.

“G-God damn, that was amazing,” I groaned.

She nodded her head and weakly lifted her hips away from my cock one final time. My crown popped free of her hole and she scrunched up her face before rolling onto her back beside me.

“It’s running out of my butt,” she grumbled.

“I’ll give you a pair of my panties,” I said, still huffing and puffing from the exhaustion that threatened to consume me.

Jasper shook her head and nuzzled against my shoulder, “I’d rather leave these on for now. You said I could stay the night. No reason in getting another pair of panties dirty when it’s time for round two.”

“From virgin to sex-starved in just a few minutes?” I asked.

She giggled and reached down to hold my hand, “Don’t worry. I don’t plan on sleeping with anyone else until you get tired of me.”

“You know, I get the feeling that you might get sick of me before I get tired of you.”

The following morning, I had to get ready to leave. After a wonderful blowjob from my new friend, I gave her my cell number and checked out of the hotel. When I got home, the house felt pretty empty, but later that night, I was on the phone talking to Jasper again.

The next year was one of the best of my life. Every weekend, Jasper was over at my house. By the two month mark, I asked her to be my girlfriend. By the third, she asked me to call her Jessie, short for Jessica. Eight months in, I proposed. Our wedding day was fast approaching and I looked down to my sleeping lover. Her head was in my lap, a blanket was thrown over her as I watched the cooking show she was so interested in.

This could have been Dylan if he realized just what he was throwing away. But I didn’t want him anymore. I couldn’t even say I still loved him. Jessie made me feel appreciated and loved even when I wasn’t taking her out on fancy dates.

I let out a quiet sigh and whispered, “Until death do us part, sweetie.”


Story Sixty-Seven

A Futa’s Night on the Town

Getting Lucky with my Fertile Best Friend


“Think I’ll meet a hunk tonight?” Bella asked.

I adjusted my bra as I looked at her dress on my bed, “Maybe, but you’re not fucking him here.”

She giggled and turned away from me to grab her dress. Her white lace lingerie made my mouth water and she bent over my bed and wiggled her ass at me, “You sure I couldn’t convince you to let me have just a little fun here tonight? Come on, you said I could relax at your place for a few days.”

“You keep shaking that ass at me and I’m going to have to jerk off before we leave,” I said jokingly.

Bella and I had only known each other for about six months. She didn’t make the most sense to me, but she was one of the best friends I’d ever made. She didn’t make a big deal about me being trans, and made even less of a deal about me checking her out. Friend or not, she was the most attractive woman I knew.

Her long, curly red hair framed her delicate face. The light spattering of freckles around her dimpled cheeks added to her appeal for me. But it was her green eyes that set her apart from the rest of the women for me. While I gave her grief occasionally about being a ginger, she was my type.

She started putting on her dress. Her long, smooth legs seemed to go on forever as I watched her get dressed. Bella looked back at me and smiled before calling out, “Don’t act like you didn’t do it before I came over. Probably wanted to have me spread my legs for you so you didn’t have to imagine it. Is that close to being right?”

I chuckled and pulled my skirt up my thighs. The large bulge in my panties was finally out of sight and I could relax just a little. While Bella and I could joke about a lot of things, I didn’t feel comfortable getting turned on around her. The jokes were one thing, but I hated pretending like I didn’t genuinely want her.

“Something like that. I was thinking about holding you by your hair while I railed you from behind,” I teased as I pulled my black and white tank top on.

“That doesn’t sound half bad. Maybe I’ll have to ask you to go into that a little more later. Zip me up?” she asked.

I helped her with her zipper before brushing her red hair over her shoulder. Her bright green eyes seemed to almost smile at me and I spoke softly, “Why do we do this to one another?”

Her smile faded and she asked, “Do what to each other?”

Her dismissive tone ripped my heart from my chest. I must have been looking too far into whatever this was. “Nothing, get your stuff together if you want to go dancing,” I said and hurried out of my room.

Bella followed me, staying a few steps behind me to give me space, “Is something wrong, Vic?”

“It’s fine, don’t worry about it. I’m just worried about being late,” I said.

“Nothing to be late to, but okay.”

What was I supposed to say to her? I couldn’t tell her that she’d practically just shot me down without even acknowledging that I was really interested in her. After months of being her wingman while she hooked up with strangers occasionally didn’t sit well with me. The pleasure that comes with getting laid is great, but I couldn’t stand seeing her spread her legs for someone that didn’t care about her.

If I was with her, at least she wouldn’t have to wake up alone the next morning…

I grabbed my keys from the living room and was about to put on my shoes when I realized I’d forgotten my new stockings. My mind was busy abusing me about my stupidity. Why did I even bother trying to get her to see that we could be a couple? If she wanted to see that, she would have let me take her on that date I offered when we first met.

Instead of a date, she gave me her number and invited me to spend time with her and her boyfriend at the time. He only stuck around long enough to get in her panties. I didn’t tell her that he tried to get in mine, that wouldn’t have helped anything. Besides, it wasn’t like she was torn up about him breaking up with her.

I mumbled, “Forgot my stockings, one sec.”

She nodded and put on her heels before she went outside. I heard the car door shut a few seconds later. I took my time getting my stockings and heels on. Tonight was supposed to be fun, holding onto this emotional attachment for a chick that didn’t have the same feelings was just a waste.

But the heart wants what the heart wants.

I grabbed my wallet and went outside to join her. The ride to the club was mostly quiet. I didn’t really have much to say, so I played music and tried to pretend things were fine.

Just before we got to the club, she put her hand on my knee and rubbed her thumb over it slowly, “You know, it’s not that I’m not interested in you.”

I turned the radio down, “We don’t have to talk about it right now, Bella. Let’s go enjoy ourselves, if you’re still in the mood to talk about it later, we can.”

Anything was better than dealing with the emotional fallout right now. I didn’t want to ruin our night out together. As stressful as life was, we both needed this outlet and spoiling the night by talking about what could possibly be between us could wait until after we’d had a little fun.

She nodded her head and spoke softly, “Just don’t forget to bring it up later.”

I pulled into a parking space and turned off the car, “It’s not like we’re going in there to drink! Come on, don’t linger on it, at least not before you’ve had your chance to shake that ass of yours!”

Her words were eating away at me, but I didn’t want to be selfish right now. This was one of the few things she asked me to do with her. Usually, she let me have my way and we did the things I wanted. Saturdays were her days.

I opened the car door and waited for her to get out before locking my vehicle. Even in a respectable neighborhood, I didn’t feel comfortable leaving the doors unlocked.

“Oh, I love this song, come on!” Bella said as she hurried towards the doors. Her heels clicked as she hurried away and I followed behind her. The bass of the music thumped loudly and I couldn’t even tell what song was playing, but that wasn’t the important thing. Her red curls bounced and swayed and I couldn’t keep sulking any longer. My friend was going to have a good time tonight. That was the reason I was here.

The doorman let us inside after checking our IDs and I followed Bella to the dance floor. Within seconds, we were swallowed up by the crowd of people and separated. After a few songs, I finally found her again but she didn’t seem to notice it was me she was dancing with.

Dancing was one way to put it. Bella’s ass pressed against my crotch and she ground herself into me for a few moments before she finally turned around. Her eyes widened for a moment, but she smiled and shrugged her shoulders before wrapped her arms around my shoulders. Her hips pressed against mine and she continued teasing me with her body, “Might as well finish what I started, right?”

Bella’s dress rode up around her thighs and I could feel the warmth of her pussy against me. My cock raged against my panties and I knew that the bulge in my skirt would easily be seen by anyone looking, “Well, you picked a hell of a time to get me worked up.”

“What do you mean?” she asked. No sooner than the words left her mouth, the current song ended and a slower paced song came on.

“Every fourth song, the DJ plays something different to give people a chance to get a drink. Haven’t we been here enough to know that about him?” I asked.

She smiled and slid her hand down to my lower back, “Then we’ll slow dance. I never noticed that before, but I’ll keep it in mind. I thought it was stupid of him, but I guess it makes sense.”

I let her take the lead on the dance, “Are you having fun?”

“Not as much as I usually do. Honestly, I was just starting to enjoy myself when I realized I was grinding on you.”

“I mean, you didn’t stop and I didn’t ask you to. So why not enjoy it?”

“Because you’re my best friend. I don’t want to ruin things between us by fucking you,” she said.

I rolled my eyes, “It’s not like sex makes everything fall to pieces. If it’s something you want, I’m sure we can figure things out as adults.”

“Sex has ruined all of my relationships, seriously. Vic, I love having you in my life and I’m scared of doing anything that might take you away from me,” she said.

“You’ve told me the stories about your dating life. Trust me, I pay attention to the things you say. Bella, I didn’t want to have this conversation while we were out tonight, but I guess there is no getting away from it,” I said.

Bella smiled weakly, “Do you want to leave? This place isn’t exactly quiet enough to have a serious conversation.”

“Would you be upset if we went back home?”

“Only if you didn’t let me get something to eat from a drive-through,” she said.

We headed out of the club and grabbed a bite to eat before going back to my place. I didn’t know what to say to her to try and win her heart over, but I knew that this was my chance to at least try. How could I live with myself if I didn’t at least try to be true to what my heart wanted?

She was the light of my life, even if I was nothing more than her friend.

Once we were inside, we went back into my bedroom and ate. The tension continued to grow as we finished out food silently. I finally spoke quietly, “I don’t think sex is what ruins your relationships, Bella.”

“It seems that way to me.”

“That doesn’t mean it’s exactly the truth. You meet a lot of your boyfriends at clubs, what do you think they’re looking for when they go?” I asked.

She sighed, “The same thing I’m looking for?”

“A quick hookup. Something that doesn’t take too much effort and something that has no emotional investment. So what do you imagine will happen once they’ve gotten what they want?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she mumbled.

“I think you do know, but you don’t want to admit it because that would make things real. You know that I only want the best for you, Bella. You swore off dating for a while, so I don’t mind going clubbing with you but I know that it isn’t what you want to do. Believe it or not, I do listen to you. I can’t keep going on like I don’t care so damn much about you. You’re my best friend and I’m tired of seeing you give yourself to people who don’t deserve someone as wonderful as you.”

She flopped onto her back and took a deep breath. After a few seconds, she let it out, “How can you be so sure that I’m such a wonderful catch?”

“Because I know you. Sex can ruin a lot of things, Bella. If people aren’t ready for that step together, then it’s nothing but temporary pleasure. But when people are actually devoted to one another, when they’re genuinely ready to move forward together, it’s a way to share a whole new level of intimacy,” I said.

“You sound like a therapist,” she mumbled. “But that doesn’t make you wrong. I just don’t know if someone like me should even be able to date someone like you.”

“What do you mean by that?” I asked.

Bella propped herself up on her elbows and looked into my eyes, “You know, it’s not exactly a joke when I say you’re my favorite blonde bombshell. You’re sweet, you care about me, and let’s be real, you’re fucking hung. I’ve never made it a secret that I love sex. The problem is that I don’t know if going there with you would ruin what we have.”

“So why don’t we find out?”

She groaned, “But what if it doesn’t end well?”

“Then what have you really lost? Why don’t you think about what might happen if it does end well?”

“If it ends well, then I guess we’d end up dating. Maybe we wouldn’t go out clubbing as much and I couldn’t fuck random people anymore, but I’d have someone that’s infinitely more important to me in my bed. But what would you get out of it?”

I smiled and laid on my side next to her. Our lips were barely inches apart and I whispered, “I don’t like living with regrets, Bella. If I never asked you on that date so damn long ago, I’d regret not knowing what could have happened. Two months from now, if I didn’t take this chance tonight, I know that I’d regret not seeing what could happen. So what do I get out of this?”

I leaned closer to her and pressed my lips against hers. She tensed up for a moment, then she let out a soft moan and put her hand on my hip as I deepened the kiss. Our tongues danced while I let my hand roam up her leg. Once I reached her dress, I pulled it towards her waist and exposed her white panties.

Instead of moving for her heated desire, I ran my hand up her side and finally slid it around to the back of her neck and held her tightly against me, locking her into the kiss. My hips pushed against hers and her muffled moans got progressively louder. After what felt like forever, I broke the kiss and let out a soft groan.

“I’d get to see if you’re the love of my life or if my heart has been lying to me.”

Bella pushed me onto my back and climbed on top of me. Her wet panties ground against my bulge and she called out in a lust-filled voice, “Then let’s get to the fun part. I’ve been wanting to do this for months!”

I didn’t see a point in arguing. If this didn’t work out, that was just how things were meant to play out. Either way, I had a horny ginger on top of me and I didn’t want to disappoint her.

“Let’s get out of these clothes then, baby,” I purred.

“Leave those stockings on, Vic. They make me so fucking wet,” she said.

She got off me and was out of her dress before I could even kick off my shoes. “Fuck, I broke the zipper. Oh well,” she said as she climbed back on the bed and leaned down to take off her heels.

I pulled my skirt off and before I could even try to take off my shirt, Bella’s hands found my shoulders and pulled me down onto my back, “You’re taking too long!”

“Son of a bitch, how horny are you?” I cried out.

She chuckled and pulled my cock out of my panties. The fabric cupped my balls and she ran her fingers along my shaft for just a second before climbing back on top of me. Without so much as a warning, she pulled her panties aside and guided my crown into her soaked pussy.

Bella’s soft cry of pleasure made my heart flutter. As desperate as she was to get me inside her, I couldn’t help but feel like she’d been wanting this almost as long as I had. That might have been the hopeless romantic in me, but it was only adding to the excitement for me.

“I’ve wanted this cock since I first saw it,” she said as she lowered her hips further down my shaft.

Her juices trickled down my shaft and I moaned as her warm walls massaged my cock. No sooner than her pussy finally took my base, she pulled off and started riding me like her life depended on it.

It had been far too long since I’d been inside someone and I writhed as she rode me like I was her favorite toy. I weakly grasped her hips, “B-Baby, I’m not going to last long if you keep that up!”

She groaned and begrudgingly slowed down, “Fuck, but it feels so good.”

“I know, trust me, I don’t want you to stop. B-But maybe I could get on top?” I asked as much as said.

Bella chuckled and leaned forward, “Roll me over, I’m not taking your cock out of me until you’ve painted my pussy white.”

“Such a dirty girl,” I teased. She gave me a quick kiss and then I rolled over with her. Looking down at her, I could see the desperation on her face, but that wasn’t all I saw. Those cute freckles and adorable eyes melted my heart. This wasn’t a stranger I was fucking for the sake of getting off. This was my best friend. The friend that I’d do anything for.

Right now, she wanted to cum. That was something I could definitely do for my best friend.

I grabbed two pillows from the pile on my bed and called out quietly, “Lift your hips?”

She did as I asked and I let out a soft moan as her pussy engulfed more of my cock. After I took a breath to steady myself, I put the pillows under her and then hooked my elbows under her knees. Bella’s eyebrow arched for a moment in confusion. I smiled down at her and pushed her legs forward and got on my knees as I did so.

Before she could ask what I was doing, I started pumping into her with slow, hard strokes. My panties kept my balls from slapping against her, but each thrust rocked my bed and caused the headboard to slam against the wall.

“J-Just like that!” she cried.

I moaned with each pump into her blissful depths. While she might have been used to getting fucked, this wasn’t all that normal for me. Most people were uncomfortable with their girlfriend having a cock that most men would be jealous of. Besides, I didn’t bother sleeping with random people. Not when the girl I wanted in my life was so close to being mine.

I’d been hoping to have Bella in my bed for months, but I always hoped that it wouldn’t just be a one-time thing.

As I slowly picked up the pace, I finally got a hold of my moaning by biting my lip. If I were with anyone else, I wouldn’t have bothered trying to silence myself, but with Bella, I wanted to hear her moans and gasps as I slammed into her.

Each time my thick cock buried into her, she let out a whimpering gasp before moaning loudly. My thighs burned from the effort, but I couldn’t bring myself to take a break. As loud as she was getting, I had to hope that she was close to her orgasm. If not, I might have to finish her with my fingers!

My balls were tensing up in my panties as I thrust into her faster and faster. I couldn’t keep my moans inside any longer. Her drenched pussy milked my cock as I tried to hold my own orgasm back. There was nothing I could do to keep from cumming.

My core tightened and I gasped loudly as waves of warm pleasure crashed through my body. I tried to continue hammering into her while my orgasm built, but my strokes were nothing short of desperate.

Bella’s fingernails dug into my sides as she screamed, “F-Fuck! Vic!”

I slammed into her one final time and clenched the cover with my hands as my cum shot deep into Bella’s pussy. A warm rush of juices drenched my panties and I heard Bella’s labored breathing as she bucked her hips gently against me.

After what felt like an eternity, my cock finally stopped throbbing within Bella. Each rope of my cum that pumped into her validated what just happened. Bella never let her one-night-stands cum inside her, for good reason. My best friend didn’t want to get pregnant by a stranger.

She looked up at me with glossed over eyes and groaned, “Mm, fuck that was nice…”

“S-Sorry I didn’t last longer,” I mumbled.

“Don’t worry, I’m sure that you’ll do better tomorrow morning, baby,” she purred.

I giggled and rested on top of her, “Maybe. Think you could get used to this?”

She smiled and gave me a peck on the lips before whispering, “I’m pretty sure I could. Besides, I’m not on birth control, we might have just signed up for nine months of being together at least.”

“I know you’re not on birth control. I told you I listened to you…” I kissed her deeply. After a few moments, I pulled away and whispered, “Besides, do you think I’d really let you raise our child without being there every step of the way?”

“Should I be expecting a ring soon?”

“I won’t spoil that surprise,” I said softly and gave her another kiss.


Story Sixty-Eight

A Sissy Gets Ganged by Futas

The Wet Kitty Nightclub


“I’m sorry Mark, but I can’t keep doing this. You keep coming back with women’s clothes and I try to believe that you’re not cheating on me. But I can’t do this anymore,” Ashley said.

I shook my head, “Baby, it’s really not what you think. I told you, they’re for me. I know that it’s not normal, but I just enjoy these things.”

She finished stuffing clothes into a suitcase and zipped it up. “Do you think that makes this any better? Do you really think that I want people to see me dating someone like you? I wanted a man when we got together, Mark. This isn’t what I wanted.”

I should have fought harder to keep her by my side, but I just let her go. Ashley never understood what I found so appealing about dressing up and that was fine. She didn’t need to. If the things that made me happy were such a problem for her, she could find someone else.

Who was I to tell her that I was still a real man? The thought made my heart sink. Even as she walked out of my house, I couldn’t really argue with her. Underneath my pants, I was wearing a pair of sheer black stockings and a pair of cute pink panties.

No, she was right. I really wasn’t the kind of man she wanted me to be. But it’s not like I wasn’t trying to be a good partner. I listened to her problems and I helped her as much as I possibly could, but that wasn’t enough for her.

I sat on the bed and sighed. If that was the kind of behavior I would get out of her, it might not have been such a bad thing that we broke up. I just hated how she went about it. She was a good friend before we started dating. Now, she was probably going to be nothing more than another person I saw while walking the streets.

At least I wouldn’t have to hide my clothes anymore. She used to think they belonged to other women. If only I was that lucky. Ashley should have known better, most women avoided me like the plague. Sissies weren’t exactly prime material for most women.

Sure, a lot of men hit on me, but I wasn’t gay. Men just didn’t hold any real appeal for me. I wanted a woman, with the soft touch and sweet personality that came with most of them. Ashley used to be like that. But that was the past.

I took off my pants and walked over to my dresser and pulled a skirt from underneath one of the drawers. The black and pink pleated mini-skirt was one of my favorite pieces of clothing that I owned. Tonight, I had an excuse to put it on.

My ex didn’t want embarrassed, but until word got around, I was going to make sure she had plenty of people questioning her tastes in men. It was petty, sure, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t going to do it.

Ashley accused me of cheating to get out of this relationship, so obviously, she didn’t care about me. Maybe she really didn’t trust me, but I’d given her no reason for that.

I giggled as I walked into the bathroom and took her makeup kit off the shelf. She wouldn’t miss it. As I applied my makeup, I made sure to do my very best. Tonight, I might just end up with another partner. Maybe not for the long haul, but a little rebound wouldn’t hurt.

Then again, once they found out I was a guy, they would probably feel pretty cheated. Oh well, burn that bridge when we get there!

I finished dolling myself up and by the time I finished, even I had a hard time noticing any masculine features. Perks of having low testosterone naturally. I put on a padded pink bra to match my panties and then tossed a black blouse on over that. Once I finished, I gave myself one last look in the mirror as I slid my heels on. I looked like I was going out to work the streets.

Perfect.

I looked through a few nightclubs and finally found one that seemed pretty interesting. The Wet Kitty, not the most proper name, but it certainly got the point across. Besides, their little motto seemed right up my alley. Women of all sorts for all sorts.

The drive took almost forty minutes, but when I pulled up to the rather inconspicuous club, I couldn’t deny that it had a certain charm to it. I smiled at the bouncer as I walked up and she smiled back. “ID?”

I pulled out my driver’s license and she chuckled, “Well, Mark, you might want to pick a girl’s name if you’re going in. Don’t worry, your secret is safe with me. Just make sure you tell that certain someone before you head to one of the back rooms.”

My cheeks burned from the embarrassment. I don’t know why this strong woman managed to make me feel like such a child, but I couldn’t pretend I didn’t like it. “How does Vicky sound?”

“Like you’re a cheap slut. Try something a little more dark. It’ll go with the aesthetic you’re rocking. Violet might fit you better,” she said.

“Sounds perfect. Thank you so much,” I said as she stepped aside and opened the door for me.

As I took a step forward, she gave my ass a rough spank, “Not a problem, Violet. Have a good time in there, baby.”

My butt stung a little from that smack, but I wasn’t going to pretend that I didn’t like it. Just a few minutes of being here and my hopes were already pretty high. I stepped inside and while it wasn’t a large establishment, it was packed. Out of the all the people inside, only two were men and one of those was the bartender. The other was on stage, gyrating his hips and being pretty much ignored by most of the women.

I quickly got the sense that most of the women that were interested in the man were there with friends. Before I even made it to the bar, a toned brunette woman approached me and smiled warmly, “Haven’t seen you here before. I’m Hannah, nice to meet you.”

“Violet, it’s my first time coming here,” I said.

“How’d you hear about my place?” she asked as she wrapped an arm around my waist. “And what can I get you to drink, hon?”

I loved how quickly she moved! As she guided me towards the bar, I called out above the music, “Online, my girlfriend dumped me. I wanted to find a place that could help get me back in a good mood. And I’m fine with a glass of water. I don’t drink.”

She smiled at me and nodded to the bartender, “Well, that’s good. Most of us don’t come here to drink. I’m sorry about your girlfriend though, do you want to talk about it?”

“Not really, she thought I was cheating on her. I wasn’t. I think she was just looking for a reason to leave me, honestly,” I said.

Hannah frowned, “Now why would she do that?”

I sighed, “Can I be honest with you or are you just being polite?”

“You can be honest with me. Trust me, everyone you meet here is a genuine person. The only ones you have to worry about are the chicks that haven’t been to the back rooms yet, they don’t know what they’re missing.”

That was the second time I heard about the back rooms. Surely, this was some kind of brothel. As long as it was optional and no one was being taken advantage of, I didn’t mind that. Hell, I would be lying if I didn’t think about selling my body to a few men if money got tight.

“Well, I’m not a woman,” I mumbled.

She nodded, “I figured. If you were, you would have heard about this place from a friend. It’s not exactly popular, but what exactly were you searching for to find my club online?”

“I’d rather not say.”

“Fair. Go on?”

“Well, my girlfriend thought that I was cheating on her because I like to dress up. She threw accusations about me getting my clothes from other women,” I scoffed. “Like women would even be interested in me in the first place.”

“You’d be surprised. Especially here. Just don’t take everything at face value and you’ll be fine,” she said. Hannah ordered a soda from the bartender and sipped it before turning back to me, “So what kind of play are you into?”

I arched an eyebrow, “What do you mean?”

“Sex. What are you into?”

“Honestly, I’m not all too sure. I’ve only been with women that expect me to be a lot manlier than I am. Not like I have a lot of experience with things,” I said.

Hannah smiled, “I can tell. But that’s not a problem. Were you looking to have some fun tonight?”

“Depends on what kind of fun.”

“The kind of fun that will leave you breathless and begging for more.”

“With you?” I asked.

She smirked, “Answer the question.”

I felt a little pressured, but not in a bad way. Having someone pushing me a little was wonderful. I hated always having to make the decisions for myself and my girlfriend. Occasionally, it was nice to just be guided along.

“I wouldn’t say no as long as you don’t have some kind of disease,” I answered.

“And just how long do you intend to be out tonight?”

“As long as it takes to enjoy myself?”

Hannah chuckled and nodded to my glass, “Bring that with you. You’re going to need it.”

I took my glass and followed her to the back room. She checked a few of the doors and finally found a room that wasn’t occupied. The loud moans that came from the other rooms were more than enough to get me in the mood to have a woman on top of me!

As she stepped inside the room, she gestured for me to follow her in, so I did. Hannah took my glass and walked further into the room. There was a single bed with four posts that took up most of the room. I noticed a few hooks in the ceiling, but I couldn’t think of what they’d be used for.

Then there two large chests in the back corners of the room. Before I could ask what was in them, she called out, “Are blindfolds and cuffs okay, Violet?”

“Y-You’re not going to hurt me, are you?” I asked.

“The cuffs are self-release if things get all that bad. There is a button you can press, but I encourage you to leave them on,” she said. She sat my glass down on the floor across the room from the bed to prevent it from being kicked over accidentally.

“I guess it’ll be okay then,” I said.

She headed over to the chest on the right side of the room and grabbed four pairs of cuffs and a thick, black blindfold. “Lay on the bed. Don’t worry about your clothes. They’ll be a mess before you leave, even if you did take them off.”

I wasn’t sure what she intended to do, but I wasn’t going to argue with her. If I was going to get laid, I would lovingly obey her orders. She was a gorgeous woman and I wanted to feel her pussy gripping my shaft. If listening to her was all that she wanted, that was easy enough to do!

I got on the bed and shortly after, she attached the cuffs to each of my limbs and then to a bedpost. Then, she put the blindfold on me and giggled, “I’ll be back in a second. Try to stay calm, okay?”

“Where are you going?” I asked.

“To get the others. Your first time here should be a real experience, shouldn’t it?” she asked in return.

Before I could answer, I heard the door shut behind her. Silence took the room. My heart thundered in my chest and I all I could think about was how in over my head I was. I’d just become single again, was this really what I should be doing? This couldn’t have been healthy.

A few minutes later, I heard the door open again and quite a few women stepped inside. The first voice that called out was a familiar one, but one I didn’t expect. “Nice to see you again, Violet. Hannah, did you see the ass she has on her?” the bouncer called out.

“Trust me, I’ve seen it. Why do you think I brought you in, Cecily?” Hannah said.

A few voices I didn’t know started commenting about my smooth legs, my pale skin, and the cute bulge in my panties. My cock shouldn’t have been described as cute, cute meant small!

“Do you think she’ll end up being one of us?” Cecily asked.

“Probably, I get the feeling that she would be happy here. We’ll see. For now, I don’t think you girls should worry about that. I think that our little Violet needs to be treated to a Wet Kitty special,” Hannah said.

There were more than a few giggles, then I heard the sound of a bottle being opened. If I didn’t know better, that had to be lube. What were a bunch of women doing with lube? Was I about to get pegged?

I couldn’t deny that I’d asked Ashley to do that a time or two, but she always turned me down. Still, it felt a little strange to be happening right now. What if they used a toy that was too big?

Someone stepped onto the bed and I heard a few chains clinking around. Then, my ankles were taken from the bedposts and lifted high into the air. “Such a nice ass!” Cecily moaned.

One of the other women called out, “Can I go first?”

Hannah chuckled, “Let me get her in position and then you certainly can, Becky. I’m sure Violet won’t complain about us using her mouth while you fuck her.”

The cuffs got attached to what I could only assume was a bar that had been hung from the hooks in the ceiling. My hips lifted slightly off the bed and I felt a pair of hands pull my panties up my thighs.

I opened my mouth to speak, but I felt someone’s warm, thick cock head touch my lips. Immediately, I pulled away. A hand ran through my hair and Hannah called out, “Don’t be scared, sweetie. We’re not going to hurt you.”

“B-But I thought you were women!”

“We are, surely you didn’t think you were the only one that had a cock in this club, did you?” Cecily said.

The cock pressed against my lips again and this time, I didn’t argue. As unattractive as men were to me, I couldn’t pretend that cock wasn’t appealing. That was the only reason I’d ever considered sleeping with a man.

I felt a second cock press against my pucker. The woman, who I could only assume was Becky, squirted some lube onto my ass and then pushed that thick cock into me. The cock slowly working its way into my mouth muffled my loud moan.

As wrong as it was, I loved how these cocks felt as they slid into me. The one in my ass soon started pumping into me in short, fast strokes. It was a little uncomfortable at first, but I was able to focus on sucking the one in my mouth for now. I heard a low moan and I hoped it was Cecily in my mouth. As big as her cock was, I really, really wanted to believe it was Cecily.

Someone released the cuff from my right hand and then pulled it to their cock and I started stroking them quickly. I didn’t care how much of a whore I must have seemed like to them anymore. I was enjoying myself and that was all that mattered! Ashley could have never made me feel like this.

Occasionally, I heard the sound of two women kissing each other and all I could do was imagine who it was. I hoped it was Cecily and Hannah, those two were the only ones I really knew and I didn’t care about who else was fucking me. As slutty as that was, I didn’t care. I needed this.

Another person released my other hand and I soon had both hands working on two cocks. Cecily was down my throat, and Becky continued to slam into my ass mercilessly. Each time she hammered into me, I felt my body jolt forth and then fall back into place. I never knew being four women’s little slut would be so god damn wonderful.

Becky started hammering into me with frantic strokes and I found out why shortly after. She lunged forward and let out a soft cry as her cock throbbed deep within my ass. Her hot seed flooded into my ass and she gently rubbed my thighs as she pumped me full of her cum.

Once she finished, she pulled out and stammered, “T-Thanks, Hannah.”

“You’re welcome, Becky. Next up?”

The cock in my left hand pulled away and seconds later, I felt it sinking into my ass. This woman was bigger than Becky, not by too much, but I could feel her cock reacher deeper inside me. I would have loved to take the blindfold off so I could see these women, but that would ruin some of the magic. Not knowing who was fucking me was more fun than knowing.

I needed to be their whore. I needed to finally get to do the things that Ashley must have been imagining me doing all along. Cecily finally pulled out of my mouth and Hannah replaced her. Hannah’s hands fell to the side of my head and she lifted me slightly before shoving her cock deep down my throat.

Cecily was letting me go at my own pace, but Hannah apparently wanted much more than that. She fucked my mouth almost in sync with the woman that was pounding my once-tight ass. I didn’t care. All I cared about was making sure I kept breathing while she fucked my mouth. Cecily pulled my hand to her wet cock and I weakly stroked her massive shaft.

I lost track of all sense of time as I was used by these three women. Finally, the woman that was hammering into my ass let out a whimpering cry and pulled out. “Watch out, Hannah!”

Hannah pulled her cock from my throat and no sooner than her warmth left me, I felt the hot splattering of cum fall onto my stomach, chest, and face. The blouse I was wearing would probably be stained, but I didn’t care. I was loving every second of being their bitch.

Someone slapped the woman’s ass and then I heard Hannah whisper, “Talk to you later, Penny.”

“Later,” she called out and stumbled her way out of the room.

Cecily chuckled and spoke softly, “I would hate to make you go last, Hannah. Fuck our little Violet while she’s still got a little energy left in her.”

“And what are you going to do?” Hannah asked.

I felt a warm hand grasp my cock, “I’m going to make sure she cums on herself. I think she’s earned at least one orgasm, don’t you?”

Hannah’s cock pressed against my ass and I let out a slight gasp as she pushed it inside me. She was thicker than the rest by quite a bit, more than I cared to admit. Not being able to see their cocks was frustrating. I just wanted to be able to prepare myself mentally for their size!

As she pushed her hips further into me, I couldn’t help but moan quietly. Her cock ground against my prostate with every slight movement of her shaft. “I think she’s been a good girl. I was a little surprised to hear that you wanted to join us, Cecily. You never play with the new girls.”

“Mm, I liked the way she talked to me. Maybe I’m just a little pent up,” Cecily said as she started stroking my cock.

Hannah’s thrust in sync with those pulls on my cock. Cecily had to keep her motions slow though, my cock was much smaller than Hannah’s… Getting that monstrous thing inside me took a little longer than it did for Cecily to finish a stroke.

They were just getting into a decent rhythm when my moans got louder. The stretching coupled with that satisfying sensation of being stuffed full was too much. The other two women were nothing in comparison to Hannah, and that was saying something. Never in my life had I been at this level of bliss.

I could smell Penny’s cum as I sucked in deep breaths to try and keep myself from cumming so quickly. It was all for nothing. As Hannah worked her hips faster into me, Cecily’s grip tightened around my cock and I let out a high-pitched cry. My balls tightened up and Hannah cooed, “That’s a good girl. Shower yourself in cum.”

Cecily chuckled and I felt my cheeks burning from embarrassment once again. What was it about Cecily that was just so damn special? I couldn’t put my finger on it, but there was no time to linger on that thought.

My cum shot forth and sprayed onto my face, neck, and chest. I’d never had such a powerful orgasm. My legs were mostly numb at this point from having them held up for so long, but my toes still curled. I could feel my body tighten around Hannah’s cock as the waves of ecstasy continued to pull me under.

Hannah groaned quietly and hammered into me one last time as she grumbled, “F-Fucking hell, she’s still tight…”

Once again, Cecily chuckled and her hand slid away from my cock. Cecily pulled away the blindfold just in time for me to see Hannah’s face flush pink as she unleashed a torrent of her hot cum deep into my ass. Hannah slowly pulled out and I could see that cum-covered cock glistening in the light.

Even as Hannah moved towards my mouth, I knew that I wasn’t going to argue. The three women that fucked me worked hard to make this little treat for me. Cecily put her hand on Hannah’s lower back and whispered, “Think she’s good enough to work here?”

I wasn’t even in the market for a job. Mine wasn’t that great, but then again, I wasn’t going to say no. If they could find something for me to do here, I would happily work my ass off just to have nights like this again.

“I’m sure we can figure something out. Open wide, Violet,” Hannah said.

Her cock once again disappeared into my mouth and the salty-sweet cum was a welcome reward. Cecily reached up and removed the cuffs from my ankles and started rubbing her hands up and down my thighs to help get the blood flowing again.

When Hannah pulled out of my mouth, Cecily looked at me, “I want you to be mine, Violet.”

“T-Then fuck me any way you want,” I purred.

“Not like that. I want you to be my girlfriend. Hannah filled me in on what I needed to know. You don’t have to make your mind up right now, but you should know that I don’t date often,” she said.

Hannah nodded, “I’m a little proud of her right now, Violet. She’s being a big girl and letting you know she’s interested. Come on back tomorrow if you want to spend some more time together. For now, Cecily has to get back to work.”

Cecily groaned and nodded, “Of course, but I expect to have your number in my phone before you go home tonight, Violet.”

I smiled at her, “Yes, ma’am!”


Story Sixty-Nine

A Futa Boss and her Fertile Secretary

Get Fired or Get Frisky


Working for a strict boss could be satisfying at times. When she told me that I was doing a good job, I could actually believe her. When she told me I was fucking up, I knew that I needed to get my shit together.

Brandy had no issue firing people on the spot for what seemed like very little reason, so working for her definitely spiked my anxiety at times. It was only my third week working as her secretary and I could feel the pressure increasing with each day. The mistakes she could forgive on week one no longer got the same leniency.

A little tough love wasn’t something I was against, but Brandy didn’t seem capable of love. Even when I tried my best to bat my eyelashes and get her to let something slide, she pierced my soul with her stare.

Even now, as I walked to her office, I couldn’t help but feel like she was laying a trap for me. She knew how clumsy I could be. My hand quivered as I turned the handle to opened her door. I tiptoed into my boss’s office with the hot cup of coffee she requested in my hands. She looked at me briefly when I came in, but she was currently on the phone with one of her clients.

Those intimidating blue eyes seemed to dare me to make a mistake as I stepped closer. Her blonde hair was pulled back into a tight bun and her ruby red lips had an almost charming quality to them. Almost. Her commanding presence made it hard for me to think of she was even capable of love or compassion.

She gestured to the coaster on her desk as she continued talking, “Right, you wouldn’t have an issue with marketing…”

I leaned forward to put the coffee down and a loud snap rang out and I tumbled forward. The coffee cup hit the desk and the plastic lid on it popped free. Time slowed down as I watched the steaming liquid flow over the desk. The papers on her desk were engulfed, her mousepad was soaked, and worst of all, the coffee had splashed onto her business skirt.

Her face reddened and she glared at me and used her hand to cover the phone, “Don’t just stand there. Get something to clean this up with!”

I didn’t hesitate as I started hobbling out of the room. The heel of my shoe had broken off when I leaned forward. Warm tears welled up in my eyes as I hurried away to the bathroom to grab a handful of paper towels. On my way back, one of the IT guys looked at me and whispered quietly, “It was nice working with you, Sara.”

The wetness in my eyes spilled over at the comment and I ducked my head lower as I returned to Brandy’s office. I closed the door a little harder than I intended to and rushed back over to her desk to use the paper towels to absorb as much of the spilled coffee as I could.

“Yes sir, you would have our backing all the way through your campaign…” Brandy went on.

Her eyes bore into me as she gestured to her skirt on the back of her chair. I could already understand her anger, but what happened wasn’t truly my fault. Surely, she wouldn’t blame me for something out of my control.

After I did my best to clean up the mess, she gestured to the chair in front of her desk. I took a seat and continued to cry while she finished her phone call.

The fifteen minutes ticked by slowly and she never once stopped making me feel like I was an inch tall. That gaze could have made a professional fighter squirm. Brandy finally put the phone back on the receiver and let out a deep sigh, “Do you have any idea how important securing that client was?”

“N-No ma’am,” I mumbled.

“Look at me when you talk to me,” she snapped.

I forced myself to look into her eyes.

“Having that client means that I can keep paying people like you to dump coffee into my lap. All I wanted was a little caffeine to help get me through the day. I guess having a scalded lap does the trick of waking someone up.”

“I’m so sorry, my heel snapped, I really—”

“Shut up. I don’t want to hear excuses. All you had to do was set a cup of coffee on my desk, Sara. That’s all I needed you to do. I wasn’t asking you to prepare a spreadsheet of all of the quarterly supplies that were needed. I didn’t ask you to do a company-wide inventory. What is so hard about putting a cup on a desk?”

“I—”

“Stop talking. These panties are ruined now. Do you have any idea how hard it is to find panties that don’t cut into my balls?” she asked.

I cocked my head to the side, “Pardon?”

Brandy stood from her chair and gestured to her stained panties. The once beautiful white lace looked expensive, but that wasn’t all that caught my attention. Brandy’s balls bulged out the crotch of her panties while her cock threatened to spill out of her waistband.

“Seriously, I have to order these custom to ensure that they don’t stretch out too much over time. It’s a massive pain to have them crafted and sent to me. So guess what I have to do now?”

My eyes couldn’t tear away from the massive surprise she hid in those panties. Brandy snapped loudly, “I said guess what I have to do now.”

“Y-You have a penis,” I whispered.

“Very astute of you to notice that. I have to order another set of panties before I can wear this outfit again. Not to mention my skirt, I can only hope that dry cleaning will do a good enough job,” she said. Brandy sat back down in her chair and let out a deep sigh. “Speaking of jobs. I think you’re done here, Sara. I expect you to have your desk packed by the end of the workday.”

My breath hitched and I felt my heart plummet, “M-Ma’am, it really was an accident. I’ve been trying my hardest to—”

“Spare me the details. I didn’t make you work very hard. You can claim it was an accident, but you chose to wear those heels. They are so thin that I’m more impressed they didn’t break after a week of having them. I have to walk out of the office today with a coffee-stained skirt. That’s not even mentioning that my crotch is going to smell like caramel coffee for the next three hours. Do you think that goes without punishment?”

I shook my head slowly. “Of course not, ma’am. I-I just really need this job.”

“So what would you have me do instead?” Brandy asked.

I swallowed hard and kept my eyes on my feet. My stomach knotted up at the thought of having to beg my parents for enough money to scrape by on until I could find another job. I owed them enough as it was.

The question lingered in the air for a moment while Brandy cut through me with those intense eyes. After a few seconds of tension, I mumbled, “I don’t know what I could do that would make this up to you, ma’am.”

What I did wasn’t all that bad, I spilled coffee on her by accident. Nothing about my intentions were bad. I never would have purposefully done something to upset her, not when I already knew her reputation for being so strict on her employees.

“That’s the thing, Sara. You don’t have to think about what punishments are necessary. You don’t have to think about what a few mistakes here and there can lead to when you run a company. Do you even understand the scope of what my company does?”

I shook my head.

“Of course you don’t. You just want a quick buck, so you apply for menial tasks instead of improving yourself and striving for more in life. You’re content to just sit back and let others make the decisions for you,” she said callously.

My hands clenched my knees and I gritted my teeth at the woman’s sharp words. There was no refuting that in a real way. She wasn’t wrong, as much as I wished she was. It was far more comfortable for me to let others guide me down a path instead of having to make those hard decisions and possibly be wrong. At least when things went south, they were to blame.

Brandy gave me a moment to respond. The silence continued to frustrate me, I had nothing to say that would tell her anything she didn’t already have figured out.

“Even right now, when you’re about to lose your job, you do nothing but accept what I say as fact. Perception is reality, Sara. Have you heard that saying before?”

I nodded.

“Do you know how much work it takes to be successful by the age of thirty?”

“No.”

“Do you even know what your definition of successful is?”

My knuckles turned white as I tried my hardest to bite back the anger that was building within me. It wasn’t at her. That was what made it harder to deal with. “Being successful means I wouldn’t have to worry about how my bills are going to get paid.”

“Would you like to hear my definition, Sara?”

“Sure,” I spat.

She smirked for a moment before she turned to her computer and opened Facebook. Her feed was full of people sharing the latest viral videos. Other posts were celebrating children, some about struggling with their depression, and others were about how happy they were about their significant others.

“These are the people I grew up with. You’re going to have to bear with me for a second, Sara. It’ll make a lot more sense after I tell you a little bit about me. When I was growing up, no one wanted to talk to me. No one wanted to come to my house and hang out. No one invited me to birthday parties. I was the weird, gay kid that no one wanted to be seen with. I didn’t know what being transgender was, I didn’t know the woman I was meant to be could even be let out of her cage. When I was eighteen, I left home. Packed my things up and took a train to California to become the next star.”

She chuckled and leaned back in her chair. Her eyes drifted down to her crotch and she grumbled quietly before continuing, “But you can guess how that turned out. Failed audition after failed audition. I had no experience with that. But the lesson I learned during that year of my life was probably the most important one of my life. Don’t allow dead weight into your life. You see, in those auditions, I would only have drug down the rest of the cast. They would have to teach me, and I would have to learn or I would disappoint them and the audience.”

Brandy winked at me, “Similar to how a secretary might disappoint her boss. But here’s where things connect for you and I. If I disappointed the audience, they would be disappointed with the group, not just me. When you can’t perform to my expectations, you show others that they don’t have to either.”

I nodded my head and whispered, “So that’s it? I’m just done because my heel broke?”

“Maybe. That depends on your actions. I wasn’t done with my story, Sara,” she said. I looked back into her eyes and listened intently as she continued. As much as I wanted to be angry with her, I knew that I could learn from her. “After that year, I did my best to learn what it meant to be an actor. What I found was that I didn’t even want to be one. I wanted to have people know my name. I wanted the respect I’d never had growing up.”

I heard Brandy slip her heels off of her feet. She stood and walked around the desk and stood in front of me. The scent of coffee was indeed strong on her crotch as she leaned against the desk barely two feet from me.

My eyes drifted to her impressive bulge and she chuckled. “Look at you, right now. You’re dreaming of something that you want, even if you don’t know how to get it. I don’t mind you fantasizing about me. That shows me that you do have aspirations, even if you don’t know how to reach them. Back to the story, Sara.”

“I started as an intern for an accountant. It wasn’t glorious work, but I learned quickly. From there, I learned how companies tended to manage their money and from there, I learned how to help new businesses. From intern to freelancer, to aspiring business owner. I saved as much as I could and eventually managed to buy a failing startup. That startup eventually took on the form of the company you’re now working for. I bet you can’t guess how fast my ‘friends’ found me when I started appearing in articles.”

I couldn’t take my eyes off the soiled panties as I mumbled, “They wanted to know you once you made a name for yourself.”

“Mhmm, it’s funny how fast people flock to success with hands extended. They’ll never see a dime from me, Sara. But look at you, on my payroll and taking that for granted. Do you want to be a secretary forever? I doubt it. So where is the drive? When are you going to start putting in long hours to get the things you want?”

“B-But I don’t want much,” I said.

She giggled and slid a hand down her blouse and eased her fingers into her panties. Brandy ran the fingers over her shaft and then pulled her hand out of the panties and leaned forward. Without a glimpse of hesitation, she poked three fingers into my mouth and my tongue immediately started lapping at them greedily. “You want me, Sara. You want your job. So what can you offer me right now that would make either of those things a possibility?”

I slowly brought my hand up to her wrist and eased her fingers out of my mouth, “I-I could clean your panties for you.”

The words escaped me before I even realized what that might entail.

“And why would I let you do that when I could go to the bathroom and do it myself? The stain is going to be there no matter how much either of us scrubs.”

“With my mouth…”

Her eyes locked onto mine again. In the entire time I’d known Brandy, this was the first time I didn’t feel like she was going to cut me down for matching her intense gaze.

“Well, that might not be such a bad idea,” she said. Brandy walked back around her desk and sat in her chair. She clicked a few icons and then got around to opening her email and started typing. Her eyes cut back to me, “Were you waiting for me to ask?”

I kicked off my heels and hurried around her desk and slid to my knees. Putting on a show was the last thing on my mind. I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around the bulge in her panties and suckled softly while letting my tongue run over her panties. The stain was primarily on the front of her panties, though I knew it trailed down her balls a little way.

She groaned quietly and continued working on her email. I wasn’t as stupid as she might have believed me to be at this moment in time. There was only so many ways a boss could ask for a blowjob without being direct about it. Then again, blackmailing her with this didn’t seem like the smartest idea in the world.

I worked further down along the growing bulge in her panties, focusing on running my tongue along the thick vein on the underside of her cock. The clicking of the keyboard became more rapid as I neared her crown. I did my best to engulf it through the panties.

The taste of the caramel coffee was sweetened by the delicious bead of precum I earned. That word made my thighs warmer than giving my boss an impromptu blowjob. I earned that. It wasn’t given to me.

I pulled away from the head of Brandy’s cock and leaned back in, this time my mouth started working the other sizable bulge. Her heavy balls had a curiously sweet smell to them, not that I was going to complain. I looked up for a second and saw that her eyes were still focused solely on the monitor. That needed to change. I wouldn’t be ignored.

My teeth gently nibbled her sack through the panties. I barely pinched her balls as I continued to work my way down her panties. Each time I shifted lower, I licked feverishly. Once I stopped tasting coffee more than the fabric, I took a deep breath before pushing my luck.

I opened my mouth and took one of her heavy balls into my mouth. With her sack being compressed by the panties, it was a little odd, but I managed well enough. My left hand reached up to her thick cock and I stroked her length. The wetness of the panties reminded me of what I was trying to accomplish. Brandy needed to find a reason to believe that I wouldn’t let her down.

Just because I was on my knees for her didn’t mean that I didn’t have some measure of power right now. After all, she was the one letting me continue my play. I glanced up again and saw her hands resting behind her head as she watched me work. I stopped suckling and pulled away. I grabbed the waistband of her panties and pulled them down below her balls and let her cock spring free.

The throbbing girl-dick made my panties almost as wet as I made hers. “How’s this for taking initiative?” I asked before taking the head of her cock into my mouth.

Her precum was much sweeter than any of my previous partners. Granted, I didn’t have a large sample size but I still knew quality when I tasted it. I closed my eyes and relaxed my jaw as I took more of her into my mouth. The velvet-smooth head brushed against the back of my throat. I didn’t stop.

I needed my eyes to be closed as I continued to take her deeper into my throat. It was hard to force her further down, but I needed to prove to her that I was dedicated. The quiet moan that escaped her was all the encouragement I needed to push through the slight burning in my lungs. My body craved to take another breath, but with her cock filling my airway, I couldn’t. I wouldn’t fail her again.

When my nose brushed against her smooth crotch, she gently put a hand on the back of my head, “It’s not bad. The only problem is I don’t like when my underlings get too ahead of themselves. As much as I appreciate the gesture, you’re not the one in charge here, Sara.”

I felt her hand pull me gently against her, as I tried to pull away, she resisted and held me there. “When I let you go, you’re going to get up and bend over my desk. You’re going to hold onto the other side it and stay as quiet as you possibly can while I take what I really want. If that’s a problem, you can walk out of this office. You do that, you’re fired. You stay, you’ve got one more responsibility to take care of on a day-to-day basis. My satisfaction is paramount and you’ll make sure that I’m satiated.”

She let go of me and I immediately pulled away from her massive cock. Inch after inch left my throat, but I couldn’t get away quick enough. As the crown finally passed my lips, I paused long enough to give that thick, purple head a kiss. I stood and turned around and silently bent over the desk and held on tight.

The deep breaths I took were controlled and quiet, but as she lifted my skirt, I couldn’t pretend that my whimpering wasn’t because of her. I heard her familiar chuckle as she pulled my panties down my thighs and let them fall around my ankles.

Her hands left my body for a second and she lifted my shirt and put her panties underneath, “They might dry a little faster if you’re warming them up.”

I kept myself quiet. Brandy could do anything she wanted to me at the moment. All of the previous talk about me following the guidance of another sank in deeper as she pressed her cock against my drenched folds. I didn’t care about the negative connotations that lesson might have held. If she was the one guiding me, I would follow until she didn’t want me anymore.

Brandy made me feel safe. It was strange that the woman that could pull the rug out from underneath me was the one that also offered the most security. If I tried hard, I knew she would reward me.

Her cock pushed into my tight entrance and I gasped. “Quiet, Sara. I’m not telling you again.”

I brought a hand to my mouth to mute any sound that might try and escape. How on Earth did she expect me to be able to silence myself when her thickness was enough to split me in half?

Brandy’s hands dropped to my ass and she spread them. Her hips pushed further into me and I could feel each inch of her impossibly long futa-cock as it invaded me. The two men I’d had before couldn’t even get me to moan. Here she was, forcing me to be silent when all I wanted was to scream her name.

There was no pretending that she didn’t own me in this moment. That might have been humiliating for someone else, but for me, it was perfect.

The head of Brandy’s cock kissed my cervix as the weight of her hips pressed against mine. She shared her warmth with me for a moment before she leaned further over me. “I’m not going to pull out, Sara. Don’t expect your life to get any easier when you get pregnant. You’ll still work for everything you get.” Her words licked my ears and I felt a flash of panic jolt through me.

Pregnancy was something I wanted to avoid. Or did I? Brandy didn’t take risks, she did things intentionally and had a plan for every situation. Even without knowing her personally for all that long, I knew that even if whatever this was didn’t work out, she wouldn’t leave me high and dry with a kid to raise.

Her hips rolled into mine and I opened my mouth and bit down on my finger to keep myself from moaning like the whore she was turning me into. The soft clapping of our hips echoed in her large office and her moans only added to the ambiance.

She was too intoxicating for her own good. Brandy might not have known it, but she was teaching me lessons that I didn’t even know I needed to be taught. Primarily, she was teaching me that I needed to do everything in my power to keep her invested in me.

If I had to work late every night of the week, I would. If I had to suck her cock while she wrote her emails, I would. If I had to bear her child… I would.

I didn’t care that she was making me feel like a cheap slut, she was making me HER cheap slut.

Brandy’s thrusts got harder and she rocked my body with each stroke into my depths. Those heavy balls pounded against my sensitive lips and I pushed myself onto my tiptoes to lift my hips a little higher. She groaned quietly and tightened her grip on my tight ass as the new angle forced her cock to grind against my g-spot with every motion.

My poor finger would be bruised by the time she was done fucking me. I clenched harder as I felt the burning fire of lust scorching my inhibitions away. Every time she sunk into me, I had to fight the need to scream out in pleasure. Even as I felt my core tighten and my pussy ignite in an inferno of bliss, I kept myself as quiet as I could.

I sucked in desperate breaths through my nose as my juices squirted from my pussy. The pattering of my squirt on the floor below and the warm sensation on my feet almost made me break my silence. A giggle was on the brink of escaping as I realized that my panties would smell like sex for the rest of the day. Better than coffee…

Brandy’s moans turned into more primal grunts as she worked through the clenching of my cunt around her massive cock. Her almost rhythmic pace had broken and each thrust was born of a need for release. She slammed into me with enough force to make the objects on her desk slide further forward.

With one final push into me, her name placard toppled off the desk and crashed heavily onto the carpet. Neither of us could care about that. Her hot, thick futa-cum pumped deep into my pussy. Brandy’s hands kneaded my ass while she groaned quietly as her balls unloaded into me. The sheer volume of cum built a pressure deep within me that made it impossible to imagine I wouldn’t end up bearing this woman’s baby.

If this was what she expected daily, I think I might start looking forward to showing some more initiative at work. Besides, maybe the seed wouldn’t take hold. I wouldn’t want to risk that…

Brandy slowly pulled her cock from my depths and spoke quietly, “Now, pull your panties up and make yourself look presentable, Sara.”

I picked myself up and then fixed my outfit as best I could. Her panties fell out from underneath my shirt and I sheepishly shrugged.

“They’re not important. I don’t care if you have to walk barefoot for the rest of the day. Go get me another coffee. If you muck this up, just know that you’re going to be missing a lot more than a paycheck… Sweetie,” she mumbled the pet name.

It wasn’t hard to tell that she wasn’t used to being compassionate to another person. My cheeks burned brightly with pride as I waddled my way out of the room. Having a freshly abused pussy didn’t bother me all that much as I headed to the coffee shop. As tough as Brandy was, I managed to at least show her enough to make her want to show me something as well.

Losing my job wasn’t the worst thing that could happen to me anymore. My child’s mother needed to be around.


Story Seventy

Madam Reva’s Pleasure Palace

A Sissy Books an Evening with Four Futas


Chapter One

I scrolled through the impressive list of five-star ratings for Madam Reva’s Pleasure Palace. A place where you could get away from the day-to-day stress that came with life. While the reviews were a little vague as to what actually happened there, they were all glowing accounts of their wonderful time at the resort. I needed a vacation desperately and the long waiting list synced up rather well with my personally allotted vacation time. Online marketing was rather lucrative if you know what you’re doing.

When I got the confirmation of the payment, I couldn’t believe the price. I’d spent less on a brand new car. Fifty-three thousand dollars for a three-day trip. While that was an insane amount, I had to believe it would be worth the money. It’s not like fifty-three grand would kill my bank account either. Being a social media influencer had its perks.

While some people hate my flamboyancy, it pays the bills and lets me be true to the diva I love to be. Being nineteen with a couple million in the bank takes a lot of stress off my plate. Still, having to constantly create content and be the person people expect me to be gets tiring. Maybe this ‘Pleasure Palace’ will be enough to keep my mind off of content creation for at least a few minutes.

The reservation was made two months out. They only operated on the weekends and they seemed to be pretty busy considering the price of the stays. During those months I couldn’t keep my mind off of the vacation. Every time I live streamed to talk to my fans, they kept asking about the vacation I mentioned. Of course, I didn’t want to tell them about it or where I was going. Hell, I wasn’t quite sure of what I was getting into either.

“Don’t worry lovelies, I’ll be back in a few days. Alright, girls, Jasper out!” I held up the peace sign to the camera as I ended the stream. With my last daily task done, I could grab my packed bags and go catch my flight.

I was picked up at the airport after my plane landed by a car sent from Madam Reva’s. The driver was a beautiful woman, no more than twenty. Her hair was teased in the back and long in the front, swooping over her left eye. Her bright blue right eye beamed at me. The woman seemed like she could have been a singer in a punk band, yet her demeanor seemed sweet rather than filled with angst.

She greeted me warmly, “Pleasure to meet you, Jasper. Let me help you with your bags.”

The driver took my luggage and packed it into the trunk of the nondescript black sedan. “Madam Reva informed me that you ordered the deluxe package. Would you mind getting in on the passenger seat?”

I didn’t know why the deluxe package would require me to sit in a specific spot, but I didn’t mind the thought. Sitting in the back of taxis always seemed weird to me anyway. I climbed into the seat and she joined me in the car moments after. “What’s your name, pumpkin?” I asked.

“Tessa, is it okay to say that I am a fan of your work?” she asked.

“It is perfectly fine. I just hope that you don’t make me do too much while I’m on vacation, baby,” I teased.

She smiled and shook her head, “Of course not, you’ll love your stay. I’ve seen some of your vlogs, something tells me you’re going to want to book a second trip.”

“Oh, why do you think that, sweetie?”

Tessa reached over and patted my thigh, “Why do you think you spent so much to come to the Palace?”

Her hand slowly crept up my leg, “Uh, you know, I imagined it would be something like a very exclusive spa.”

Tessa’s hand was nearing my package and I closed my thighs slightly, “Jasper, we’re going to take care of you in every way possible. Starting with something to relax you. It’s going to be a long drive, Jasper.” Her delicate fingers pulled at the waistband of my yoga pants, “Unless you don’t want me to?”

My face burned with embarrassment. I didn’t like to pretend that I was blessed, my manhood only stood at six inches. The issue was, even with her just teasing me so far, I was already fully hard. “I don’t mind, pumpkin. But are you going to be able to drive safely?”

She smiled and pulled away from my pants for a moment before cranking the car. Tessa pulled out of the pick-up area and got back on the road. Her hand slid into my colorful stretchy pants and stroked along my smooth cock. “I’m a professional, sir. I assure you, Madam Reva would do nothing to endanger you. If you don’t feel confident that I can do both, then please let me know and I will stop.”

Those soft fingers applied the perfect amount of pressure to my length. My head tilted back against the headrest and I let out a feminine moan.

“You sound so beautiful, Jaspie,” she cooed.

The pet name brought a smile to my lips, “You’re doing a good job, that’s why.”

She let out a quiet giggle as she turned onto the interstate. The engine roared and she sped up the ramp. My eyes nervously glanced over at the speedometer, it was already climbing past ninety and she seemed content to continue picking up speed. Her hand stroked my cock faster, seemingly synced to the car’s velocity.

I whimpered out quietly, “Tessa? Are you trying to get us killed?”

“Of course not, don’t you trust me?” her hand squeezed my cock, making it hard to really care about how fast she was going.

The site mentioned that all of the staff members at her resort were very talented. I could hope that this was all part of the vacation. My heart pounded in my chest, yet I couldn’t deny that the adrenaline made her hand feel even better around my hot shaft. I reached down and pushed my yoga pants down my thighs a little ways and blushed as my yellow satin panties came into view.

“They’re so cute, Jaspie. Mm, I’d love to see what happens when Madam Reva finds out about them,” Tessa purred.

I bit my lip as she continued to stroke my shaft. Glancing to check the speed, my heart skipped a beat. One hundred and forty-five. She zipped past the other cars while expertly handling my cock. Each twisting pull she made on my cock ended with her thumb massaging the head of my uncut manhood.

My hips rose to meet her downward strokes and I let out a pathetically feminine cry as I felt my balls tightening. “I-I’m!”

“Cum for me, Jaspie. Coat my hand with your delicious cum, please,” she begged.

I couldn’t hold back the flood of my orgasm even if I wanted to. Thick globs of cum shot through my shaft. Her hand cupped around the head of my cock to catch the seed. I let out a long moan as the pleasurable orgasm came to an end.

She pulled her hand to her lips and started licking away the cum. Her foot pulled away from the gas pedal and the car slowly settled back down to a much more comfortable seventy miles an hour.

“Oh my gosh, you taste so sweet!” she exclaimed as she devoured the cum from her hand.

I relaxed against the seat and shook my head, “N-No meat diet. Lots of fruit. Glad to know you liked it.” My sentences barely made sense but I couldn’t be bothered to try harder. After having such an intense orgasm, I deserved a little understanding.

Tessa sighed as she licked away the last of the cum, “I want another treat, Jaspie.”

I glanced over at her and then to her groin. Her pleated skirt hid something a little unexpected, a tiny bulge. She cocked her head, “Something wrong?”

“Uh, I don’t think so? Er, are you a woman?” I asked.

“Of course, well. Kind of? I’m a futanari if you know what those are,” she responded.

I knew of futanari as women with a cock and a pussy that both functioned, but it was just a hentai thing, right? “Uh, kind of?”

“Well, Madam Reva found me when my parents cast me out for being an abomination. They thought I was a cursed child or something crazy. But Madam Reva knew better. Madam Reva adopted all of us. She’s a very loving mother. Sorry, this is probably too much. I don’t normally talk so much, but you’re Jasper Parks!”

It was cute to see her being a fangirl. Cuter still that she was more worried about talking to me like a normal person even after eating my cum. “I love hearing about you. So you’re like a family?” I asked.

“Yeah, but we’re not related. I like to call Heather and Daisy twins, but they’re just really similar. Madam Reva is… Well, I shouldn’t say too much about her, she prefers to introduce herself,” Tessa answered.

This Madam Reva woman certainly had an air of mystery surrounding her. I couldn’t deny that I was interested, “So, Tessa, you’re a futa. Are the others as well?”

“Of course! We all have girl-cocks. If we didn’t, well… I don’t think our customers would be nearly as satisfied as they are,” Tessa said.

My cock perked up at the news. while he would be out of commission for at least another ten minutes, that wouldn’t stop me from thinking about this girl. I’ve always been openly bisexual, but this just seemed too perfect. With Tessa, Daisy, Heather, and Madam Reva all being involved in this ‘Pleasure Palace’, my fantasies went wild. With as delicate as Tessa appeared, I imagined that if I was allowed to have sex with any of these futas, she would be my first choice.

After pulling my panties and yoga pants back up, I sighed heavily. My eyelids were heavy and I tried to keep myself awake. The last thoughts I had were of Tessa. I adored her sparkling personality with her clashing dark appearance. Not to mention, those pale legs of hers just drove me wild.

Chapter Two

I awoke to Tessa’s gentle touch along my neck as she whispered, “You’re going to struggle to sleep tonight, Jaspie.”

My eyes fluttered open and I looked at Tessa. Her dark hair had a halo of light around it, light from the front of the three-story building poured over Tessa. “And why do you say that, sweetie,” I rubbed the weariness from my eyes.

“Because you slept all day, Jaspie. Could I ask you for a favor?” she asked. Her hands crossed over her abdomen and her eyes darted around nervously.

I nodded, “Yeah, what’s up?”

“I, uh, I wasn’t supposed to do anything with you in the car. If you could not mention that, I would appreciate that.”

“You’re absolutely adorable. Don’t worry, I won’t say anything, but do you do that with all of the customers?” I asked.

She went to the trunk and took my bags as she mumbled, “You’re Jasper Parks…”

“And you’re Tessa. I’ll take that as a compliment, so thank you, darling,” I purred. The handjob felt amazing. Finding out that it wasn’t part of the vacation, that only made it a nicer memory. Having fans was a beautiful thing.

Three figures walked out of the mansion. A singsong voice called out from the middle woman, “Welcome, Jasper. My name is Madam Reva, I’ll be playing host for the next three days of your stay. To my left is my daughter Daisy, and my right, Heather. You’ve already met Tessa, she’s my youngest. Twins, please help your sister with the bags.”

Daisy and Heather stepped closer but the darkness kept me from making out too much about them. Daisy had darker brown hair around her shoulder whereas her ‘twin’ had blonde hair of matching length. I assumed that they were doing that as a means to look more alike. Even in the darkness, I could tell differences in their bone structure. Then again, years of doing makeup made those differences more obvious. An untrained eye might mistake them for blood relatives.

“Thank you, Madam Reva. Can I just call you Reva? The Madam thing just feels forced for me,” I asked.

“Of course, I didn’t call you Mr. Parks for a reason. Would you like to come inside? I would love to hear about the drive over, Tessa seemed quite excited to pick you up.”

I walked to Reva’s side and she wrapped an arm around my waist. For someone to be called ‘Madam’ and adopting others, she didn’t look to be older than her mid-twenties. Her curly light brown hair reached down to her breasts, the dress she wore teased plenty of cleavage. My eyes drifted to her groin, curious to see if I could make out a bulge. Sadly, the darkness didn’t allow for that.

As we stepped inside, she walked through the first floor of the building. She showed me the living area, the kitchen, the dining room, and the restroom. Then she took me to the second floor where she pulled me into a room and shut the door behind me. The click of the door’s lock sounded out, then she turned to me and I noticed her crimson colored eyes.

“You’re a beautiful boy, Jasper. Forgive my desire for privacy, but I can smell the lust pouring off of you,” she stepped closer to me and nodded to the bed.

I wouldn’t deny a second orgasm for today. My heart raced, but silent alarms went off in my mind. Red eyes, talking about smelling my lust, and the curiosity of her age made me wonder about who she really was. “I’m sorry, I don’t know how to avoid smelling like lust. Then again, I might not mind smelling like lust, darling,” I couldn’t meet her piercing gaze anymore.

She pushed me into a sitting position on the bed. Her incredible strength betrayed her lithe frame, “I smelled it on my daughter as well. Surely you don’t think I’m a fool, do you?” I recoiled in fear but her warm smile eased my nerves. “I heard what she said, I’m glad that she’s met her idol. Do me a favor, don’t disappoint my baby girl. We’ll take good care of you, but we’ve got things to do first. Day one isn’t supposed to include more intimate moments.”

My hands moved to her hips and she immediately slapped them away, “Bad boy, you’ll enjoy yourself when it’s time. Right now, I think we should have dinner. But you need to promise me those hands will stay to yourself until I tell you otherwise. Is that understood?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I whispered. She pulled away from me and sauntered towards the door.

“Good boy, come along,” Reva said.

The confidence she had was impressive. I didn’t know if I should be more afraid of her, or interested in her. Following her, I spoke softly, “Did I do something wrong by not stopping her?”

“Don’t worry about that. I was mostly testing you, Jasper. You’ve at least got a desire that I can see being fulfilled here. More than one, if I had to guess,” she said.

We made our way downstairs and she led me back into the dining room. The delicious scent of steak and various vegetables filled the room and I happily sat down where Reva pointed. My plate was already made. Instead of steak, a bowl of salad sat beside my plate with a second bowl containing onion soup beside it. Such a wonderful meal to start off the vacation with. While I certainly missed the taste of meat, it didn’t mix well with my stomach anymore.

Reva took a seat at the head of the rectangular table and the other three women soon joined us. Tessa took a seat beside me while Daisy and Heather both sat opposite of us. With decent lighting, I could tell Daisy was of Asian descent, though her creamy skin seemed to show that she had a fair amount of European blood in her. Heather, on the other hand, was as pale as Tessa.

“It’s lovely to have a guest tonight, but I’m afraid only one of my daughters will join you in your room tonight. Remember what I said, Jasper. Hands to yourself tonight,” having her state it so bluntly made my cheeks flush.

I poked at the food as I responded, “Would Tessa be an alright choice?”

“Of course, this is your vacation. She’s an excellent masseuse, but I think you might already have had an experience with her hands,” Reva teased.

The twins giggled and I rolled my eyes, “I thought it wasn’t supposed to be common knowledge, darling.”

Tessa’s hand slipped under the table and patted my thigh, “You should eat, Jaspie. Daisy works hard to make our food, and I’m sure you’ll love it.”

Daisy nodded, “If he doesn’t, I’m sure I could make him something he would enjoy. I would love to hear a list of your favorites sometime, Jaspie.”

I smiled, “Jaspie is a name I haven’t been called in a while. Glad to know that Tessa is spreading it already. This place is feeling more like home by the second. I’d love to tell you some of my favorite things sometime, Daisy.”

Heather smiled, “I’m sure he would.”

Dinner was phenomenal. As soon as we started eating, the small talk fell to the wayside. No one seemed to mind that Tessa’s hand stayed under the table the entire time. She certainly was skilled with her hands, a fact my cock was very aware of.

Once we finished, Reva told Heather to clean up and then waved to me, “I’ll see you in the morning. Daisy will attend to your needs in the morning, should you have any.”

The needs she referenced were vague, but I could hope that it would entail a futa-cock stuffing my tight ass. Tessa took me by the hand and stood from the table, “Let’s go, Jaspie. I can’t wait to start your massage. I bet your skin is so soft, you must take amazing care of it. Are you comfortable getting naked for it?”

“Of course, but I would have liked to at least pretend you were nervous about seeing me nude,” I teased.

She shook her head, “I’ve been waiting to see you naked all day! It’s been a fantasy of mine, but I shouldn’t keep talking about that. Come on, Jaspie.”

I was pulled along up to the second floor. The same bedroom I was pulled into by Reva earlier was the room that Tessa took me to. She immediately started removing her own clothes, but I had another issue. All of my belongings were in the room.

That shouldn’t have been possible. Reva had me in this room, then we went to dinner where the other three women were. How on earth were my things brought up here? Tessa’s panties were tossed at my feet and I looked up to see the gorgeous woman blushing at me.

This couldn’t have been her first time being nude in front of someone. Seeing her blushing must have meant she was nervous to be naked in front of me. My eyes wandered her petite frame. Her breasts were tiny with adorable pink nipples that fit her diminutive frame. I was five-foot-four and she was still two inches shorter than me.

Her smooth stomach guided my eyes further down to her soft cock. It wasn’t large, if anything she was about my size down there, nothing too special. But that was what made it even more appealing. When she said girl-cock, I couldn’t imagine ever describing a cock as feminine, yet she proved that it could describe her length.

She reached down and took hold of her cock and balls with a quivering hand. Slowly, she pulled them out of the way and I could see her wet pussy below. All logic told me that what I was seeing was impossible, but I couldn’t deny my attraction to her.

My own cock soon tented my yoga pants and I sighed heavily, “Reva told me not to touch you tonight.”

“I know, but I still wanted to show you everything. I don’t want you to be surprised when it’s time for us all to play.”

“Us?”

She covered her mouth, “I shouldn’t have said that.”

“Why not?”

“Because it’s the finale. The last thing you’ll enjoy here before you go back home,” she mumbled.

I tilted my head to the side, “I’m not sure I understand.”

“People come here to, er, be given a very thorough service. Where we, uh… You’re not going to forget your time here, Jaspie,” she said softly. Tessa stepped closer to me and pulled me towards the bed, “If you take off your clothes, I can get started with your massage. That might help you get to sleep a little easier, Jaspie.”

“Right,” I said. My hands immediately went to work taking off my own clothes. I saw her smile when she saw my pierced nipples and I gave her a sheepish shrug. As soon as my shirt was on the ground, I felt her warm mouth surround a nipple. I looked down at her and gave a quiet chuckle, “You’re not going to make tonight very easy, are you?”

Her teeth nibbled on my pierced nub and I let out a soft whine, “F-Fuck, sorry. I didn’t mean it, darling.”

She pulled away and gave it one last lick before she pointed to my pants, “Take those off. And the panties. As cute as they are, you’re not going to need them. Or the clothes. We like to keep things open when you’re in Madam Reva’s Pleasure Palace.”

I nodded as I slid my pants and panties to the floor. Stepping out of them, I slid onto the bed. She rubbed my back for a second, “I know she said you couldn’t touch me. But if you wanted me to finish you again, I could. I wouldn’t mind that at all, Jaspie.”

“It’s your decision, pumpkin. As long as she doesn’t tear my head off, I’ll let you do whatever you would like,” I said. She moved to straddle over my lower back. I could feel her cock rubbing against me as she started working her hands along my neck.

“You might want to be more specific. I don’t do the penetrating part, but I’m very comfortable with most everything else. The twins and Reva are much better at handling that part of sex. They are much bigger than me down there. Especially Reva,” she said with reverence in her voice.

Her hands were working the knots in my tense shoulders. Each time she massaged a knot, I could feel my shoulders loosen. By the time her hands transitioned down my back, I felt like a new man. Sensual moans escaped my lips occasionally. How could her hands feel so perfect running down my back? Without even touching my cock, I was hard.

She shifted further down my body. Her hips rested on top of my tight ass and I could feel her cock pressing against my rear. When her girl-cock remained soft, I felt a little uncomfortable. Did she not think I was attractive enough? That didn’t seem right, with as interested in me as she seemed to be, something felt wrong. Then I felt the warm wetness of her womanly juices seeping down my seam.

Tessa leaned into my back as her hands worked the tense lower back muscles into submission, “You do have a really nice body, Jaspie.”

“Mm, I could let you do this all night, Tessa.”

“I would love to, but I might end up doing more than I should,” she murmured.

I let out a soft chuckle, “Didn’t you want to anyway, pumpkin?”

“It’s not about what I want, it’s about what I should be doing. I don’t want to get you into trouble and possible ruin your finale,” Tessa grumbled.

“Then you might want to stop the massage. I don’t know if I’ll be able to say no if you keep it up,” I whispered.

Much to my dismay, her hands pulled away from my body and she wiggled her way under the thick comforter. “Then we should get some sleep. You’ll have a fun day tomorrow. I’m not supposed to let you enjoy me until Sunday.”

I groaned, “But today’s Friday.”

“Yep, you’re not supposed to be, uh… You know, allowed in me?”

“Until Sunday? So what happens tomorrow?” I asked.

“You’ll find out in the morning, then again in the afternoon. If you want, I could take your mind off of things?” she asked in a sultry voice.

I nodded, “I would love that, pumpkin.”

“Get under the covers. I, uh, it’s hard to do things when you’re looking at me. You’re kind of my hero…”

Seeing her blush brought a smile to my lips, “You know, fans like you are what get me through my days. Just remember that, okay?” I moved under the covers and she immediately ducked under them as well. I could feel her lips kissing their way down my stomach. Warm breath washed over my shaved crotch and a wet tongue licked along my hard shaft.

“You get me through the nights when I’m lonely,” she said just before she took my cock deep into her throat. A hand moved to my sack, those well-practiced digits worked my balls while her head bobbed along my cock.

As much as I enjoyed it, I hated that Tessa was paid to do this for me. Since she wasn’t supposed to give me the handjob or even this blowjob, I knew she was doing it because she wanted to. The issue remained that if I hadn’t come to this resort, I wouldn’t have experienced this beautiful woman at work.

Maybe there could be more to this, but I didn’t want to get my hopes up. Maybe I could take a piece of my vacation back home with me?

“I don’t want you to be lonely, pumpkin,” I said between my feminine moans.

She didn’t respond vocally. The suction around my cock got tighter and her tongue worked faster along the underside of my sensitive cock. She took my cock in full strokes, from tip to base. Each time she came up, her tongue swirled around my crown. Her hand moved away from my balls and I let out a gasp as a finger pressed against my pucker. Tessa pushed that finger into my ass and immediately found my prostate. Her finger massaged that gland while her bobbing got faster.

I couldn’t take it. She was truly a professional. I arched my hips as my cock erupted into her mouth. Tessa took me fully into her throat and held me as I pumped her full of my spunk.

She slowly pulled away from my length and her finger slipped from my rear. Tessa popped out from under the cover with a fully flushed face, “Thank you.”

“F-For?” I panted.

“Letting me enjoy you, Jaspie.”

I took a deep breath and sighed heavily. This girl was perfect. She didn’t insult my femininity, nor did she want me to change as it would seem. But most importantly, she seemed to want to be with me for the sake of it. These weren’t acts she had to commit.

“You’re welcome, but I think I enjoy you more, Tessa.”

“We should get some sleep. You’ve got more fun to come. Um, just… Never mind,” she whispered and turned away from me.

I gently grabbed her shoulder and pulled her back towards me, “What is it?”

“I don’t want to sound jealous.”

“I don’t mind if you do.”

She sighed, “If the others are better than me, you’ll tell me, won’t you?”

“If you want me to, but I don’t think any of them will be as wonderful as you are. No matter how good they might make me feel,” I said softly. It was a little early to get attached, but Tessa was well on her way to making me want to show her I cared.

Chapter Three

The night came and went. In the morning, I awoke to the scent of a mango pineapple smoothie and Daisy’s voice. “Good morning, Jasper. I wasn’t sure what to make you for breakfast, we haven’t had that conversation yet. I hear juicing or something like that is all the rage, hopefully, this is good enough for you?”

Having a stranger wake me up while I was naked in bed with another woman, that was something I didn’t know how to respond to. I held the cover close to my chest and reached for the glass with my other hand, “Yeah, I appreciate it. I usually just do a banana or an apple for breakfast. This looks great though.”

Daisy smiled at me, “You don’t have to worry about me seeing you naked. I assure you, Jasper, I’m not going to judge. You’ll be seeing me soon enough.”

In her skimpy black lace lingerie, it was impossible to not see her. The large outline of a cock in her panties made my mouth salivate with anticipation. I couldn’t remember the last time I let someone fuck me with something that large that wasn’t a toy.

She turned around and ran a hand across her ass, “When you’re finished getting ready, please clean yourself out using the kit in the bathroom. I’ll be back in about an hour to take care of you. Don’t worry, I’ll bring plenty of lube. Oh, a question before I go.”

“Yeah?”

“Are you fine with being talked down to? Sexually, of course, I don’t want you to ever believe I don’t respect you, Jasper. I have a tendency to get a little… Rough.”

Tessa grumbled, “Sis, you pound us until we scream.”

“Not helping, Tessa,” Daisy huffed.

“I don’t mind it at all, Daisy. I’ll see you soon,” I chirped.

Daisy walked out of the room and Tessa asked quietly, “Are you sure you want her to be rough? She’s, uh, she’s pretty big, Jaspie.”

“How big?”

“Ten.”

“Fuck me,” I whispered.

“I might, sweetie,” she purred.

I giggled and enjoyed a drink of my smoothie, “You said you didn’t fuck people.”

“I could hold you down and ride you?” she asked.

The thought didn’t seem like a bad one at all, but she patted me on the crotch. “I’ve got to get up and get started with my day. You might not see me too much today, it’s my turn to clean the house.”

My heart sank, “Will you be at dinner?”

“This isn’t a slave house, Jaspie, of course, I’ll be there. Right beside your cute butt,” she said with a smile. Tessa clambered out of bed and started towards the door.

“Pumpkin, you’re forgetting your clothes,” I called out.

“No, I’m not. Once you’ve seen one of us naked, it stays that way. Same goes for you,” she winked at me as she wiggled her ass in my direction. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I do have to shower and get to work.”

She stepped out of the room and left me with my thoughts. I finished the smoothie while thinking about Tessa. She was something else, I’ve had plenty of fans interacting with me over the years. This time felt different. She didn’t seem to care about money, or the fame I would offer her. Her eyes lit up in a way that I couldn’t explain when she talked to me. I felt a connection with her, and I felt like that might be a little unhealthy. It’s only been a day, but I was already thinking of trying to make her a staple in my life.

Thirty minutes later, I’d finished in my shower and had cleaned my ass for Daisy to destroy. Being the bottom in most of my relationships made the cleansing process a lot less uncomfortable. Not my first rodeo.

When I came out of the bathroom, I found Daisy casually laying on my bed. “Took you long enough. Also, I saw your panties. They’re pretty cute. But just knowing that you’re a sissy girl is pretty cute too,” she taunted.

I smiled warmly, “Sissy and proud of it!”

For a second, she had no response. Then she chuckled and shook her head, “Well, that’s not quite what I thought you were going to say. You can’t imagine how many guys have denied being a sissy.”

“Glad to disappoint, Daisy. If you follow my channel at all, you’ll find out I’m a little bit of a queen,” I teased. While part of that was a show put on for the camera, my base personality certainly stemmed from my flamboyancy. When not dealing with the general public, it was nice to be able to just focus on relaxing.

She shrugged, “Tessa has shown me a video or seventeen of yours. I can’t say I’m impressed, but you seem happy with what you’re doing at least. That isn’t the point of this morning visit. Do you want to find out what is?”

“I don’t know, I can’t say I’m going to be impressed,” I scoffed.

She looked from her crotch then back to me, “I get the feeling you’re going to be pretty impressed. You seem like the kind of girl that’s hungry for a cock.”

I rolled my eyes and climbed onto the bed, “Someone’s being pretty confident. It doesn’t matter how big it is if you’re not good with it.”

“I’ve been making girls like you my bitches for seven years,” Daisy said. Her hands moved to unclasp her bra, her pleasantly large breasts coming into view. I wasn’t as interested in those as I was the large outline in her panties.

Her bra was tossed aside and she looked to me with a grin, “Take them off with your teeth, slut.”

“Ooh, yes ma’am,” I crawled between her thighs and looked into her eyes as I started kissing her clothed bulge. With each kiss, I felt her bulge growing. By the time I got to the middle of her length, the rest of her massive cock was peeking out of her panties. My lips fell around the side of her shaft so my tongue could tease her for a few moments.

She reached down and grabbed me by my short black hair, “I said take my panties off, not suck my futa-cock. You haven’t earned that yet, whore. Take. My. Panties. Off.”

Her hand reached down and gave me a light slap to the cheek and I let out a whimper. The pain was insignificant, but I felt like I was being a bad girl. If she wanted me to play the part of her sissy, I would happily do so, but I wanted to be a good girl. Good girls always got the best rewards.

I leaned back down and took the lace trim of her panties between my teeth and tugged them down. I could smell the delicious scent of her womanly juices as I eased the panties down. What Tessa said seemed to be true, all of these women were genuine futanaris.

She let out a quiet groan as I got the panties to her mid-thigh. The back of her panties were trapped under her butt and I looked at her with pleading eyes, “Mistress, can you lift up?”

“No. You’ve taken them down far enough,” Daisy said. She reached across the nightstand and grabbed a bottle of lube that she must have brought up at some point. Daisy handed me the bottle and spoke softly, “Suck the tip of my cock while you lube the rest. You’re going to be riding me like the whore you are. Now, I’ve got lunch to start in about twenty minutes, so you’re going to finish me before then, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress! I’ll make sure your balls don’t have any more girl-cum to give,” I meant what I said. I popped the top of the bottle of lube and poured a generous amount into my hand. My hand quickly moved to her long cock and started stroking her in slow twisting motions. Leaning in, I took the deep purple crown into my mouth. My cheeks hollowed as I bobbed along the first few inches of her glorious cock.

She let out a soft moan as my tongue danced around her glans. Occasionally, I was a naughty girl and let my tongue delve between her crown’s slit to enjoy her precum. After a few moments, she called out firmly, “Saddle up, slut. I want to feel your tight ass around my cock.”

I pulled off of her cock and moved to straddle her. A deep blush spread across my face as I had to put one foot under me. Straddling her still had my hips too low to take her futa-cock into my ass. I rubbed the crown of Daisy’s dick against my pucker and let my hips sink onto it. A groan escaped me as I took inch after inch of her wonderful girl-cock.

It must have been four months since I even used a dildo. Having something so large inside me with plenty left to go only made my lust grow wilder. I looked down at her beautiful green eyes and took a break from working her cock inside me. “You’ve got an amazing cock,” I whispered.

“For a slutty sissy, your ass is pretty tight. So why are you talking instead of riding me?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders and shifted back to a straddling position. With my knees under me, I leaned forward and put my hands on her shoulders. She gave me a curious look but I started bouncing my hips along her huge cock.

Her cock pushed deep into my body, each time I sunk onto her length, I tried to take just a little more of her. Daisy moved her hands to my hips and helped guide me as I bounced. Her thumbs soon pressed into my hips while her fingers reached down to hold the sides of my ass. “Such a good slut. Fuck yourself faster, girl. I’m not going to be late for lunch because of you.”

She gave my ass a rough spank on each side and I let out a moan. I worked my hips onto her cock as fast as I could. My slender legs weren’t built for riding someone like a bunny, but I did what I could. What I could do seemed to be working wonders for her.

Daisy let out a stream of quiet moans and she finally looked at me and called out, “I’m almost there, slut. But I need you to do something for me.” Her hand wrapped around my cock and she stroked me as I rode her cock, “Cum on me, whore. Show your Mistress how much you enjoy her cock!”

Having already been dealing with the pleasure of her cock occasionally grinding against my prostate, the hand around my cock pushed the envelope too far. I continued bouncing on her cock, my motions no longer smooth but jerking as my hips bucked wantonly while I moved. She didn’t seem to care, her own orgasm was already building while she stroked me to completion.

My body tightened as I felt my balls drawing up. Her cock continued to stretch my sissy hole as my pucker clenched around her. I let out a soft cry of ecstasy as the hot jets of cum rushed through my cock. Each rope of cum arched through the air and landed on her breasts, stomach, and one even managed to get on her chin.

Her own orgasm began as mine ended. Maybe the squeezing of my body around her cock helped? I didn’t know, but I couldn’t bring myself to care about why she was cumming, only that she was doing it inside me. I loved the feeling of her thick cum pouring into my body. A deep groan escaped me as she kept pumping me full of her cum. So much so that I could feel pressure building within me.

Just when I thought I would have to pull away, her cock stopped throbbing within my ass. She gave me a gentle slap on the ass and nodded, “That’s a good little sissy whore. Now, take your cute ass to the bathroom and see what present your Mistress left you. I expect you to be cleaned up and downstairs for lunch in no more than an hour. If you’re late, I’ll make sure Heather doesn’t let you cum.”

I nodded and got off her cock. Her warm cum started running down my leg immediately and I yelped, “H-How much did you cum?”

“More than ten men, slut. Go clean up, if you’re lucky, I’ll do that again tomorrow,” she said as she got off the bed. Her lingerie remained in my floor as she walked out of the room. At this point, collecting the adopted sister’s clothing just felt like a challenge.

I hurried into the bathroom and had to clean myself out a second time. She wasn’t kidding, there was enough cum in me to drench a person. That much cum would have been amazing if it were covering me…

Chapter Four

We all met up for lunch downstairs. Having Daisy and Tessa both naked while we ate was interesting enough. What I found to be strange was that Daisy didn’t wash my cum off. The only bit that was missing was from her chin.

Reva smiled warmly as a spread of tropical fruits were presented for me on a tray, “It looks like you enjoyed yourself with Daisy. She said you performed much better than she expected. From the results, it looks like she felt that you were a good enough girl to cum on her. That’s not something I see often.”

The warmth that flooded my cheeks only increased as Daisy spoke up. “She took my futa-cock all the way inside her. Such a tight young thing, she deserved a little reward.”

“I, uh, I enjoyed myself with Daisy,” I mumbled. Tessa’s hand slid under the table and rubbed my thigh as she looked to me with concern in her eyes.

Concern, or jealousy? I couldn’t tell. She had nothing to worry about, while the sex with Daisy was blissful, I didn’t feel any form of connection to the woman. She certainly could be a great Mistress if I needed one, but Daisy wouldn’t be the woman I’d want to hold at night.

Heather cleared her throat and spoke quietly, “Jasper, after lunch, I would like to go for a walk with you.”

Reva chuckled and shook her head, “By that, she means that she is going to enjoy your little rump outside.”

Heather nodded, “What mom said.”

“I’m fine with that, but if it’s okay, can I help Tessa clean for a little bit first? I’m a little spent and I would like to enjoy a break from the sex. As amazing as you’ve all been, I would like to think I still hold some stake in my vacation.”

“Of course,” Reva said. “If you would like, you two could watch a movie? Or maybe get in the hot tub? There are plenty of options to enjoy, all you have to do is ask. Most of our guests are more… Physical, with their desires.”

Tessa’s eyes brought a flutter to my heart. She asked softly, “Are you sure? I don’t know if Heather will want to go outside once it gets dark. She has a little bit of a fear.”

“I do not! It’s not the dark that scares me, it’s what is in the dark that gets me,” Heather retorted.

“That’s not what I meant, sis. I just wanted to make sure that Jaspie knew that you might not want to go outside for your play,” Tessa said.

Daisy shrugged, “I’m sure Heather would love to pound her slut hole anywhere in this house. Trust me, she’s a good fuck.”

“Er, I’m right here, Daisy,” I mumbled.

“I know, do you really expect a family to keep secrets from one another though?” Daisy asked.

Tessa smiled and patted my thigh, “We should watch a movie together. I think I would like that. I mean, if you want to!”

I nodded, “Of course.”

Tessa and I ate quickly. She shared my fruits with me and purposefully ignored the meat on her own plate. I thought that was sweet of her, but I couldn’t be sure if there was any meaning to that act.

She took me by the wrist and led me to the living room. I was handed the remote and she pulled me onto the large couch. Tessa laid me on my side and backed her hips up against mine. Short of telling me to put an arm over her, she practically forced me to snuggle, not that I was complaining.

I clicked through the menus and settled on an action movie that I doubted we would pay much attention to. She spoke softly, “What did you think about Daisy?”

“I think that she isn’t nearly as wonderful as you are. Her girl-cock felt great, I won’t lie about that. But that doesn’t mean that she can do anything for me that you couldn’t, Tessa.”

“Except penetrate you.”

“Why does that have to be a stipulation, pumpkin? You know I’m bisexual. It’s not like I hide that in my videos,” I whispered.

She pressed her hips tight against my crotch. The blood started pumping and my length pressed against her ass, “I know you’re bi, but you enjoyed that with her. So I guess I just feel like if I have the bits to do that with you, I should be doing that with you.”

I let my hand wrap around her waist and gently rubbed her stomach, “That doesn’t make me feel comfortable. If you’re not interested in using your parts to fuck me, why would I let you, pumpkin?”

“Because it gets you off?”

“Didn’t you get me off twice yesterday?”

She went quiet for a few moments before reaching behind her to grab my cock. Tessa’s slow pulls on my length made me groan quietly and she called out, “I did, but I want you to be satisfied in every way possible, Jaspie.”

“Then doesn’t emotionally count for much?”

Her hand pulled away from my length and she turned her head to look at me. I didn’t hesitate when I saw those lips come into view. My lips pressed to hers and I let my hand slide up her body to caress her cheek as I kissed her. She opened her mouth and I let my tongue explore. Our tongues battled for a few moments, but I couldn’t keep up the kiss while her hips ground into my cock.

I broke the kiss and she smiled at me for a moment, “If you keep doing things like this, Jaspie, I don’t think I’ll want you to leave.”

“I don’t want to leave you here, Tessa. I understand that you have a life here, but I really do feel like you’re a good match for me,” I mumbled.

Heather walked into the room and whistled. We both looked at her and I blushed deeply. Heather giggled, “Sis, I think you’re the one with a fan. Jasper, I hate to be the bearer of bad news, but I’ve got to clean the third floor if Tessa doesn’t. The bad news is that if I don’t have my way with you, you don’t get to have Tessa tomorrow morning.”

Tessa pouted but nodded, “She’s right. We do this in a pattern and for good reason. I’m sorry, Jaspie, but I do have to go. I was hoping I would get to stay for the whole movie, but maybe we can finish it later?”

I watched Tessa stand up and I groaned as her tight little ass walked away, “I’d love to watch it with you later, pumpkin.”

Tessa gave me a little wave and then disappeared upstairs. Heather gave a low whistle, “If you hurt her in any way, I’ll kill you. You know that, don’t you?”

The petite sister didn’t look like the kind to get violent, but I could hear the serious tone in her voice. “I wouldn’t dream of hurting her, Heather.”

“If you did…” she said.

“You don’t have to threaten me, it’s childish and unwarranted. I’m not a cruel person.”

Heather shook her head, “I’m not threatening. That’s my little sister. I love her to death. She’s a gentle soul and I know she wouldn’t want to do something to hurt your feelings. So if she won’t, I will do it for her. If you deserve it, of course.”

I nodded and sat up on the couch, “I get it, but why do you think that I’d want to hurt her in the first place, darling?”

“You’re a big name in the social media world. I don’t want to have her caught up in your whirlwind of a life and fall to the side like some kind of trophy.”

While I could understand how she might think something like that, I didn’t want that for Tessa. Really, I didn’t know what I wanted for Tessa aside for her to be happy. If that meant never talking to her again, that would sting, but if she thought it would be for the best, I would do that.

Heather shrugged her shoulders, “But with that out of the way, I think we should take that walk, Jasper.”

I still felt a little unsure as to where I stood with Heather. Heather wanted to protect her sister and I could respect that. Having her threatening me, that didn’t sit well at all. Still, like Tessa mentioned, they had an order that they were supposed to stick to. If I wanted to enjoy Tessa’s ‘act’ then I would have to enjoy Heather’s first.

Heather walked towards me and extended a hand to help me off the couch, “The good news is no one is going to be able to see you being fucked like an animal. We run this business a fair distance away from the rest of the world.”

I took the hand and nodded, “I do like the sound of being fucked like an animal. Hopefully, it isn’t too hot outside.”

“That’s your concern?” she asked disbelievingly.

“I took ten inches of Daisy. Why do you think I wouldn’t want to try whatever you had?”

“Just wait until mom uses you…”

Heather led me outside and took me to a place that she seemed to use often. A beach towel had already been put out for us under a shady cluster of trees. While it was a little warm outside, the gentle breeze kept it from being uncomfortable.

Heather quickly pulled her tee shirt off and then her short blue jean shorts joined the shirt on the ground. She wore a hot pink lingerie set underneath. The cute bikini cut panties were pulled off, but instead of dropping them, she spoke softly, “Put these on. Daisy said you were a girly slut, so I’d like to fuck you in these. Don’t worry, you’ll be able to keep them as a souvenir.”

Heather’s cock didn’t look as long as Daisy’s but her girth was insane. I glanced from my wrist to her cock, then repeated that process until I decided that even with her being soft, she was thicker than my wrist.

I blushed but took the panties from her, “Your family really doesn’t keep any secrets.”

She smiled as I pulled the panties on. I noticed that she didn’t take her bra off, not that I minded. Having those voluptuous breasts kept on display by that pink bra didn’t hurt my feelings any.

Her hand reached into her bra and she pulled out a small bottle of lube, “Don’t judge, I didn’t want to risk it busting open in my pocket.”

“I’m not judging, I’m just glad you brought some. That thing looks huge,” I said.

She smiled and pointed to the towel, “Hands and knees. I’d love to hear you beg like a good girl.”

Heather wasn’t as commanding as Daisy was, yet I got the feeling that Heather would love to find a reason to get more firm with me. I dropped to my knees and put my hands on the towel. A gave my hips a shake, “I want to feel that monster girl-cock deep in my ass. Please fill my sissy ass with your cock until you cum in me, please? I’ll do anything you want if you just give me your cock.”

The slick sound of her hand rubbing lube across her cock came to an end. Her foot tapped at each of my knees, “Spread them wider, sissy.” I complied and she got on her knees behind me. She pulled the panties aside. Then I felt the blazing heat of her futa-cock’s head pressing against my ass.

She didn’t give me time to panic. That thick cock pressed into my tight ass. Never in my life had I experienced something so thick in me. If it wasn’t for Daisy preparing me earlier, I don’t think I would have been able to handle getting stretched like this. Heather pushed deep inside me with her cock until I felt her hips pressing against mine.

“Such a tight little ass. Don’t worry, it won’t be so tight when I’m done, cock sleeve,” she said.

If this was how she intended to punish me, I would willingly make mistakes. Her cock constantly applied pressure to my prostate. Each time she thrust into my ass, I let out a feminine cry of bliss.

“God, you sound more like a slut than Daisy described,” I felt her bra rub against my back as she leaned over me. Her lips were close to my ear when she whispered, “Lucky for you, I love giving a whore what she wants.”

Her hands moved to hold onto my hips as she fucked me hard. The panties kept my throbbing cock contained against my body. If she kept up the pace, I would end up with a load of my cum in these cute cotton panties.

Heather let out soft groans as she pounded into my ass. Yet with every thrust, my mind went to Tessa. Thinking about how warm she felt when we were snuggling on the couch. How excited she looked when I asked to spend time with her.

The thoughts were too much for my poor body. While I was trying to imagine a romantic evening with Tessa, my body was busy being pounded into submission by Heather’s thick futa-cock.

My cock spurted into my panties. After having came earlier today, my orgasm didn’t produce nearly as much cum. That didn’t make it any less embarrassing to have cum-soaked panties while Heather continued to slam into me.

She slowed her pace when she realized I’d already climaxed, “Already done, sissy?”

I let out a quiet moan and nodded, “Y-Yeah.”

“Shame that I’m not done with you, isn’t it?”

“N-No, Heather.”

Her hands moved to rub my ass, “I want to cum in these panties too. Mm, I think that would be sexy, don’t you? Having a cum whore walk back and show everyone her filthy panties.”

I blushed and nodded my head, “I would love that. Soaked in a beautiful girl’s spunk while wearing her panties!”

She roughly slapped my ass, “That’s a good slut. Now shut that mouth unless you’re moaning.” Heather immediately started ramming into me with enough force to shake my entire body. Her hips slapped against mine constantly and I felt my toes curling as my feet lifted from the ground. She held my hips tightly and if she didn’t, I would have collapsed onto the ground.

Heather’s soft cries got louder as she thrust into me a few final times. Her cock throbbed within me and I felt that thickness slowly pulling out of my ass. She pulled the hem of the panties down and I felt her hot girl-cum drenching my ass. Her warm spunk found a welcoming home as I let out a few final moans. Even though her cock was out of me, that didn’t mean I didn’t love the sensation of being given her seed.

She let the waistband of the panties go and it snapped onto my hips. Heather smiled and rubbed her cock’s head along the panties for a moment before standing up, “Tessa might just be in decent hands after all.”

I whimpered as I made my way to my feet. My legs didn’t want to hold me and she wrapped an arm around my shoulders. “W-Why do you say that?”

Heather started walking with me back towards the house, “Because you’re a good girl that listens to orders. I told you not to hurt her. You won’t. If you do.” She leaned closer to whisper in my ear, “I’ll cut your cock off.”

My eyes widened. The threat felt more like a promise when it came from Heather, “I-I’d never hurt her.”

“I know.”

Chapter Five

Heather got me back to the house and paraded me in front of Reva and Daisy. Sadly, Tessa was still busy, I don’t know why, but I wanted her to see me like this. As if that would help show her anything important about me.

Reva took me by the wrist and walked me to my room. She shut the door behind me and spoke firmly, “You’re sleeping alone tonight. I need time with Tessa to make sure things are going fine with her. From what I’ve heard, you’re quite attached to her. Heather made enough threats, I don’t want to do that. I’ll bring you dinner. You’re going to be leaving before lunch tomorrow. That means if Tessa is going to join you in the morning, you’re going to have to wake up early.”

I nodded, “I would be willing to do that. Mind if I ask what’s going on?”

“Don’t play stupid with me. You like her, she likes you. You’re both pretty young, but I’m her mom. I may not have given birth to her, but I do care more about her than you can know. She’s not bound here, I wouldn’t want any of my daughters to feel like that. Tessa wouldn’t be the first to find a partner through these doors. I just need to make sure that she’s aware of what she’s getting into.”

“I understand, Madam Reva. I really do care about her, but I don’t know how to make her see that,” I mumbled.

Reva smiled and ran a hand through my hair, “You’re blind if you can’t see she likes you. Feel free to watch something on the TV. I don’t want to tell you how to enjoy your vacation, but if you want me to help you with Tessa… You’ll stay in your room.”

It seemed like Reva genuinely was on my side. I couldn’t argue with that logic, if anyone would be able to figure out both sides of this, it would be Reva.

“Thank you, Reva,” I whispered.

“You know, I’ve always wanted a sissy for a step-son. Maybe you could spend some time here working for me if your platform ever fails,” Reva didn’t give me time to react to that. She hurried out of my room and I noticed that she didn’t touch the door, yet it still shut behind her. Something was off about that woman, but I didn’t sense any malice from her. Maybe I was just that exhausted after being fucked twice today.

I showered and then spent the rest of my evening watching movies. Heather brought me dinner, then left without saying more than a polite greeting. Sleep found me rather early. I was glad it did. A soft series of knocks rapped out on my door, waking me from that sleep. I glanced at the clock on my nightstand it saw that it was four in the morning.

Tessa must have been the daughter to knock. I shot out of bed and opened the door. A nervous smile was all she wore, her beautiful form was all mine to enjoy. She didn’t ask to come in, she just brushed past me and climbed on the bed.

“We don’t have long before the others come to join us. I don’t think we’ll have more than ten minutes. Mom said I could come talk to you, and I really want to,” she said softly.

I closed the door and joined her on the bed. She moved to sit in my lap, facing me. Even with her pussy directly on my cock, I couldn’t find it in me to be aroused. This moment wasn’t about sex, I needed to know what conclusion she came to with Reva.

“Then talk to me, pumpkin.”

“Jaspie, you’ve been a hero of mine since I was young. Your parents didn’t agree with your choices, but you stood up for yourself anyway. You’ve helped other people through rough times and even hired a few to edit videos for you. That’s selfless. But what I found to be the most attractive thing about you was the videos when you broke down. I know that’s horrible, but seeing you show that emotion… It made you real to me, Jaspie. And I feel like I can connect with you. Seeing you in person, I almost expected you to be some rude asshole that only put on a show. But that isn’t what I got.”

She smiled at me and pressed her lips to mine for a second before she continued, “I got the man I’ve always dreamed of. Sensitive, loving, tender, and true. I don’t want to think back on this moment and regret it. So I want to ask you, Jaspie.”

“Anything, pumpkin,” I whispered. Even in the low-light, I could see the tears welling up in her eyes. That made me feel a little better about the moisture in mine as well. She was putting everything on the line right now, and I wanted to cut her off and tell her yes. But I didn’t know if this was all she wanted to say.

“Can I come home with you? I want to be your girlfriend, Jaspie. I want to make you happy, and I want to watch those movies with you. All the way through to the end this time. I don’t want to have to worry about you cheating on me, and I know you wouldn’t. Even after having women that were… More well equipped… You still wanted to spend time with me.”

“Of cou—”

“I’m not done, Jaspie.”

“Sorry, please go on.”

“Mom told me that she could see a future for us. She couldn’t tell me the details, she says love is a little hard to predict, but she knows that you won’t do things to hurt me. I trust her abilities and she’s never guided me wrong. She told me I would find my life here, but she couldn’t tell me when. If now isn’t the right time, I don’t know when it would be. So, Jaspie. I’m asking you to take this chance on me. I want you to let me love you.”

Tessa’s tears spilled over and streamed down her cheeks. I felt a similar warmth dripping down my own cheeks as I nodded, “I want you to love me, Tessa. And I’ll return that love, pumpkin.”

There was a knock at my door and I looked at Tessa. She smiled, “I want to do our last session together. After this, it’s just going to be us, right?”

I nodded, “If you don’t want this to happen, it doesn’t need to, baby.”

She shook her head as she walked to the door, “They’re my family. Adopted or not, I love them. I’ve been doing this since I turned eighteen with them. I think it’s only fitting that we have one last time together. Besides, the twins have told me how much you loved their acts. I don’t think you’ll want to miss out on mom’s performance.”

Tessa opened the door for the other three women. Heather took a spot to the right of my bed, Daisy took the left side of my bed, and Reva strutted in and waited at the foot of my bed. Tessa let out a quiet giggle and got on the bed and moved two pillows to the foot of the bed.

Daisy and Heather were both naked, but Reva had on a white lace lingerie set. The bulge in Reva’s panties was larger than both of the twins, yet something seemed different about hers.

Reva asked quietly, “Are you afraid of someone that was born with something a little… Extra?”

I shook my head and gestured to the other three futas in the room, “I don’t think I am.”

Reva pointed to the bed, “I’ve got something that might make you think twice. Lay on the bed with your hips on the pillows. Heather, come lube me up, sweetie. Daisy, put some on his tight little ass. Tessa, sweetie, keep his mouth occupied and be a good girl. I’m sure he’s more than willing to suck on your cute little cock while you suck his.”

Tessa gave my chest a reassuring pat, her fingers teasing my pierced nipples for just a moment before she got into a sixty-nine position. I could feel Diana’s fingers massaging lube onto my ass. My vision was obscured by the wonderful sight of Tessa’s glistening lips, her tight balls, and that gorgeous cock.

She slowly lowered her hips until the tip of her cock met my lips. I took her into my mouth without hesitation and felt her do the same to my length. Her hips continued to descend and I felt her cock hardening in my mouth. She wasn’t large enough to choke me. Her cute little balls bounced against my nose as she softly thrust into my mouth.

Her tongue danced around the length of my cock and I moaned into her affection. Even without the care from Daisy, I would have been in dangerous territory. Having Tessa pleasuring me after the conversation we had was pure bliss.

When Daisy pulled away from my rear, she and Heather moved back to either side of the bed. Heather and Daisy gently guided my hand to their cocks and I started stroking their massive lengths. I felt Reva’s cock pressing against my pucker, but then I clenched tight. A second cock pressed against my hole.

Reva chuckled, “I thought you said you didn’t mind a little extra. Don’t worry, they’re both the same size. I’m sure if you can take Heather’s cock, a little more stretching won’t hurt you.”

I did my best to relax and Reva pushed both of her cock’s heads into my ass. On their own, her cocks were probably closer to average in girth, but together… They felt amazing. Reva continued pushing her cocks into me as I went limp from the overwhelming pleasure.

Tessa continued to suck my length, her soft moans vibrating around my cock as she thrust into my mouth. The twins both thrust into my hands and I felt properly used. They must have wanted to make me into a sissy cock slave. If they didn’t, well, I might have been too ready for that option.

Reva patted my thigh, “Tessa, sweetie. He’s going to lose his mind if you keep on. Why don’t you snap him? Ride him, sweetie. Don’t stop until I’ve finished with him.”

Tessa hurried to obey her adopted mother’s command. Her slender hips descended over my throbbing cock. Tessa’s dripping lips surrounded my length and she let out a gasp as she took me to my base. While I wasn’t as large as the other cocks in the room, she was tight enough to make me cry out in ecstasy.

Daisy chuckled and climbed onto the bed. Heather joined her and the two futas put their cocks on my lips and Daisy called out, “Lick our cocks, slut. You know you want to be our whore one last time.”

Tessa looked down at me with an almost apologetic smile as she started riding my cock. If Tessa wasn’t going to be mad about me enjoying this, I had no problem satisfying all four of them with my body. My tongue worked along each of the crowns. Reva pumped both of her cocks into me and I could hear her lustful moans filling the room.

The twins both stroked their cocks as I continued to pleasure them with my mouth. Occasionally, one would press their cock into my mouth while stroking the other’s cock.

Tessa’s tight pussy coupled with Reva’s thick cocks was too much for me to handle. I let out a muffled groan as my cock throbbed within Tessa’s depths. Even as my spunk poured into Tessa, she didn’t stop riding me. Tessa didn’t give me time to relax and lost my erection. Her hips continued bouncing against mine. Each time Tessa dropped onto my cock, Reva pulled out of my ass. As Tessa lifted away, Reva slammed her cocks into me.

I knew that if this were to continue, I would end up reaching a second orgasm. Being taken care of like this was unfair to these beautiful women. Each of their girl-cocks deserved to be shown special attention, but I couldn’t. Not when they were fucking me like an object.

Daisy let out a soft cry as her hand pumped faster along her cock. “Heather, I’m going to cum! F-Fucking soak this sissy whore with me!”

Heather groaned and hurried her strokes as well. Tessa’s eyes were closed, the beads of sweat showing the effort she was putting into riding my cock.

I took one last look at Tessa before I had to close my eyes. The twins both unleashed their massive loads on me. Reva’s thrusts were becoming more frantic and I could even feel Tessa’s tight pussy clenching around my cock. It was as if their orgasms were synced.

Reva let out a low groan as she called out, “That’s right. Welcome your newest sister to the family!”

Their indoctrination left me coated in cum from my head to my smooth stomach. Tessa’s hands were coated with her sister’s cum as she never took them from my chest. Tessa let out a high-pitched squeal as her cock spurted a load onto my lower abdomen. That was too much for me. My balls tried their hardest to match the twin’s output, but the few spurts of seed I put into Tessa would have to be enough.

Reva thrust one last time into my tight ass and I felt an ungodly amount of cum pumping into my body. Daisy’s first orgasm inside me seemed tiny in comparison to the flood Reva unleashed in me. Her cum shot deep into my stomach, causing it to bulge slightly from the sheer amount of it.

I heard a light slap and Reva called out, “You can stop, Tessa. He’s had all he can handle.”

Tessa rolled off of my cock and laid beside me on the bed, as spent as I was. I flashed Tessa a weak smile and she returned it. Drenched in cum, thoroughly worn out, and desperately in love with this futa before five in the morning. That’s what I call a good day.

Epilogue

The twins left the room and Reva waited on the bed as Tess and I took a brief shower. I hated that my vacation was going to be over, but I knew that the best part would be coming back home with me. She gave me a few moments to wash the excessive amount of cum from my body.

Her arms wrapped around my lower back and she looked into my eyes, “I love you, Jaspie. I hope that isn’t too soon.”

I shook my head, “After all that I’ve been through? I don’t think it’s that soon. These few days have given me a lifetime of experiences. Enough experience to know that I love you too, baby.”

She smiled and nodded towards the door, “Mom is going to drive us to the airport. I hope you don’t mind me joining you in the back seat?”

“I definitely don’t mind, but I do hope you don’t intend to do anything to my poor cock. I don’t know how you girls can handle having sex as often as you do. I’m already worn out,” I mumbled.

“They have help from Madam Reva, she’s a very helpful succubus,” Tessa whispered. My eyes widened, but she held a finger to my lips, “And that stays a secret.”

That explained a more than a few secrets about this place, but I felt even more honored to have Reva’s blessing now. Knowing that a supernatural futanari wanted me to be with her adopted daughter? That was a damn good sign.

Tessa turned off the water and smiled warmly, “We should get dressed. I wouldn’t want to start the rest of our lives by showing up at an airport naked, Jaspie.”

“Pumpkin, after this weekend, I can think of stranger ways to spend my time.”
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