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Story One

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 Two

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 Three

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 Four

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 Five

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.”
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