
		
			[image: cover]
		

	
		
			[image: cover]
		

		

		

		14

		

		Casey's Currency

		

		by Jordan Bailey

		

		This ebook is for 18+ adults ONLY. It contains explicit, graphic details of sexual acts and language that may be considered offensive by some readers.

		

		All characters engaged in sexual activity are consenting, non-related adults over the age of 18.

		

		Copyright © 2022 author Jordan Bailey. All rights reserved.

		

		--

		

		For more of my work check out my author page, leave a review if you enjoyed it and be sure and favorite and subscirbe to my Author Alerts!

		

		
			https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/BaileyJordanOfficial
		

		

		Cheers,

		Jordan :3

		

		

		

		As Casey looked back at herself in the bathroom mirror, her pouty lips shimmered with pink lip gloss. To anyone else, she was a glowing pixie, young and cute, with curved lashes that made her deep brown eyes seem just the perfect shade darker. But to her, and her devious mind, Casey was about to go on a journey into depravity. She had decided on a pair of knee-high stockings and a pair of lingerie suspenders that peeked out from under the bottom of the baggy red hoodie that she was using as a dress.

		

		She had also decided on no underwear. Not tonight.

		

		Her brunette hair had been shampooed with the most expensive brand she could find, hopefully adding to the intense femininity her young, lithe body radiated. She had tied her straight, brown hair into a ponytail that peeked from over her shoulder, out of the side of her hood.

		

		When she examined her butt, it stuck out just the way she wanted. The exercises were helping, and Casey could clearly see the hefty bump which was toned and round and spankable. She lifted up the front of her hoody and examined the pink chastity cage, nestled neatly between her thick, plushy thighs. Looking back at her reflection, the ‘girl’ staring back at her was all woman, save for the tiny imprisoned package.

		

		Checking the key to her little cock’s freedom was still on a silver chain around her neck, Casey dropped her hoodie-dress and twirled in front of the mirror with a smile.

		

		She was ready.

		

		With a final look in the mirror, she checked out the violet tint of makeup on her eyelids that gave way to two, long Egyptian flicks. They were eyes that would tempt any man, and Casey intended to use them. Confidence at an all time high, she stuck her tongue out over her plump, pinkish lips, blew a kiss at her reflection, and headed for the door.

		

		For weeks now, Casey had told herself that it was time to slow down before anybody caught on, but the need for ‘it’ oftentimes felt overpowering to her. It was an itch that needed to be scratched. A desire wanting to be fulfilled. A hole needing to be filled…

		

		The place she had been frequenting to satiate such was ‘Transcendance’ - a very special stripclub uptown that catered to a very unique clientele. It was a clean, modern establishment far away from campus, so Casey was sure no one would recognize her.

		

		Her walk to the bus stop was the most nerve-wracking. But once her transport ebbed into the glistening city, Casey knew she was in the clear. Upon arrival, the neon lines around the building shone across the rain-kissed road, coating the street in a reddish hue.

		

		Just like numerous times before, the Transcendence club's logo was like a beacon, a lighthouse for her journey.

		

		As Casey approached, she noticed that the parking lot was nearly empty. Not ideal, she thought, but she had come too far to turn back now. Besides, with fewer patrons it may be easier to find a willing suitor. A small crowd would also make spotting any of her previous ‘friends’ much easier.

		

		With a renewed confidence, Casey headed towards the front door where Tyrone, the six-foot-six mass of black muscle and silence, stood guarding the entrance.

		

		Casey put her hands behind her back and shyly approached him. He gave her a smile and she looked over his dark skin and steroid-fuelled physique. She'd have loved him to take her home but he was always the professional, and she wasn't his type.

		

		"Why don't you just get a job here, girl?" Tyrone asked as he pushed the door open for her.

		

		His smirk was contagious. Casey couldn’t help but grin back.

		

		"Aw, well… That'd take the fun away!" Casey replied as she stepped past him.

		

		Tyrone chuckled and she smiled wider, disappearing into the throbbing darkness of the club.

		

		Casey stepped down the red-carpeted hallway and wiggled her plump behind, knowing the burly doorman was still watching her go. Then, following the thumping music, she stepped into the main room.

		

		Inside, the main girl, Veronica, was gyrating within wisps of artificial smoke against the rhythm of some melodic, electronic beat. She was a robust specimen, with huge fake breasts and a thick, hard, ten inch cock that bobbed and swayed along with her dance. She was completely naked, except for her knee-high heels which she balanced in perfectly. Lasers shot up around her in all shades of red and purple, changing the hue of her toned, athletic body to a variety of saturated colors.

		

		Casey admired her. Perhaps more so than any of the other dancers there. How could she not? Veronica was everything the young boy wanted to be and more. She was, in every sense of the word, perfect.

		

		But there were more important tasks at hand besides ogling Veronica.

		

		Despite having to literally force herself to look away, Casey made her way inside. She meandered around the floor, peering through the dim light at the various patrons each staring daggers at the goddess wrapped around her pole.

		

		When Casey slumped down at the bar, the bartender, Nico, slid her a mojito. Knowing full well why she was there, he answered her smile with a nod towards the end of the bar, where a chubby middle aged man sat in a crisp, tan business suit.

		

		Casey looked away from the man only briefly, intending on thanking hunky Nico, and when she looked back, the stranger was already next to her.

		

		“You work here?” The chubby business man asked eagerly.

		

		Casey smirked, then shook her head with a giggle, “hehe, no.”

		

		"Oh!” The man seemed surprised. “You uh, come here often then?"

		

		Casey noticed the expensive watch on his wrist and smiled up at him.

		

		It was slim pickings tonight, she figured, and although it was getting boring dealing with these one-pump chumps, Casey hadn't had a good fuck in what felt like forever. But she figured this was her best option, as disappointing as that was.

		

		"Sometimes,” Casey said in her best, girl-voice. “What about you?"

		

		"First time. Layover so I’m here for the night. Seems like a…” he peered over his shoulder at the hung goddess on stage, thrusting her hips so that her massive cock repeatedly pumped into the air. “Seems like an interesting place. Anyway, I'm in sales. Very boring. You uh, enjoying your drink, young lady?"

		

		Casey twirled a finger over the rim of her mojito. "It's okay."

		

		"Well what's your name, beautiful?"

		

		"Casey. And you?"

		

		"I'm Jim. Are you here alone or…"

		

		"Not anymore," Casey said, looking him up and down, giving the man that hypnotic stare that she knew would cut through the bullshit. The fluttering of her eyelashes was next, then the steamy, cockhungry stare that she had practiced oh-so-many times.

		

		Loosening his tie, the man gulped and took a long pull of his half-empty beer.

		

		Casey never broke eye contact. In lieu of waiting for an answer she bit her lip and said, "You wanna get outta here?"

		

		"Sure," he said as he slammed back the rest of his drink.

		

		Casey slid off the bar and rolled her eyes. Jim the business man, probably thinking he was the luckiest guy in the world, waved to Nico and put down a crumpled twenty on the bar.

		

		"Lead the way," Jim said as he looked at little Casey, who feigned another smile.

		

		Like a giddy child about to go on their very first merry go round, Jim skipped over to his original stool and picked up his briefcase.

		

		Casey followed him, sauntering as best she could, but froze when she felt a large, meaty hand clamp down onto her shoulder.

		

		“Oh, crap,” Casey mumbled.

		

		When she turned around, the petite femboy was face-to-face with Jamal, the tattooed, burly bouncer who worked the inside of Transcendence. Like the doorman, he was a mountain of muscle head to toe, with biceps like basketballs and pecs just as big.

		

		As Jim returned, pep still in his step, Jamal’s thick, strong hand tightened on Casey’s shoulder.

		

		"You. Come with me," Jamal said with a grunt. "Now."

		

		"Hey!” Jim upstarted, “she's with me!"

		

		"Not anymore. Boss wants to see her. Get the fuck out of here," Jamal spat.

		

		The business man, defeated, shrank in the presence of the burly guard and walked away with his head low. As poor Jim slumped back into his seat at the bar, Jamal led Casey through the smoke into the back hallway.

		

		Back behind the main stages now, Casey looked through the row of curtains where girls were dancing on the various stages and backrooms, all interconnected by the dimly lit back hallway. Some were grinding on top of paying customers, others naked and twerking while guys rubbed their dicks through their pants in enticed excitement. In the deepest sections, woman were rubbing and grinding on one another, surrounding by men enjoying the virtual sex show happening right before their eyes.

		

		Jamal kept Casey moving, and took her up a flight of stairs that were colder, devoid of the red decor the rest of the club had. When they went up another flight, the pair stepped into a hallway.

		

		"This way," Jamal said as his hands gently guided Casey towards a bright purple door.

		

		He stepped forward and opened it, beckoning her in.

		

		Inside was a state of the art office with a row of security-cameras to the right, a mini bar to the left, and a massive oak desk in the center. Behind the wooden monstrosity sat a figure that was distinguishably female, her outline lit up by a huge glass window on the far wall that overlooked the city skyline.

		

		"Thank you, Jamal," the woman said, shrouded in darkness. Her tone crisp and poignant.

		

		Jamal grunted again and walked out, slamming the door behind him. The noise made Casey jump and both her hands instinctively latched onto her ponytail. She petted and tugged on the long strands of hair, a self-soothing mechanism that she had come to rely on.

		

		The woman at the desk slowly turned in her chair, trading her view of the city to the monitors across the wall. A small lamp beside her illuminated more of her silhouette, showcasing an elegant chin, manicured nails, and a thin cigarette between her fingers.

		

		Even within the dim, orange glow, Casey could make out the woman’s pristine, gray power suit, mostly open to expose a lacy black bra and ample cleavage. While most of her was obscured both by darkness and smoke, she was unmistakably gorgeous. She was tall, trim, and proper-looking, aside from the valley of cleavage, and looked more at home in a high rise office than a seedy nightclub.

		

		If one had to guess, Casey might place her in the early thirties, but could easily pass for younger with her sharp, supermodel features. Her eyes were staggering blue, and the suit struggled to hold in her voluptuous frame, probably why she had undone the top few buttons of her blazer.

		

		There was no doubt in Casey’s mind. This was ‘The Boss’. She was the fabled and often talked about Owner of Transcendence.

		

		Peering into the dark figure, Casey saw the mysterious woman smile, piercing the shadows with a gleaming row of teeth in a shark-like grin.

		

		"Every Saturday night. Like clockwork,” The Owner began. “I look at those cameras and see you in my club. Always. Without fail."

		

		The woman looked up at one of the monitors, replaying footage from the week before. Casey looked along with her, immediately recognizing herself, sitting at the bar, flirting with another man while sipping her mojito.

		

		"And every time you walk in here looking like a tramp. Then within a few minutes, you're leaving. Usually hand-in-hand with some disgusting middle aged schlub. Now…” The Owner continued, spinning slowly in her chair so that more of her villainous smirk gleaned into the light. “That'd be all well and good, Casey is it? But you're taking clients away from my girls and, perhaps more importantly, taking my business away from me.”

		

		Casey shrank at the call of her name, and shivered further at the husky, punctuating tone of the tall woman who was glaring at her.

		

		“I’m sure you can understand my frustration when little whores are walking out with customers who would otherwise spend hours here. Spending their money. Making me richer. So on and so on."

		

		"I'm… I’m sorry," Casey whispered.

		

		There was a rush of butterflies to Casey’s stomach as she imagined the woman’s veiled threat. She had heard and seen these situations in movies. It wasn't exactly morally superior people running these kinds of places. What did this woman, with her mob boss demeanor, plan to do? Beat her up? Break her legs? Call the police? Or maybe something even worse…

		

		Shit! How could she have been so careless? So stupid? Casey had walked right into the predator's den and slapped the matriarch. With every ounce of willpower she could muster, Casey tried her damndest not to start weeping. Despite this, she could already feel the mascara begin to run down her cheeks.

		

		Just then however, The Owner leaned forward, exposing her face to the dim light of her desk lamp. Casey’s breath got caught in her throat, the way the sight of a beautiful woman would do to anyone, male or otherwise.

		

		She was positively gorgeous, with dark, crimson lips and pristine skin.

		

		"You've been doing this for quite some time now, I’ve noticed. And I'm sorry but I just can't have that," The Owner said to the sound of a drawer sliding open.

		

		Casey’s eyes widened. Her legs went to jelly and she gripped her hair tighter.

		

		This was it. This was the end.

		

		Images of a well-kept, chrome pistol flashed before Casey’s eyes. It could be either small in caliber and lady-like, or massive and bulky as a show of dominance, but neither mattered. Not now.

		

		"Please! I'm sorry, I'll stop. I didn't mean… I didn't mean to cause you any problems, ma’am."

		

		The imposing Owner continued to slowly reach into the drawer.

		

		Casey was frozen like a tiny deer in the headlights of a semi-truck.

		

		"Oh God, please!"

		

		She's gonna shoot me, Casey thought. She is going to pull out a knife or-

		

		The item procured was indeed chrome, but like a breath of fresh air, Casey saw that it was merely a lighter. Putting out her first, the woman slid another creamy white cigarette from a pack and placed it between her lips.

		

		"Get over here," The Owner demanded, lighting the fresh cigarette.

		

		As the smoke moved through the air like a snake, Casey felt her lips trembling. The Owner’s eyes narrowed as she inhaled, the cherry lighting up red and illuminating more of the contoured face.

		

		"Please,” Casey squeaked.

		

		“Now,” the woman commanded again.

		

		Casey fidgeted but then began her slow, tepid steps around the desk.

		

		"Closer. To this side. To me."

		

		Casey hesitantly obliged, and circled the desk until she was directly beside the lush, leather chair. The Owner spun to face her, taking another drag as she looked the young ‘girl’ over.

		

		"Why are you shaking?" The woman bemused with another smirk.

		

		"Y-you scare me," Casey whispered.

		

		She felt The Owner’s eyes burning holes in her clothes. What the hell was happening?

		

		The woman’s eyebrows raised and she took another drag. The beat in silence allowed Casey’s eyes to wander… wander down as the seated amazon spread her legs.

		

		What came next was a sharp gasp as Casey saw a massive cock flop out from between the woman’s hose-clad legs. She was wearing a short skirt that matched her sport coat, with garters that held her hosiery up, but no panties to contain or hide the blood-engorged python that now rested on the seat of her chair.

		

		There was a heavy, throbbing, beat of silence as The Owner watched Casey’s hungry eyes devour her cock. She could see the girl's lips quiver and her mouth salivate. Casey even instinctively bit her lip as the meaty phallus filled with more blood.

		

		"I want you to listen to me, Casey."

		

		"Anything," Casey said with a needy huff.

		

		"I need compensation for my lost business. Understand?"

		

		"Yes." Casey blurted.

		

		"So you're going to do exactly as I say," the woman said with that loaded smile. Her eyes were all over Casey, undressing her to their fullest.

		

		"Take off your clothes."

		

		Casey almost tore off everything right then and there, but then realized this woman may not know her secret. So, with a flush of blood to her cheeks, she replied, "What?"

		

		"You heard me." The Owner said sternly.

		

		"But I'm not-"

		

		"In fact," the woman said. "Let's start with something slower."

		

		Casey watched as the mammoth girlcock twitched and inflated between the sheer, stocking-clad legs of her tormentor. The Owner flexed her hardening fuckstick, where Casey spied the hunk of meat rise, then fall with a thick, weighty slap on her thigh. It was huge, a smooth and veiny shaft that was all fucking muscle. And as it filled with blood and juice, it only got bigger, quickly standing at attention out from the pristine business skirt and two athletic, amazonian thighs.

		

		Casey's mouth fell open at the obscene display but was quickly fixated on the fat vein cutting across the nearly nine inch cock rising to attention before her eyes. It was the biggest cock she had ever seen up close by far, and to her absolute delight, it was attached to a beautiful, dominant woman in a power suit.

		

		Any fear the young crossdresser had dissipated quickly, and within mere moments she felt a new, yet quite familiar, feeling - need.

		

		And it was that insatiable need that drove Casey to want such a juicy piece of meat in her mouth so fucking badly.

		

		“Go on,” The Owner said, spreading her legs further. “You can touch it. I know you want to.”

		

		Casey took a step forward but the stern tone of the domineering woman stopped her.

		

		"Get on your knees…"

		

		Casey slowly got down but as she did the woman raised a hand and said, "Crawl to me."

		

		Eyes locked on, Casey cautiously shuffled on her knees towards the threatening weapon. When she was close enough, her comparatively tiny fingers reached for it, and Casey gently gripped the hot, thick hunk of steel with both palms. The meaty cock looked even bigger in her pubescent hands and the mere touch of it made her own caged dicklet jolt.

		

		Casey’s dainty, red-nailed fingers gripped the molten hot pole, testing and feeling its intense weight. While the monster rod undulated in the young femboy’s grip, the woman gently pulled Casey’s hood down then cupped the ‘girls’ chin.

		

		"Don’t just touch it,” The Owner said. “Show me what you can do.” She flashed another smile, “Worship."

		

		Casey looked down at the fat, hairless, swollen ball sack the woman was packing and methodically sniffed at either of the hefty, baseball-sized nuts. The woman’s strong, musky smell made Casey’s own dick strain the tiny pink cage.

		

		“Oohh my fuckinnng Gawd,” Casey murmured, intoxicated at the smell. The fear from before that had fuelled her, whimsically disappeared as Casey felt the adrenaline of pure, sluty cock-craving.

		

		Despite the tightness pushing against the chastity cage, Casey spread her lips and planted them on one of the woman’s heavenly nuts. With her eyes rolling back she lapped at them, feeling the smoothness of either orb before gliding her tongue straight up The Owner’s pipe, up and up and up, until she crested the head and twirled her little tongue around the fat mushroom tip.

		

		It stretched at her lips almost painfully, but Casey was determined to swallow the monster, remembering to open her throat and let it slide down, careful not to gag. With both hands around the thick shaft she quickly stroked the hot pipe up and down to the rhythm of her tongue. When the woman leaned back and let out a deep moan, Casey’s cock pushed tighter against the cage and began oozing clear, sticky pre.

		

		This was just the type of dick Casey wanted. The type she fucking needed. The type she had been waiting for months or perhaps years. With each pump of her throat she tried to go deeper, until finally the woman’s hand was on her head, pushing more of her gigantic piece of muscle down Casey’s constricting windpipe.

		

		It was like a flicker of fire inside the young boy. Casey could feel it and instinctively spread her legs. The tightness of her clit pushing against the cage was unbearable but that didn’t matter. What mattered was that beautiful cock.

		

		"Mmm. You're a good throat fuck," The Owner moaned, releasing Casey’s head so the ‘girl’ could spring up for air.

		

		Reflexively, Casey yanked her head back and let out a high-pitched gasp.

		

		Thank God she had practiced on her trusty dildo to keep that gag reflex in check.

		

		As the much needed air seeped into Casey’s lungs the owner’s hands slid through her hair softly until she silently urged the slutty, hungry mouth back to her glistening femweapon.

		

		With a hand back on Casey’s head, the woman slid her cock back into the velvety throat and her eyes rolled back into her head. Going willingly, Casey felt those instinctive tears gently flood down her cheeks as saliva dripped from her mouth, splattering onto the chest of her hoodie. No matter the painful stretching of her throat and the lack of oxygen, the veiny bumps against her tongue as the woman slid in and out of her mouth were like heaven to her.

		

		"Can you breathe?" The Owner asked with genuine concern in her voice. The demanding tone had smoothly changed to concern when Casey let out a choking, gasp of air.

		

		But Casey nodded, "Mmm hmph," she forced out, even with saliva pouring from her mouth, dribbling down and collecting in a pool between her legs.

		

		"Good. Keep going then," The well endowed Owner said as she forced Casey’s head back into locomotion.

		

		So Casey sucked harder, wanting more of her new mistresses’ thickness even deeper. She wanted to drain those balls of hers and swallow all The Owner had to give. When the woman began to shiver with moans so loud anybody could hear, Casey knew she had her.

		

		The majestic cock tightened, shuddering until finally there was a rise in the woman’s hips and her mouth shot out a husky moan. Hands gripped down onto Casey’s head tightly as the moan turned into a scream.

		

		Casey felt the firehose pressure of hot, sticky cum jettison down her throat when the cock erupted, hard and fast. Her eyes went fully white as the sweet taste of spunk enveloped her mind. The woman’s legs tensed and she thrust up, driving her girth going deeper as Casey held on for dear life.

		

		The cock sank to its hilt, sheathing itself fully inside Casey’s gullet. She coughed and sputtered, bracing the woman’s nylon-clad thighs in an attempt just to say upright. Ther fervent, jerking motion lasted for what felt like an hour, and Casey’s struggle for air hit its apex. But The Owner held her there, clamping her face down onto her draining cock so she could unload every ounce of essence into the young femboy’s stomach.

		

		Finally, and with a satisfied expression on her face, The Owner let her cock slide out of Casey’s mouth. Unsheathing itself with a wet and sloppy ‘SLURP’ her thick muscle was covered in strings of saliva and cum, dripping down Casey’s mouth as if begging to return.

		

		Casey took a series of hard, deep breaths, as if trying to get back lost oxygen.

		

		Eventually, when basic faculties returned, she looked up at the woman, herself breathing heavily, and watched as a smile slowly crept across The Owner’s plump lips.

		

		"Not bad. But I’m far from done with you.” The woman purred.

		

		Casey looked, and ‘lo and behold’ she was right. As if no orgasm had not just unfurled, The Owner’s cock was still cock hard and standing at full mast.

		

		“H-how?” Casey muttered, her mind still a haze.

		

		“Stand up,” the woman said coldly. "On the desk."

		

		Casey submitted, getting to her feet before sliding her bare bottom onto the warm wood of the desk. Legs overhung, gently swinging, The Owner stood from her chair and moved between Casey’s creamy white thighs, spreading them so she could fit.

		

		"Wait! I’m not…"

		

		“Not what?” The woman asked, slowly lifting Casey’s hoodie. "Not a girl? I know.”

		

		“You…” Casey murmured, “you what?”

		

		“Show me. Now."

		

		Casey’s cheeks flushed red and she looked away.

		

		The woman’s hand cupped her chin again and she tipped the boy’s face towards her until their eyes met.

		

		Casey had always been careful about her crossdressing ways. Always able to hide her bits even when with a John or at the gloryhole. And so when she opened her legs, letting the metallic thud of her cage tap against the oaken desk echo across the room, Casey nearly burst into tears.

		

		She covered her face with the sleeves of her hoodie and waited for The Owner to scream, to tell her to get out like the faggot she was. But when she lifted up her by the globes of her perky ass, to reposition Casey atop the desk, the boy froze.

		

		Casey peeked out of the cover of her sleeves, trying to steal a glance past her cute little cock up at the towering business woman.

		

		"I'm sorry, I should have said something!" Casey pleaded.

		

		The Owner leared down at the ‘girl’, shedding her sport coat to free the pair of massive breasts still barely contained inside the lacy, black bra. Skirt pulled up, her enormous cock throbbed, still glistening and sopping wet.

		

		"Where's the key?" The woman asked.

		

		Casey’s eyes widened and she slowly lowered her arms, uncovering her flushed cheeks and ruined makeup.

		

		"But-"

		

		The Owner’s eyes were filled with that hunger again. She was almost as scary as she was before. And when she plucked the key from Casey’s necklace, snapping the chain, all Casey could do was watch as she gently unlocked the cage and let it clatter to the floor. Released for its first time in hours, Casey’s tiny cock let loose a tidal wave wof as clear, sticky pre, drooling excessively onto the desk.

		

		"Well well well," The Owner said as she ran her hands up Casey’s soft, flat, smooth tummy.

		

		"I tried to tell you," Casey said as the owner lowered her mouth down between the boy's legs.

		

		“No need. I have an eye for girls like you.”

		

		“Y-you do?” Casey meeked.

		

		“Mmmhmm. And I love your cute little clit."

		

		Without warning, the woman lapped at Casey’s head, gently flicking the supple tip.

		

		The tingling down below clashed with Casey’s year-long conditioning, going against every single video she had forced herself to watch in order to feminize herself.

		

		The number one goal for such salacious things - don't get hard.

		

		But it was impossible with the warm, talented tongue fervently wrapping and working itself around the entirety of Casey’s dick. To make matters worse, Casey could feel the strong, nubile fingers of the woman rubbing her hungry, pink asshole. She shuddered as the tongue slid down past her cock, coiling once more as The Owner plunged it all into her mouth. In unison, a finger entered her shivering anus and Casey squealed in ecstasy.

		

		She couldn't help it. Couldn’t stop it. The sudden rush of the woman’s fingers suddenly deep in her pussy, while her lascivious mouth slurped and sucked on the entirety of her small, hard cock was too much to bear.

		

		In mere seconds Casey felt that sudden hotness again, quickly losing control of her extremities as her legs shook wildly and she blew her infertile load into the woman’s succulent mouth.

		

		"I'm sorry," Casey said through heavy gasps.

		

		“My tongue has that effect on people,” The Owner said, standing. “It’s okay. I like the way you taste.”

		

		Casey turned a new shade of red.

		

		"Now roll over. Lay on your front," The Owner said, wiping her chin as she rose to full height.

		

		Casey responded airlessly as the strong hands helped her turn over, then let out a squeak as the woman spread her pillowy butt cheeks from behind.

		

		"Mmm,” She purred, “You have such a pretty little asshole."

		

		Casey was already spent. She barely had time to catch her breath. The mascara was drying on her face and her once pristine makeup was a mess. There was no fight left in the sultry femboy as The Owner thrust her tongue into her cunt, hungrily lapping at her sphincter.

		

		Stars flooded into Casey’s eyes as the hot, wet tongue went to work, brazenly twirling and opening her up. The sensations didn’t last long, and in a flash the stars were gone. Just as swiftly as the woman’s tongue had found her tiny exit, Casey felt the bulbous head of a monster shecock pushed against her.

		

		“Wait!" Casey squealed.

		

		But there was no such thing.

		

		The Owner slid inside and Casey’s tongue, along with a groan, rolled out of her head. It was so big, bigger than any cock she'd taken before. She felt every inch as the woman slowly penetrated her. The inches flowed deeper and The Owner tugged Casey’s hair back, lifting the boy’s head back and up into the air.

		

		Mounted, The Owner sank her teeth into Casey’s neck as the last few inches buried themselves inside the hungry, trembling rectum. Casey’s brain went pure white as she finally choked out a mewling moan and began drooling over the desk.

		

		"Oooo, so tight!” The Owner huffed. “Like a good little sissy.”

		

		“Ahh!” Casey chirped instinctively. It was the sound of pure bliss. Pure bliss from being hilted by a near foot-long muscle of girlcock.

		

		The Owner slid out slowly, shivering as Casey’s tight ring clung to her fuckstick, not wanting it to leave. When half the meaty rod was free, still glistening with spit, The Owner slid back inside. Each new sawing motion birthed a new, feminine moan from Casey’s lips. It was a slow, methoidcal fucking, making the little crossdresser’s entire body shudder with each new rutting.

		

		The pair’s breath’s snapped. The Owner kept one hand pulling on Casey’s ponytail tight while the other found her cushy love handle and gripped the flesh.

		

		“Beg me to fuck you harder." The Owner hissed.

		

		Casey’s words were airless but she didn’t waste any time. "Fuck...fuck m-me harder, mommy."

		

		She obliged, breeding her so intensely that Casey almost blacked out. The woman rammed Casey hard, grunting while the boy held onto the desk with fingers that felt like jelly.

		

		When her prostate was nudged, Casey let out squeaking yelps of pleasure. Her boypussy was on fire. Every hair on her body stood to attention as the monster cock repeatedly pulverized her asshole.

		

		In that heated moment, Casey was hers. Seconds passed like hours as the pleasure engulfed her like waves slamming against a boat. The muscled-rod stretched her boypussy to the extremes, remodeling her chute over and over, slick with want.

		

		The Owners hands moved to Casey’s throat. She pulled her head to the side and slid her tongue in the boy’s mouth. Casey sucked on it, moaning and grunting and mewling. She tried to hold on but the thrusts came harder. The desk squeaked along with their coitus until finally, as the ravenous dickgirl thrust in the last time, Casey’s mouth opened in a screaming moan.

		

		She felt the hot, filling pressure of the woman’s cum inside her. Her pussy felt so full. This lusty amazon was so much better than all the other fucks.

		

		She slid out of Casey’s ass gently, letting her thick seed ooze out and spill to the floor.

		

		The woman had cum so much that it literally poured out of the boy, splattering pints of white spunk onto the tile. Dizzy, half-awake, and thoroughly exhausted, Casey was brought back to reality by the rustle of fabric. She tried to look but it was no use. Muscle and locomotion failed her in her post-coitus state.

		

		Thankfully, The Owner walked around the desk, and when she came to a stop in front of Casey, she was just finishing buttoning up her suit jacket.

		

		She looked down at the boy, gazing at the nearly naked display as she lay across her desk, spread out, utterly ravaged. Her fingers lifted Casey’s chin up and she looked back at her glassy, submissive eyes stained with pleasure.

		

		"Enjoy yourself?"

		

		"Best..." Casey closed her eyes, swallowed and tried to build up her energy. “Best ever.”

		

		Casey’s legs shook as another gallon of cum spurted from her battered, gaping hole and hit the ground. Her boypussy kept twitching as she felt the woman’s thick seed still seeping out.

		

		"Oh, and one more thing, Casey." The woman said, smiling her fiendish smile.

		

		Casey looked up at her, barely able to move her head, and imagined how much of a mess she looked in that moment. Smudged makeup, laying in a pile of cum, mascara down her cheeks and lips pink and bruised.

		

		But without batting an eye at the lewd display, The Owner knelt down and gently kissed Casey in a long, passionate embrace.

		

		"Wow," Casey croaked. “What else did you need?”

		

		The Owner smiled. "How does dinner sound?"

		

		"Oh. Y-yeah," she said. "Please. Yes, I’d like that."

		

		The woman kissed her again, softer. "Good."

		

		THE END

		

		

		

		Enjoy the story? Check out my other works!

		

		--

		

		
			Breaking Bobbi
		

		
			The Counselor and Her Client
		

		
			Double Trouble
		

		
			Goddess
		

		
			Hot Tub Twinks
		

		
			Lumberjacked
		

		
			Morning Jog
		

		
			Nadia, The Bull
		

		
			An Orc's Prize
		

		
			Pirate's Plunder
		

		
			The Plumber’s Pipe
		

		
			Pond Side Surprise
		

		
			Secret (Futa) Ingredient
		

		
			Shemale Workout
		

		
			Special Delivery
		

		
			Stranded
		

		
			Morning Jog
		

		
			Train Ride Tryst
		

		
			Turning Taylor
		

		
			Turned Out by Two Futas
		

		
			Wrong Turn
		

		

		Or my Bundles!

		

		
			The Sissy Starter Pack
		

		
			The Complete Workout
		

		
			Chance Encounters
		

		
			Oral Fixation
		

		
			The Complete Bobbi Saga
		

		

		--

		

		Don't forget to follow me on Twitter for news and updates:

		@JordanBaileyOfficial or https://twitter.com/TehJordanBailey

		

		You can also help support me on Patreon here:

		
			https://www.patreon.com/jordanbaileywriter
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