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The ardent gaze of the man standing at the edge of the dance floor made Tabitha glance down to her legs and a smile flashed across her pretty face when she saw what captured his attention. She’d been so caught up in the music that she hadn’t even realized her tight, black dress was riding high enough up her thighs to put on view the three darker rings decorating the top of her holdup stockings. She continued swaying seductively to the heavy beat pulsing through the nightclub as she put her hands on the side of her legs to slide the hem back down into place.

“Showing a bit too much?” Bryony joked when she leaned in closer.

“Someone seems to think so,” Tabitha replied and laughed as she motioned her head in the direction of the man.

Bryony took a sly look and a wide smile spread across her face when she put her hands on her friend’s hips.

“Let’s give him something better to stare at,” she said.

Tabitha let out a squeal when the touch on her body made her spin around to face in the opposite direction.

“You’re such a fucking cock tease, Bryony” she reproached her friend over her shoulder, but, at the same time, she didn’t resist the game they started playing.

She continued to swing her hips to the rhythm of the music as she ran her hands up through her dark hair then raised them above her head. Bryony moved right up behind to grind against her and she pushed her butt back. A glance showed that the man was unable to pull his gaze from the sexy show being put on for his benefit, but she looked away from him and closed her eyes to enjoy the sensual touch of a soft, female body caressing against hers.

The grip on her hips slid down to the side of her thighs and she knew that Bryony’s touch was hitching her dress up. She opened her eyes and glanced down to see the darker rings on her stocking tops being revealed again. It was her favorite style and she wasn’t averse to revealing them in the right situation, so this time she left the pretty nylon in view as the sinuous movements of her friend continued to bump and grind against her.

She closed her eyes again to lose herself to the music, but the DJ’s voice came over the sound system not long after. It signaled a change in tempo and he encouraged the people in the club to get up and dance when he put on a new track. A loud cheer went up when a popular song began playing and, in seconds, the numbers on the dancefloor swelled. Tabitha knocked the hands from her hips and pulled her dress down as she turned to face her friend.

“Time for a drink,” she said and picked up the bags at her feet before grabbing Bryony’s hand.

The pair of them shimmied their way through the crowd of revelers flocking onto the dancefloor then headed in the direction of the table they’d been sitting at. They saw it was empty when they got there and looked around. Their gazes eventually came together and they couldn’t keep the smiles from their faces.

“Connie’s got herself hooked up,” Bryony said as she dropped down on an upholstered seat.

“That’s hardly surprising,” Tabitha joked. “When does she ever come to a club and not end up meeting someone.”

The pair of them looked around for their friend some more, but there was no sign of her nearby.

“She’ll turn up at the hotel eventually and we’ll get the full story,” Bryony went on after a few seconds and laughed. “She’ll be gushing effusively about the new love of her life.”

“Well, the love of her life until we leave town in a couple of days,” Tabitha replied wickedly and smirked.

“That girl does get through her fair share of girlfriends,” Bryony said as she picked up the glass in front of her to take a sip of vodka.

Tabitha reached down to remove one of the shoes she was wearing and rubbed her foot.

“These bloody things are killing me,” she said.

“That’s what you get for wearing killer heels,” Bryony threw back.

“They’re not that bad,” Tabitha protested and held up the footwear. The ultramarine-blue, suede upper contrasted with bright red soles to give the shoe a pretty appearance and the four inch heel definitely made it sexy.

“I don’t know how you can walk in them,” Bryony joked.

“Yeah, well, we aren’t all lanky like you, with slim, shapely legs that go all the way up to our armpits,” Tabitha retorted. “Petite people like me need some help in the height stakes.”

“Aww…, but you’re five feet of delicious perfection,” Bryony teased.

“I’ll have you know that tonight I’m five feet four of delicious perfection,” Tabitha replied and stuck out her tongue before leaning down to put her shoe back on.

When she straightened up, she lifted her glass to take a drink.

“I think someone likes your shoes,” Bryony said.

“What do you…,” Tabitha started as she lowered the glass from her lips, but didn’t finish her sentence when she saw her friend motion towards the nearby bar.

The man at the end of it certainly wasn’t hiding the fact that he was gazing in their direction.

“You’re not flashing again, are you?” Bryony said.

Tabitha glanced down at her legs, but her stocking tops were covered by her dress and she shook her head.

“I’m decent,” she said.

“Like hell you are,” Bryony retorted and let out a cheeky laugh. “You’re a little slut.”

“Very funny,” Tabitha complained in a deadpan voice. “I meant I wasn’t revealing anything I shouldn’t be.”

“Something has definitely caught his attention though and I don’t think it’s me.”

“You should have worn killer heels,” Tabitha joked.

“I would have if it got me near someone like him.”

Tabitha returned the glass to her lips as she sneaked glances at the man. He looked massive and she guessed he was well over six feet tall.

“I think he’s a fan of the gym,” she said.

“Yeah,” Bryony agreed as she peeked at a strapping physique. “Imagine cuddling up to those muscles. He’s fucking huge.”

“How can you tell,” Tabitha let out and guffawed. “His pants are pretty loose from what I can see.”

“I was talking about the size of his body, not the size of his…”

Bryony didn’t end the remark as the man picked up his drink and headed towards them. Tabitha slowly crossed her legs and saw his gaze come to what she did as he walked nearer.

“Those fucking shoes,” Bryony hissed out the corner of her mouth, as it became all too clear what caught an admirer’s attention.

“I’ll get you a pair for our next night out,” Tabitha jested quietly then looked at the man as he approached them.

He really was well-built and there seemed little doubt he was into pumping iron. It was the only thing that could explain the bulging muscles straining against the blue material of his shirt. He towered over them when he reached the table and they glanced at each other before looking up at him.

“I hope you don’t mind me being forward,” he said and smiled. “But I wondered if I could buy you ladies a drink?”

“Sure,” Bryony blurted out immediately. “I’ll have a vodka and lemonade.”

“Would you like something too?” the man went on when he turned his gaze onto Tabitha.

The naughty idea of what she’d love to get from him flitted through her mind to bring a smile to her face, but she wiped it away quickly and pretended to think for a couple of seconds as she stared at him.

“Sure, I’ll have the same,” she eventually said and this time left the smile on her face as she held his gaze.

The man put his beer on the table without saying another word, but there was no mistaking his gaze towards Tabitha’s legs before he turned away to walk back towards the bar. Bryony leaned in closer when he was gone.

“Bloody heels,” she said and let out a laugh. “I think he’s got a serious hardon for them.”

“You don’t think it’s my sweet smile and pretty face that caught his attention then,” Tabitha shot back.

“Nope,” Bryony went on. “You flash those pretty stocking tops at him and he’s going to be worshiping at your feet.”

“I wouldn’t say no to that.”

“Neither would I,” Bryony replied. “He’s something else.”

They continued to chat as they watched him catch the attention of the barman to order the drinks. A minute or so later he approached the table again and they ended their conversation when he got to them.

“There you go,” he said as he put the glasses down in front of them.

They both said thanks before picking up their drink to enjoy a sip of alcohol.

“Take a seat,” Tabitha said when she lowered her glass.

“I’m Aiden,” he replied as he did.

“Nice to meet you,” Bryony said and reached out to shake his hand as she introduced herself.

Tabitha did the same afterwards and it was noticeable that he made more of an effort to hold on to her hand. It was a clear sign of where his interest lay and his gaze remained fixed on her as he went on speaking.

“I haven’t seen you in here before.”

“We’re only in town for a few days,” Tabitha told him. “Our friend’s cousin got married yesterday. We came for the wedding and decided to stay over for the weekend.”

“Come to think of it,” Bryony let out. “Where is Connie?”

“She’s here tonight too?” Aiden asked.

“I think she’s ditched us,” Tabitha joked as she looked around. “Bryony and I were up on the dancefloor and returned to an empty table.”

“I’ll go and see if I can find out what she’s up to,” Bryony said. “She must be around here somewhere.”

“You don’t have…,” Tabitha started, but her words came to an end when her friend put up a hand.

“It’s fine,” she said and gave a mischievous wink before turning to Aiden. “You be nice to Little T now,” she went on before getting up to disappear into the crowd.

“Little T?” Aiden queried.

Tabitha laughed as she got to her feet.

“It’s a nickname she gave me,” she replied and held her hands out to the sides of her body. “I’m petite.”

Aiden got up and she marveled at how he towered over her. He was at least a foot taller and his burly physique was all the more impressive close up. There was no stopping the flicker of excitement at being so close to such a bull of a man and a shiver trickled down her spine. She put her palm on the top of her head then moved it slowly to his torso and took a step back to see she barely came up to his chest. It made her let out another laugh.

“A bit of a mismatch in height,” Aiden joked.

“And that’s me in four inch heels,” Tabitha said when she dropped down to her seat again.

She saw his gaze slide to her shoes when he sat and he made no attempt to hide that he was staring for a second or two before looking up.

“Pretty, aren’t they?” she said, with an impish smile.

“The shoes or…,” Aiden replied cheekily as he dropped his gaze to Tabitha’s legs for an instant.

She smirked as she leaned forward to playfully run a hand up silky nylon and saw her actions were being watched.

“You can choose yourself what you think is pretty,” she joked. “I’m not going to tell you.”

“Then…, I would say your face,” he said.

“Uh-huh,” Tabitha went on and a knowing expression spread across her face. “I’m sure that’s what got your attention.”

Aiden smiled as he lifted the bottle to his lips and took a drink. Tabitha sipped at her vodka as their eyes met and she was sure she was going to have fun with the man sitting across from her. There was a feeling of something special looming already and, while they’d only just met, there was no doubt in her mind that the flirtatious exchanges were a prelude to more.

“How was the wedding?” he asked when he put his bottle down.

“Yeah, it was really good,” she answered. “The bride looked gorgeous and the day went well. It was a nice occasion and everyone had a good time.”

“Sounds like it might have given you some ideas,” Aiden joked.

“I could see myself in white,” she shot back.

“You look great in black too,” he went on as his gaze slid down to her dress then back up.

“Why thank you, sir,” she replied and lifted her glass to salute the comment. “Flattery will get you everywhere.”

“I was hoping that,” he said. “Where are you staying while you’re in town?”

“We’ve got rooms at the Bartley Hotel.”

“Oh yeah, that’s a nice place,” Aiden went on.

“Have you stayed there?”

“Nope,” he replied. “But my apartment isn’t too far from it and I pass by occasionally. It certainly looks nice from the outside.”

“Yeah, it’s OK,” Tabitha said. “Connie was the one that knew about it, so it’s down to her that we’re staying there.”

“When do you go home?”

“We’re staying at the hotel tonight and tomorrow night then we head home on Sunday afternoon,” Tabitha replied.

“So, you’ve got two more nights to have some fun here,” Aiden said and raised his eyebrows.

“That’s the plan,” she told him. “We kept ourselves under control at the wedding reception, but…”

“Now you can go a little wild and enjoy yourself,” Aiden said to finish the sentence.

“Maybe going wild is stretching things a bit,” she shot back. “But we certainly intend to enjoy ourselves.”

“Well, here’s to that,” he said and raised his beer.

Tabitha lifted her glass to clink it against the bottle then took a long drink.

“Do you dance?” she asked.

“Umm…,” Aiden said hesitantly, but didn’t get the chance to refuse when she got to her feet.

“Come on,” she urged and held out her hand.

He took it as he got to his feet and it was Tabitha that led the way to the dancefloor. She began swaying to the beat before she even stepped on it and turned after walking a few steps. It was to the sight of Aiden making an effort to dance, but a smirk played on her lips as she watched his unwieldy efforts.

“I’m not so good at this,” he said when he saw her amused expression.

“You’re doing fine,” she encouraged him and moved closer to put her hands on his waist. “Just swing like this.”

She slung her hips from side-to-side and liked the way he watched her movements. The tip of his tongue sliding around his lips showed that he was probably thinking about more than dancing. Tabitha also liked that she was touching him and the drink she’d already consumed, along with the fact she was away from the restraints of home life, meant her inhibitions were lowered. It was making her much more provocative than she would normally be. She released her grip then turned away from him as she ran her hands under her hair and lifted it up as she danced.

It got her what she wanted and she wasn’t about to complain when Aiden seized her waist to move closer. She backed against him, but the difference in size meant she couldn’t grind her butt against his groin and she laughed when she turned again.

“You’re too big,” she joked.

“Flattery will get you everyone,” he said to echo her words of earlier and laughed as he put his hands on her hips.

Their eyes met for a brief instant before they came together and she was all too aware of his excitement when her body brushed against his. There was no doubt he was thinking about more than dancing now and the flutter of excitement that he was unable to control himself around her was intoxicating. She used the excuse of dancing to push herself against him and sucked in a sharp breath. The feel of his erection stiffening as she rubbed against it only served to bring out her naughty side and she saw the grin on Aiden’s face when she glanced up.

“I think you like petite girls,” she said.

“You noticed that, huh,” he replied.

“It’s kind of difficult to miss.”

She liked the way his hands came around her and rested her head against the hard muscles of his torso as they danced. When the sound of ringing came to her over the music, she frowned as she looked up.

“Sorry,” Aiden said as he reached in his pocket. “It’s mine.”

Tabitha glanced at his crotch to see the bulging outline of his erection showing, but the sight of it was taken away when he turned to move to the edge of the dancefloor. She followed and watched as he tried to have a conversation over the thudding beat of the music.

“Look, I’ll call…,”

Aiden hesitated and it was obvious that he was listening to the person on the other end of the line. The concerned expression on his face showed that something wasn’t right and Tabitha raised her eyebrows when his gaze came to hers.

“I’ll be there as quick as I can,” he said firmly after a few seconds and pulled the phone from his ear.

“Problems?” she asked.

“My younger sister,” he replied. “Unfortunately, I need to leave.”

“Oh…,” Tabitha replied. “Has something happened?”

“She’s a bit of a drama queen, to be honest,” Aiden replied. “I’m sure it’s probably nothing, but I better go and make sure she’s OK.”

Tabitha nodded her head and it seemed the encounter with him was over before it even really began.

“Well, it was nice meeting you,” she said.

Aiden reached in his pocket to bring out his wallet. He got a card and held it out for her to take.

“I’m sorry about this, but I’m free tomorrow,” he said. “I’d really love it if we could get together before you go home.”

Tabitha nodded her head again. There was a disappointment that the promise of things to come that evening was ending so abruptly, but she’d seen the concern on his face and understood that family came first. If it was her, she would have done the same thing.

“Sure,” she said. “I’ll give you a call.”

He leaned down and the scent of the aftershave on his neck came to her as his soft kiss pressed on her cheek.

“I’ll look forward to speaking to you,” he said in her ear. “Please get in touch.”

It was more than a hint of hungry longing she heard in his last comment and she wondered for a moment if he was joking. A glance in his eyes when he moved back was enough to show that he wasn’t. It sent a shiver trickling down her spine at his apparent desire for them to meet up for a second time. She remembered Bryony’s comment about him having a hardon for her shoes and it brought a smile to her face. Their dancing showed that he was hard although she suspected it was for more than her shoes.

“Bye,” she said and watched as he spun away from her to make his way through the crowd towards the exit.

His tall size meant she could see him over the heads of the people he passed, but she eventually turned away from the sight to make her way back to the table. The sense of disappointment stayed with her, but there was little she could do about it and she wondered if she really would see him again.

“It’s up to you,” she muttered and glanced down at the card she was holding.

The table was empty when she got to it and she looked around. There was no sign of either of her friends now and she wondered if she should search for them. The lure of the vodka was stronger, so she decided to finish it first and go looking if neither of them had returned by then. Picking up the glass, she sipped at the contents as she lifted the card to take a closer look.

“Aiden Fletcher,” she let out under her breath as she read his name.

The other details showed he worked for a company called Carver Associates, with a business and a private number shown. She turned the card over, but there was nothing on the rear and she took another look at the front before slipping it in her bag. Her glass was almost empty when she caught sight of Bryony returning.

“I get out of your way to let your killer heels work their magic,” her friend said as she sat down. “And you scare the fucker off.”

“I didn’t scare him off,” Tabitha protested. “He got a call from his sister and needed to go.”

“Oh…,” Bryony said and the word was drawn out. “That old bullshit ruse to get out of an awkward situation. I’m guessing the heels didn’t work.”

“They worked,” Tabitha replied, with a wide smile. “I found out just how well they worked on the dancefloor.”

“Details,” Bryony said and moved closer.

“Well, let’s just say that his body grinding against mine as we danced wasn’t quite as soft as yours.”

“I take it you’re not only talking about bodybuilder-hard muscles here,” Bryony went on.

Tabitha lifted the glass to take a drink and put a mischievous expression on her face.

“I’ll leave your fertile and oh-so-filthy imagination wondering about that,” she joked and changed the topic of conversation. “Did you find Connie?”

“Yup,” Bryony answered. “I was introduced to the pretty girl she met. Connie seems enthralled as usual, so we probably won’t see her for the rest of the night.”

“Do you want to stay here?” Tabitha asked.

Bryony picked up her glass to drain it as she considered the question.

“Not really,” she said when she set her glass down on the table. “To be honest, after yesterday’s late night festivities, I’m starting to struggle a bit.”

“Aww…, has no one taken a shine to you,” Tabitha teased.

“At least I didn’t get picked up and dumped in less than an hour,” Bryony shot back, with a wide grin.

“I did not get dumped,” Tabitha squealed and brought the card out of her bag. “For your information, he told me to call him.”

“Nice,” Bryony said. “But no sexy ending for you tonight, unless…”

Tabitha saw the naughty look on the face of her friend and shook her head as she got to her feet.

“Nuh-uh,” she let out. “You can clear that idea right out of your dirty little head. Let’s get moving.”

“What?” Bryony protested innocently as she followed. “You don’t even know what I was going to say.”

“I know what goes on in that twisted mind of yours only too well,” Tabitha replied and laughed as she grabbed hold of her friend’s wrist. “Come on.”

***

The sidewalk wasn’t too crowded when they left the club although there was a line of people waiting to get in the place. There was also a line at the nearby taxi rank they went to and it took a few minutes for them to reach the front. They chatted as they waited for the next vehicle to pull up to the rank and moved forward when it arrived. Tabitha gave the name of the hotel when they were sitting in the back seat and she was all too aware of Bryony’s thigh pressing against hers as the journey got underway. She knew it was no accident and turned to her friend.

“Get it out of your mind,” she said in a hushed voice. “It’s not happening.”

“I’ve no idea what you’re talking about,” Bryony said in an innocent voice, but the playful smile on her face was a sign that she was telling a little white lie.

Nothing more passed between them on the short trip and they paid the driver when the cab came to a stop on the street in front of the hotel. The lobby was practically empty when they walked inside and they returned the smile of the pretty receptionist when they stepped up to the desk.

“Rooms 507 and 508,” Bryony said.

The receptionist retrieved the keys from the board behind her then handed them over and said goodnight. They thanked her before walking over to the elevators and the doors of one opened straight away when Tabitha pressed the wall button. She led the way inside and hit the number five button on the panel before closing her eyes. It was only when the ping of the arrival at their floor rang out that she opened them again to see the lecherous gaze on her. She said nothing as they stepped out to the hallway and she was in the lead as they walked along to the rooms. The silence stretched out for a few more seconds before she couldn’t resist.

“Are you staring at my shoes, stockings or ass,” she said over her shoulder and laughed.

“Shut up,” Bryony complained and there was a pause before she went on talking to admit the truth. “Your ass.”

Tabitha swung her butt as she took the last few steps to get to room 507 and knew that Bryony wouldn’t walk past. She giggled as her hips were grabbed and it was like being on the dancefloor again as her pal moved close behind to grind against her. After a few seconds she bumped her ass back to open up a gap between them.

“Go to bed,” she ordered as she lifted the key in her hand to the lock.

“Come on,” Bryony whined. “Let me come in.”

“No,” Tabitha replied. “I’m not doing it.”

She pushed the door of her room open, but didn’t get the chance to step forward as she was pulled back to bring them together again.

“You know you like it when I’m a bad, bad girl for you,” Bryony said as her hands fondled ass cheeks.

“I do not,” Tabitha protested, but knew she was lying. The flutter of excitement lit up in her body and she let out an exasperated groan.

“Yes, you do,” Bryony went on in a goading voice.

“I want to sleep,” Tabitha wailed.

“And that warm afterglow when we’re finished will make you sleep like a baby.”

“But…,”

“No buts,” Bryony interrupted. “I’ll be a submissive, fantasy girl that you can dominate. You can’t pretend you don’t love it when I do that.”

The knot grew tighter in Tabitha’s belly and the growing longing sapped the resolve to fend off her friend. She knew she was being weak, but the alcohol she’d consumed lowered her inhibitions and she was unable to resist when the hand fondling her ass slid up to her shoulder then pushed her forward.

“What got you so horny?” she asked as she stepped in the room.

“A tall, muscular man,” Bryony joked as she closed the door.

“Well, I’m not tall and I’m certainly not muscular,” Tabitha pointed out when she turned.

“No,” Bryony agreed as she moved forward. “But, if I close my eyes…”

“Pervert.”

“Oh yes,” Bryony shot back in a wicked tone. “So, let’s show you how much of a pervert I am.”

She grabbed for the hem of her friend’s little black dress, but wasn’t quick enough. Tabitha’s pulse quickened as she backed across the room, but there was nowhere to go when she banged into the wall. The game was underway and she knew from experience that there would be no stopping it.

“No more running, Little T,” Bryony said.

She leaned in to brush her lips on a soft, moist mouth as her fingers played on the hem of the black dress before slipping under it. The touch on silky nylon excited her and she let her hand glide up until she was stroking on the stocking tops. Tabitha let out a gasping breath when the kiss came to an end and glanced up at her friend.

“Does he know?” Bryony asked as she teased her fingertips from nylon to naked skin and back again.

Tabitha closed her eyes as she pressed herself against the wall. She knew it was crazy to play with her friend, but the fantasy that Bryony gave was one that she enjoyed more than she cared to admit. The strength to refuse always dissolved in a surge of arousal and this time was no different.

“No,” she let out in a breathless voice and heard the laugh.

“You didn’t tell him why you’re called Little T.”

“I told him it was because I was petite,” Tabitha answered.

“And let him assume that the T was for Tabitha,” Bryony said and let out another laugh.

“He didn’t ask and I didn’t tell.”

“Naughty girl,” Bryony said and started to slide her fingers higher on the smooth skin of a silky inner thigh. “Are you going to call him?”

“I don’t know…, maybe.”

“And what do you think will happen when he finds out what the T really stands for?”

Bryony stroked her fingers onto silky material to feel the bulge of an erection coming to life and a smile spread across her face. The surprise when she’d originally found out that such a petite, pretty woman was actually a T-girl gave way to curiosity then more as she came to know that her friend was just as kinky as her.

That Tabitha liked to dominate dovetailed perfectly with her fantasies of being a submissive slut and the games they occasionally played were something Bryony always looked forward to. They usually happened after a night out when they were both a little tipsy. That was exactly what they were after their evening in the club and she dropped down to her knees and stared at the black material. Grabbing the hem of the dress, she yanked it up and leaned in to kiss on pretty stocking tops.

The sound of harsh breaths from above was a sure sign that she wasn’t going to be stopped and she slowly worked her lips higher on smooth skin. The touch on her head showed that Tabitha was getting drawn into the game and Bryony shuddered as fingers twisted into her hair. The flicker of pain made her gasp, but she didn’t stop what she was doing as she brought a hand to her friend’s panties. The hardness below silky material was a thrill she never tired off and she brushed touches against it.

“Take the dress off,” she said when she glanced up.

“You know where we’re going,” Tabitha replied as she reached for the hem.

An eager gaze followed her every movement as she slowly pulled the black material up and over her head. She dropped the dress at her feet as she moved away from the wall and was aware of how quickly she was followed.

“See something you like,” she teased and swung her hips as she moved to the bathroom door.

She wasn’t quick enough to get away and let out a squeal as the spank landed on her pert butt. Bryony dragged off her skirt and top to drop them on the floor and followed into the bathroom. Tabitha stepped out of the blue heels and kicked them out of the door to make sure they didn’t get wet. It left her in underwear and stockings as she moved to the cubicle and got inside.

Bryony chased after to catch up and was also clad in only underwear when she stepped in the cubicle. She squealed as the water was switched on to cascade down on them and gasped as she was slammed against the tiles. Her bra was roughly yanked down from her breasts and she groaned as an eager mouth opened wide to clamp onto her breast. The touch of a fast flickering tongue on her stiffening nipple made her squirm and she forced her hand in between their bodies.

“Is this hard for me or for what you missed tonight,” she asked in a hoarse voice as she groped at a cock coming fully erect.

Tabitha didn’t answer and kept her mouth stuck to wet skin as she continued to tease and torment a nipple. It was only when she was pushed back that she relented and she lifted a hand to brush brunette strands from her forehead. Her bra was dragged down to expose her breasts and she reached up to tangle fingers in her friend’s soaked tresses.

“It’s hard for this,” she said as she pulled Bryony’s head down to her chest. “You know what you’re going to get.”

Bryony knew exactly what she was going to get, but said nothing as she swept her tongue across rivulets of water trickling down smooth skin. She glanced at the way a strong erection bulged out silky white material and felt a stronger pang of desire take hold. The grip on her hair stopped her getting down to panties and she knew she was now in the control of her friend. It suited her fine and she let her head be guided to a stiff nipple.

Licking teasingly around it brought out loud groans and the sound encouraged her on to more. She fastened her mouth on the erect bud and got her tongue rasping over it. The flood of excitement was potent and she liked the way the grip tightened even more in her hair. It brought a taste of pain to the pleasure and she squeezed her thighs tightly together as her body was set alight by a surge of arousal.

Tabitha rocked her head back against the wall as she dragged her friend’s mouth from one breast to another then back again. The rough touch on her nipples made her groans louder still and the way she was able to dominate a submissive partner into doing what she wanted thrilled her as much as it always did.

“You’re going to be my bad little girl, aren’t you,” she said through clenched teeth when she pulled Bryony’s head away from her chest.

“Yes Miss,” the answer came back. “You can do what you want with me.”

“You know what I want.”

Bryony glanced down as she slid her fingers along the naked skin just above her friend’s wet panties. Shivers rippled through her as she stared at the way the soaked, white material was now transparent. It gave her a view of the erection below and she couldn’t tear her gaze from it.

“So hot,” she let out under her breath as she worked her fingers below the soaked material.

They brushed on the hardness of a pretty T-girl’s stiff shaft and she let out a gasp. She would never have believed just how turned on she would get for it before meeting Tabitha, but there was no denying it. Her head was dragged forward to make her suck on a nipple again, but her concentration was now lower and her legs trembled as she curled her fingers around the pulsing hardness of a rampant erection. When her head was pulled back, she winced at the tight grip of Tabitha’s free hand clamping onto her cheek and chin. It forced her mouth to a wide O-shape and she glanced up.

“Show me how good you are,” Tabitha ordered.

Bryony nodded her head and the grip on her face was released. Her head was dragged down and she found herself staring at wet panties. She wasted no time in yanking them lower to make a throbbing erection spring free.

“Cock and stocking tops,” she muttered as she stared at the alluring sight.

Tabitha pressed back against the wall as she spread her feet wider apart. Bryony leaned in to kiss on the stocking tops first and could feel the way fingers twined tighter into her hair. She knew what it meant and the flare of pain ripped through her as her head was hauled up. It made her gasp, but she leaned forward to kiss on a now-proudly erect cock.

The groan from above made her glance up and she saw her friend’s eyes were closed. She knew they wouldn’t be for long though and took her chance to play while she could. Flicking out her tongue, she touched the tip on a bulging vein and followed it up. She kept licking all the way to the tip and nuzzled her lips against slick skin. The taste came to her to make her tremble more and she opened her mouth to let it slide over the thick, mushroom-shaped head.

“Oh fuck yeah,” Tabitha let out in voice that showed her eagerness for more.

Bryony gave it by sliding her lips lower to let more of the hardness fill her mouth. She didn’t stop until a touch brushed against the back of her throat to bring on her gag reflex. It made her slide her lips back up to the tip and she then tilted her head to the side to nuzzle against hot, hard flesh all the way down to the base. Tabitha’s knees buckled slightly as she was gripped by the pleasure and she held on to wet hair as an eager tongue licked on her balls.

Bryony took one of them in her mouth to suck on it then did the same with the other straight afterwards. She then used her hand to lift them up as she pushed her lips below to lick enthusiastically on sensitive skin. It stoked her excitement even more and she slid her free hand inside her panties to get to her pussy. She forced her fingers between slick folds of skin to expose her clit and brushed rough, circling touches on it as she kept her tongue working. It was going to get her what she wanted and the sound of Tabitha’s loud groans rose above the noise of the shower water cascading down on them.

The grip on Bryony’s hair tightened and she fought against the effort to pull her head back until it was impossible to resist. Breath spilled heavily from between her lips as she looked up at her friend. Her chin was grabbed and she winced at the touch of a thumb brushing ruggedly across her mouth.

“So pretty,” Tabitha said in a hoarse voice.

Bryony squealed as she was pushed back. She dropped down to her butt on the wet floor and shuffled across the cubicle until her back hit the wall. It left her trapped in place and she shuddered as she was confronted by a raging erection right in front of her face. Tabitha grabbed hold of her cock to spank the thick head on soft lips and it stirred the hunger to use the girl at her feet.

“Open up,” she ordered in a demanding voice.

She grabbed hold of wet hair as her order was obeyed and it allowed her to thrust forward. It drove her cock deep inside mouth to bring out the sound of desperate gagging, but the delicious noise only brought out her dominant urges to take what she wanted. She arched her back and clenched her buttocks tightly as she threw her hips forward with more effort. The surge of primitive lust was almost overwhelming and she looked down to see the strings of spit clinging to her cock as she fucked it down her friend’s throat over and over.

Bryony was defenseless in the face of the kinky onslaught, with the pain of her hair being pulled mixing with the dirty delight of being made to take a thick erection deeper and deeper until balls were slapping against her mouth. Her spluttering gags got her no sympathy, but she didn’t want any as the rough mouth fuck of her fantasies was brought fully to life. It trapped her head against the wall as she was dominated and the thrill of it made her torment her clit even more vigorously.

She splayed her legs as wide as she could on the wet floor and plunged a touch inside her slick opening to finger fuck herself. Her body was alight as her excitement climbed towards the moment she wanted and she closed her eyes tightly as she brought herself right to the very edge of losing control. She slowed the pace to hold herself there as her friend rammed her hips forward with more urgency until the thrill of fucking into warm, wet mouth became overwhelming.

“Fuck,” Tabitha cursed as she pulled back.

She slammed one hand against the wall to steady herself, while grabbing her erection with the other to stroke herself all the way. Bryony went all out to take herself to orgasm as she watched the dirty display right in front of her face and her excitement came to a peak first. She gasped as the tightly coiled knot in her center released to a surge of burning, shuddering heat that ripped through her body. Her head cracked against the wall when she threw it back and she watched the final throes of passion overpower her friend.

She squealed as a gushing burst of thick cum splashed her skin, but the sound turned to a groan as the spasms of her pussy tightened it around her stiff fingers. It made her writhe around on the floor as streaming spurts of pearly white rained down on her face and breasts. Her lips were parted as she gasped for breath and she could do nothing as Tabitha stepped in to empty the last strings of sticky white in her mouth. It got her the taste as she swallowed and she reached up to grab hold of cock with her free hand, so she could bring it to her lips.

The gasping breaths from above made her look up and she nuzzled her mouth against quivering cock as the last trickles of white came out. It made her shudder and she pulled her fingers from her pussy as the exhilaration of the kinky game came to an end.

“We’ll go to hell for this,” Tabitha joked in a breathless voice as she pressed both palms against the tiles.

“You will,” Bryony shot back as she enjoyed stroking along the length of a fading erection. “I’m just the helpless victim of your uncontrollable, raging lust.”

“Poor innocent you,” Tabitha mocked in a cheeky voice. “It must be so terrible for you.”

“You’re lucky to have me in your life,” Bryony said and laughed. “I bet Mr. Muscles wouldn’t let you take control.”

“Fuck, how hot would that be,” Tabitha said as she stepped back under the shower jets.

Bryony laughed as she pushed herself gingerly to her feet and joined her friend under the cascade.

“You’re only here for one more night,” she said. “What have you got to lose? He can only say no and what does that matter. If things don’t work out, you never have to see him again after this weekend.”

“Yeah,” Tabitha mused.

There was a possibility a fantasy she harbored, but was yet to enjoy, might very well come to life. It brought a smile to her face as she closed her eyes to enjoy the jets of warm water raining down on her.

***

A knock on the door brought Tabitha out of her slumber and she used a hand to rub the early morning sleep from her eyes as she yawned. She slowly became aware of an arm that wasn’t hers draped across her naked chest and pushed it away before sliding to the side of the bed to drop her feet to the floor.

A louder knock sounded out, but she made no effort to hurry because it could only be one person. Getting to her feet, she moved across to the wardrobe to get a white toweling robe and let out a laugh when she put it on. The hem of the garment almost touched the floor and the soft material swamped her petite figure. A third knock made her roll her eyes at the impatience of the person on the other side of the door.

“OK…, OK,” she muttered as she trudged across the red carpet.

She cracked the door open and saw she’d guessed right as to who it was when a gorgeous face came into view.

“I thought you’d bloody ditched me,” Connie complained.

“What, like you did to us last night?” Tabitha joked and stuck out her tongue.

“Shut up,” Connie squealed. “Anyway, that’s different and from what I heard, you didn’t do too badly for yourself.”

The comment brought Aiden to mind, but Tabitha said nothing in response and it was Connie that went on talking.

“I tried knocking on Bryony’s door first, but she’s not answering.”

“I’m not surprised,” Tabitha replied.

“Why’s that?”

Tabitha stepped back and swung the door wider open to give a better view inside the room. A wry smile spread across Connie’s face when she saw Bryony sprawled out on the bed.

“Oh…,” she let out in a knowing voice when she stepped over the threshold. “I get it. Things didn’t work out at the club, but the pair of you still decided to have some fun when you got back here.”

“She made me do it,” Tabitha protested when she closed the door. “I wanted to sleep, but...”

“Yeah, yeah…, sure you did,” Connie interrupted in a teasing voice and grabbed for the lapels of the robe.

Tabitha saw it coming and skipped out of reach before moving in the direction of the wardrobe.

“No fair,” Connie joked and let out a wicked laugh as she walked across the room towards the bed. “How come I don’t get to play?”

“What do you think I am?” Tabitha retorted. “The sex doll for you lot to have some fun with. Besides, you like girls.”

“You are a girl,” Connie said when she sat down on the bed.

“Yeah, but I don’t think I have the equipment you want,” Tabitha replied. “And it’s not like you have any trouble finding girlfriends.”

“Are you calling me a slut?” Connie joked.

“Well, if the name…”

“Shut up,” Connie cut in and laughed.

She reached out to slide the covers slowly off their slumbering friend until the curve of a pretty ass was exposed. Bryony shrieked when the spank cracked on her buttocks and rolled across the bed to avoid a second one.

“Fuck off,” she protested.

“It’s time for breakfast,” Connie said. “Get up.”

“I want to sleep more,” Bryony whined and grabbed for the bedcovers.

Connie did the same and it was her that won the ensuing tug-of-war to drag the covers all the way down to the bottom of the bed. Bryony let out a sigh as she sat up and rubbed her eyes.

“What’s with getting up at the crack of dawn,” she complained.

“It’s nearly eight o’clock,” Connie retorted.

“Yeah, OK,” Bryony conceded. “It’s not like we have anything planned though, so why can’t I sleep in?”

“Because we’d miss your scintillating conversation at the breakfast table if you did,” Connie joked.

“Oh ha bloody ha,” Bryony let out sarcastically, but she squealed when Connie leaned closer and raised a hand. The threat of another spank was enough to get her moving and she went to collect her clothes then put them on.

“Wearing the same outfit as the night before,” Connie commented and laughed. “What are you like?”

“I’m not going down to breakfast like this,” Bryony replied. “I’ll get changed and see you in the dining room.”

She walked to the door to leave the room and Connie turned her gaze to Tabitha.

“So, did you dump the good looking Mr. Muscles I heard about last night or did he take badly to the news that the pretty little girl who caught his attention wasn’t, umm…, all girl?”

Tabitha finished putting on her top and jeans before turning around.

“Neither,” she replied as she went to the dressing table and picked up a brush when she sat down.

“Then how did you end up here with the whiny sleeping beauty?”

Tabitha stopped brushing her brunette tresses and caught her friend’s gaze in the mirror.

“He got a call from his sister,” she said. “It meant he needed to leave and that ended things before they really got going.”

“That sucks,” Connie went on. “Did you actually reveal your secret to him?”

Tabitha shook her head then started brushing her hair again.

“A chance missed then,” Connie said.

“Maybe,” Tabitha replied.

Connie narrowed her eyes as she stared across the room.

“Go on,” she urged.

“He gave me his card and asked me to call?” Tabitha admitted.

“Then do it,” Connie said enthusiastically as she leapt to her feet.

“I’m not calling him at eight in the morning,” Tabitha blurted out and put the brush down.

“I would,” Connie went on. “Did you get the impression that he liked you?”

“Oh yeah,” Tabitha said as she got to her feet. “I got a big, hard sign that he liked me when we were on the dancefloor.”

“Then call him,” Connie encouraged and giggled wickedly. “Not that I’m an expert on the male of the species, but doesn’t a man getting a boner while dancing mean he’s in love with the girl.”

“That’s not funny,” Tabitha complained, but let out a laugh anyway as she walked to the bathroom door. “Give me a minute and we’ll go down.”

She stepped through to the small room and locked herself inside. Two minutes later, she was finished and she heard the sound of Connie’s voice when she opened the door. At first she thought Bryony had returned, but saw that wasn’t the case when she walked out the bathroom. Her friend was talking on the phone and straight away she realized it was hers.

“Hey…,” she said.

“Oh, here she is,” Connie said and listened for a second. “Yeah, it was nice talking to you too.”

Tabitha saw the card being held up and realized it was the one she’d been given the night before. It meant there could only be one person on the other end of the line and she scowled at her friend. A grin spread across Connie’s face as she held out the phone.

“I think it’s for you,” she said in a loud voice.

“Bitch,” Tabitha hissed, but it only made the grin on her conniving pal’s face grow wider.

As she took the phone, she swung her other hand to cuff it across Connie’s upper arm. She then sucked in a deep breath as she brought the handset up to her ear.

“Sorry about disturbing you,” she started. “My friend, or should I say my ex-friend, got your card from my bag without my knowledge and took it upon herself to call you this early.”

“It’s fine,” Aiden said and laughed. “I’m usually up by now anyway.”

“Was everything OK with your sister?”

“A storm in a teacup,” he replied. “It turned out to be an argument with her boyfriend, but I managed to secure a peace treaty after some negotiations.”

“Is it the United Nations you work for?” Tabitha joked.

“No,” Aiden replied. “Although I think I could walk into a job with them after last night. How did the rest of your evening go?”

Tabitha screwed up her face as she recalled the encounter in the shower the night before, but she wasn’t about to relate that story to a man she barely knew.

“Bryony and I left not long after you,” she told him.

Tabitha heard Connie’s quiet laugh and made a glowering face at her friend.

“The pair of you didn’t meet anyone then?” Aiden asked.

It was a leading question that showed his interest was still there.

“No, Bryony and I were good girls and came back to the hotel,” Tabitha went on and caught Connie’s gaze. “Unlike our slutty tramp of a friend.”

“I’ll tell him,” Connie hissed and stuck out her tongue.

Tabitha put a hand over her mouth to stifle a guffaw as she turned away. She wasn’t sure if the threat was to reveal her T-girl secret or inform Aiden that she wasn’t actually a good girl the evening before, but she didn’t want to find out.

“So, what are your plans for today?” Aiden asked.

It was another leading question and Tabitha remembered her sense the night before that something would happen between them. The chance was definitely there.

“No plans,” she said.

“Do you want to meet up?”

The trickle of excitement crept over her and she recalled him saying he didn’t live too far from the hotel.

“Sure,” she agreed. “How about we meet here at the hotel? I’m in room 507, so just come up and I’ll treat you to a drink and we can decide what to do.”

“Sounds like an idea,” he replied. “What time?”

“Umm…, let’s say seven.”

“OK, I’ll see you then,” Aiden agreed. “Enjoy your day.”

“You too.”

It ended the conversation and there was a smile on Tabitha’s face when she pulled the phone from her ear.

“How about we meet at the hotel, I’m in room 507.”

The cheeky mimicking of her words made Tabitha roll her eyes as she looked at her friend.

“And you had the nerve to call me a slutty tramp,” Connie went on.

“You’re the one that bloody phoned him,” Tabitha protested.

“It sounds like I did you a favor,” Connie teased.

“Yeah, maybe.”

The flicker of excitement was still there, but Tabitha was all too aware that what was in Aiden’s head wasn’t actually what he was going to get. Connie seemed to read her thoughts.

“He might like it,” she said. “I think plenty of guys do.”

The conversation with Bryony after their encounter in the shower came back to Tabitha. It was her last night in town and she had nothing to lose. If Aiden wasn’t interested then they could have a drink and go their separate ways. On the other hand, if he was…

“Don’t get ahead of yourself,” she muttered.

“What?” Connie asked.

“Nothing,” Tabitha answered and smiled sweetly. “Let’s get some breakfast.”

She grabbed her room key from the bedside table before getting to her feet and moving towards the door. Connie joined her and they walked out to the hallway then headed in the direction of the elevators.

***

Tabitha stepped into the blue heels then moved across to the mirror to look at herself. She could see no marks on the little black dress when she turned from side-to-side, but was sure she could detect the slight whiff of tobacco and alcohol on it. That was hardly a surprise because it had been too late in the day to get the dress cleaned when she decided to wear the same outfit as the evening before. She moved to the dressing table to pick up a bottle of perfume and the sweet scent of jasmine surrounded her when she spritzed some on her neck and the dress.

“Good enough,” she said and returned to the mirror after putting the bottle down.

She ran her fingers through her hair before her gaze slid lower. It stopped at the hem of her outfit and she couldn’t resist a peek. The stockings she wore were brand new, but they sported the decorative tops she liked. She stared at the three dark rings before smoothing down the dress onto her legs. Her gaze went to her shoes and she remembered the way Aiden looked at them the night before.

“What’s not to love,” she let out and smirked, but there was no guarantee he would like what he was about to walk into.

The loud knock caught her attention, but she knew it was too early in the evening to be him. She saw she was right when she opened the door to the smiling faces of her friends.

“Look at you, Little T,” Connie teased.

“You don’t look half bad yourself,” Tabitha responded.

“We just came to tell you we’ll be at the same club again later,” Bryony said. “So you know where to find us if you need to.”

“Sure,” Tabitha replied. “Have fun.”

“She won’t need us,” Connie joked as she pulled on Bryony’s arm. “Come on, let’s go.”

Tabitha watched her two friends head off along the hallway in the direction of the elevators and closed the door when they were out of sight. A glance at her watch showed it was fifteen minutes before seven and there was no way she could stop the buildup of apprehension that began to take hold. It meant she couldn’t stay still and she paced back and forth across the red-carpeted floor as the anxieties flitted through her mind. She came to a stop when there was another knock on the door and was engulfed in a flood of nerves.

“Should have told him,” she muttered, but it was too late for that now.

Taking a deep breath, she moved to the door and put a smile on her face as she opened it. The sight of Aiden wearing a smart, black suit widened her smile and the nerves drained away. The flicker of excitement was there the moment she laid eyes on him and she stared at the way the dark material stretched over his tall, muscular frame.

“Hey,” she said when she lifted her gaze to his.

“Hey yourself,” he replied.

“You look…, smart,” Tabitha went on.

“We match,” he joked as he took in her outfit. “And you look even more gorgeous than you did last night.”

“I look exactly the same as last night,” she replied.

She was all too aware of his gaze lingering on her heels and let him enjoy the view before moving things along.

“Come on in,” she told him and stepped aside.

He accepted the invitation by walking in the room and she closed the door.

“This place is nice,” he said as he looked around the bedroom.

“Yeah, it’s OK,” Tabitha agreed as she walked across to the minibar and opened it. “You get a choice of whisky, vodka or beer.”

“A beer is fine for me,” Aiden said.

“Take a seat,” she told him and motioned towards the armchairs and table in the corner of the room.

Aiden walked across to them and dropped down on one of the red chairs. Tabitha was aware of his gaze on her as she popped the cap from a bottle of beer and filled a glass. She then opened a miniature bottle of vodka, emptied the contents into a glass and added some lemonade. She stirred it with her forefinger and kept the smile from her face afterwards as she suggestively sucked on her fingertip.

It was naughty, but a glance across the room showed Aiden was enjoying the show. His gaze remained on her as she picked up the drinks and strolled across to where he was. When she got to the seating area, she dropped down on one of the other armchairs.

“You can’t drink out of a bottle in that sharp suit,” she said and laughed as she held out the glass.

“This old thing,” he joked and ran a hand down a lapel before reaching out to take the drink.

“So, we’re all dressed up…,” Tabitha said and left the unfinished comment hanging in the air as she took a sip of vodka.

Their eyes met and there was no doubt the tension was already ratcheting up. She was hoping they wouldn’t actually leave the room, but there was one sticking point to get past first and she wasn’t quite sure how to do that. Crossing her legs brought Aiden’s gaze to them and a smile flitted across her face.

“We’re dressed up and there are plenty of places to go around town,” he said when he looked up. “I could show you a few things.”

Tabitha saw her chance and said what came in her mind.

“Not as good as I could show you.”

“That sounds interesting,” Aiden replied immediately and laughed as he took a drink then lowered the glass. “What would they be?”

Tabitha couldn’t stop herself and slid a hand to the hem of her dress. She teased it higher until she flashed the three rings at the top of her stockings then lifted the glass to her lips and held it there when she caught Aiden’s gaze.

“Pretty?” she queried.

“I wondered if it was stockings you wore,” he said in a hushed voice.

“And now you know.”

His gaze settled on the sexy sight and she wondered if his erection was coming to life in the way it did on the dancefloor the evening before.

“All dressed up to stay in,” he said.

“Are you complaining?” she joked.

The teasing comments were going back and forward, but the urge for more played on Tabitha’s mind. She decided it was time to get her secret out in the open and see what the reaction was.

“I have a confession to make about my name,” she said.

“Is it not Tabitha?” he queried and frowned as he leaned forward.

“Yes,” she replied and let out an uneasy laugh. “I was actually talking about the nickname you heard last night.”

“Little T?”

“Uh huh,” she went on. “I never told you what the T stands for.”

“I assumed it was…”

“Tabitha,” she cut in to end his sentence. “But it’s not.”

“OK,” Aiden said. “Do I have to guess what it stands for?”

“You’d never get it in a million years,” she said and her laughter was even more nervous as she prepared herself. “Do you know what a T-girl is?”

She saw the understanding come into his expression straight away, but there was a disbelieving tone to his voice when he spoke.

“You’re kidding me.”

She caught his gaze and shook her head.

“No kidding…, it’s not something I would joke about.”

“Fucking hell,” Aiden let out and took a long drink of beer before lowering the bottle. “That was the last thing I saw coming.”

“So, you were getting hard for a pretty little T-girl on the dancefloor last night.”

There was a long pause as they stared at each other and it was Aiden that broke the silence.

“Do you want to know the truth?” he said and went on without waiting for an answer. “I’m getting hard for a pretty little T-girl right now.”

Tabitha let out a stifled giggle as she leant forward to put her glass on the table.

“My revelation isn’t going to make you run out on me then.”

Aiden slowly shook his head as he held her gaze.

“I’m not going anywhere,” he replied.

Tabitha was all too aware of her trembling excitement as she got to her feet and went around the table to stand in front of him. He reached out, but she knocked his hand away and turned to sit down on his lap.

“Oh yeah,” she murmured when the growing hardness of Aiden’s erection pressed on her butt.

Her confession definitely hadn’t put him off. She could feel the evidence of that and it made her squirm around as she listened to his rasping breaths. Things were moving quickly and there was an excitement to being with a new lover. His hands came around her body to settle on her thighs and she let him slide the hem of her dress up until his fingertips brushed on the silky tops of her stockings. She remembered the difference in height stopping her from grinding her butt against him when they were dancing the evening before and let out a shrill chuckle.

“What?” he asked.

“This is what I wanted to do to you on the dancefloor last night,” she admitted as she wriggled around to grind her butt on him. “You’re too tall though.”

“You’re too little,” he shot back and his fingers pushed the hem higher still.

His touch ran on to bare skin and Tabitha looked down as more of her legs were revealed. The soft, gliding caress of fingertips grazing across her naked thighs was heady and she closed her eyes for a second to enjoy the sensation before looking down again. There was no holding in the cheeky tease as the hem of her dress slid higher up her legs.

“Are you sure you want to do that?”

Aiden didn’t speak, but the hem of the dress continuing to slide up her legs answered Tabitha’s question. She wondered what his reaction would be when he got to her panties and heard his gasp as he touched on the growing hardness of a pretty T-girl’s erection. Her head rocked back and she shuddered when a kiss pressed on her neck.

The touch on her underwear made her squirm all the more in his lap and she could feel just how hard he was getting for the game they were playing. There was no doubt he was reveling in the moment and her breath rasped out at the touch of fingers stroking along her swelling length.

“I never expected this,” he let out quietly as he nuzzled his lips on Tabitha’s neck.

She pushed a hand under her dark hair to brush it out of the way and tilted her head to the side to expose sensitive skin. The way kisses played on it sent hot shivers racing along her spine and made her want more. Glancing down to her lap, she put her hand on top of his as he continued to stroke along her erection and it was clear that getting her aroused was having the same effect on him. She could hear the gasps of heavy breathing as his lips nuzzled against her ear.

“What were you thinking about last night when we were dancing?” she asked.

“I was…” he started and hesitated, as if he was unsure he should come out with the words on his mind.

“Tell me,” she urged.

“I was thinking of you in those blue heels and stockings, with your perfect face looking up at me as you…”

He paused again, but Tabitha knew what he was going to say and finished the comment for him.

“…as I took you in my mouth.”

“Yes,” he admitted in a hoarse voice.

“How much do you want it?” she went on.

“I…, well, I blew my load masturbating about it last night,” Aiden blurted out.

The confession made Tabitha giggle as she lifted her hand and glanced down to watch the way his fingers stroked along the outline of a now fully erect cock. There was no doubt he had it bad for her and she was all for giving him his fantasy…, if she got what she wanted first. Her chest heaved as she knocked his hand away and got to her feet. The chance for her to go after her own dirty dream was there and she dragged the dress up over her head and dropped it to the floor as she turned.

“Show me how much you want it,” she told him.

She touched on his head as his hands went to her hips, but there was no need for her to lead him forward. He was eager to do that himself and shuffled his butt to the edge of the seat as he leaned in close. The caress of his tongue on her panties made her grip his hair and she held on tightly as he licked along her erect length through the silky material.

Strong shudders rippled through her as the foreplay continued and she felt his fingers slide to the waistband of her underwear then yank the material lower. She released her grip on his head to undo her bra and pulled the silky cups from her breasts as her panties were dragged down. It left her standing in only the stockings and heels and she saw the appreciative gaze roaming over her naked body.

She didn’t want him just looking though and returned her hand to his head. Aiden expected to be pulled in and gasped as he was pushed back to sprawl on the chair. Tabitha was quick to climb onto the upholstered arms on her knees, so she loomed over him. It allowed her to lean forward and put her hands on the seat back, so her erection was right in front of his face. The kiss on the tip made her groan and she eased forward to slide inside a willing mouth.

Aiden got his tongue working as his excitement mounted. It wasn’t what he expected when he walked through the door of the room, but his craving to be with Tabitha meant he was prepared to give her exactly what she wanted and the kinkiness of it brought out an unbridled lust. He let cock fuck deeper in his mouth as he brought a hand up between her thighs. Shudders wracked her body as he forced fingers between her ass cheeks to stroke on puckered skin and her groans got louder.

The dirty delight of the touch on her asshole made her buck forward and the sound of the gagging as her cock fucked down throat was a turn on that made her desperate for more. She controlled her impulses for a second to let Aiden back off and her shudders grew stronger as his fingertip jiggled around on her tight hole. It slowly opened up to the pressure and her cock throbbed as the penetration slipped inside.

“Fucking hell,” she let out through gritted teeth.

She caressed a hand on Aiden’s cheek as he kissed on the tip of her cock and she felt the wriggling of his finger as he plunged it deeper. The urge to fuck his mouth welled up, but she waited until he was knuckle-deep in her. The pulsing of her asshole around the penetration made her cock quiver as she slid her hand up to grasp his hair.

Aiden nuzzled his lips on the tip of a now-rampant cock and felt the flicker of pain as the grip in his hair tightened. It was a sign of what was about to happen and his head ended up trapped against the armchair as cock fucked roughly in his mouth. Tabitha’s ragged gasps sounded out as she jabbed her hips forward. She grabbed a tight hold of the seatback with her free hand to keep her balance as her erection drove between lips and it was her now towering over the man below as she made him take her full length.

“Fuck yeah,” she gasped as the spasms of her muscles made her asshole pulse fiercely around Aiden’s finger.

She could hear the sound of his gags as she kept her stiff shaft fucked down his throat and it built the urge to dominate him. Dragging herself back, she grabbed her erection to spank it on his lips as he eagerly worked his finger around in her asshole. It engulfed her in a swell of pleasure that made her fuck cock back in his mouth. The way she began to power her hips at him forced his head against the back of the armchair again and she didn’t let up as she threw herself forward in a frenetic onslaught.

His free hand went to her stocking tops and she could feel his fingers stroking on the silky material as she continued to ruggedly thrust between his lips to make spit spill from the corner of his mouth. The sound of his gagging as she drove her cock down his throat was a massive thrill, but she eventually pulled back to give him some respite. Strings of sticky saliva kept the slick head of her erection connected to his lips and she glanced down at the way Aiden licked at them.

The pumping of hot blood made her cock throb and that, in turn, made her asshole clench and unclench around his finger and it was a heady mix of feelings that stoked her desire. A glance showed Aiden’s free hand move down from her thigh to her calf. There was no doubt where his touch was going and she let out a quiet laugh when his fingertips stroked on her shoe.

“Got it bad for those heels, huh?” she teased him.

He glanced up at her although said nothing as he stroked touches on her footwear. It was time to give him something and the enjoyment of his finger coming slowly out from her asshole sent shudders rippling through her as she pushed herself up. His hands stroked on her ankles as she managed to get to a standing position on the arms of the chair. It gave him the chance to slide down on the seat to get below her legs and he quickly spun around when he was kneeling on the floor. A glance up got him the sight of taut, rounded buttocks and his gaze slid down the back of Tabitha’s legs to get to her shoes.

Leaning forward, he pressed his lips on a four inch heel then flicked out his tongue to lick up and down it a few times. His heartbeat raced as the thrill of the moment welled up to make him tremble. He quickly worked his mouth to the sheer nylon on a slim ankle and shuddered as he enjoyed the silky feel of his lips caressing on the material.

Tabitha leaned forward to rest her hands on the back of the chair. It helped to steady her in position, but she also knew it was putting her naked ass on display. Aiden’s kisses played on her stockings and he kept going until he got to the tops. His tongue came out again to lick wet trails on nylon and Tabitha groaned. The urge to get her cock back in his mouth was almost overwhelming, but his touches were too good to stop.

He kissed between the stocking tops before his lips moved onto bare skin and Tabitha held her breath as he worked his way up to her butt. The delicious feel of a soft, teasing lick sliding along the crease of her ass made her muscles tighten, but it didn’t stop his tongue forcing its way in between to press on puckered skin.

“Fuck,” she let out through clenched lips as her excitement spiraled higher.

His fingers sank in her flesh to spread her buttocks and the licking became rougher as he targeted her asshole. It made her legs tremble and she leaned forward to put more weight on her arms. Aiden’s head pushed forward as he eagerly pressed the tip of his tongue on a tiny, puckered hole and Tabitha whimpered as it was stretched open by his efforts.

The touch inside almost made her knees buckle and she desperately held herself up on one hand as she reached for his head with the other. She tried to push him away, but it was him taking what he wanted for the moment and he struggled against the pressure to force his tongue deeper. The way it wriggled around and licked on soft, velvety skin made her giddy and she pulled her hand away from him as the pleasure soared.

His gasping breath came out when he eventually pulled away and dropped back to his knees on the floor. Tabitha got down from the arms of the chair and quickly turned to sit. It left him kneeling before her and she spread her legs wide then reached out to drag his head down to her lap. Grabbing hold of her cock with her free hand, she led his mouth to it and groaned when his lips slid over the tip.

It was her in control again, but all she needed to do was hold on as Aiden began to bob his head. The caress of his lips gliding up and down her erection brought a tension to her body that made her shiver. As her muscles tightened, she lifted her butt up from the seat and pressed her hand on the back of his neck. Her desperate breaths became the loudest sound as she started trying to thrust up. The head of her stiff shaft slid across silky inner cheek as it fucked to the back of his throat and her efforts became more spirited as the excitement mounted.

Blowjob turned to frantic mouth fuck as she drove her cock between Aiden’s lips to make him take her full length again and again until it became impossible to keep going. When her butt slumped to the seat, he followed her down to kiss on the tip of cock and nuzzled his lips on it.

She watched for a second before gripping his hair tightly to drag his head up to her chest. He enthusiastically accepted the invitation and his lips circled around a nipple. Tabitha closed her eyes to enjoy the attention being lavished on her breasts and pulled Aiden’s head from side to side. The way he sucked on her stiff, pink buds showed his greedy desire for her body and she let him play for a short while before pulling his head away.

“Show me those gorgeous muscles,” she told him and sat back in the armchair to enjoy a strip show.

He got to his feet right away and took off his jacket. Tabitha’s gaze followed his every move as he undid the buttons of his shirt, pulled the material out from where it was tucked into his pants then shrugged it from his shoulders. Grabbing hold of her cock, she stroked touches along it and saw his gaze come to what she was doing. She only had eyes for his strapping torso though and stared at bulging neck, shoulder and chest muscles.

“Fucking nice,” she murmured then raised her voice. “Keep going.”

Aiden kept undressing until he was standing in only a pair of boxer shorts. The way his erection strained against the material brought out Tabitha’s desire and her tongue slid around her lips as she watched the underwear being taken off. When he straightened up, he was completely naked and she stared at his thick erection. Raised veins pulsed on the shaft to make it twitch and it was clear how turned on he was.

“Is this what you were dreaming about last night,” she said as she moved to perch her butt on the very edge of the seat.

She reached out to grab his erection, so she could pull him right in front of her and the way his erection throbbed in her grasp made her squeeze tighter. She held on like that as she slowly raised her gaze to his and maintained eye contact as she lowered her head towards the tip of his cock. The taste of it came to her when she licked on the tip and she used a fast flickering tongue to tease him as she stared intently into his eyes.

“Fuck yes,” he let out.

His legs trembled as she loosened her grip to slide her hand down to the base and tilted her head to the side to kiss all the way down his length. She then clamped her lips to his erection and slowly worked them all the way back up to the slick head. Unwrapping her fingers, she dropped them to his balls and held on as she worked her lips over the tip. She’d held his gaze up to that point, but looked down as she pushed her mouth lower on his shaft.

Her tongue teased bulging veins as she slowly bobbed her head to pleasure him. It stoked her desire to the point where she wanted to get him on the bed, but she carried on giving him his fantasy. She upped the pace of the blowjob and worked her lips lower on his shaft with each bob of her head. His hand touched on her shoulder and she knew it was to steady himself as the trembling of his legs grew worse.

When she came up for air, she flicked out her tongue to lick on the slick head of his erection as she lifted her gaze to his again. His hand slid to her cheek and she let him caress it as she continued to tease him. Releasing her grip on his balls, she pushed her hand between his thighs and he was quick to spread his legs wider. His groan was loud as she brushed fingers on sensitive skin then slid them further back. He froze when a touch pressed on his asshole and the whimpering moan from such a strapping, muscular man excited Tabitha beyond anything before.

“Is this a virgin hole?” she asked.

A smile spread across her lips when he nodded his head.

“For a first time, you seem to be getting into it,” she went on.

“I wanted to be with you,” Aiden let out.

“So, I get to do whatever I want then?”

He nodded again and she felt his asshole clench as she applied some more pressure. Ducking down, she clamped her lips around the head of his thick shaft then worked her tongue frantically as she forced her finger past the resistance. The pop of a tight hole opening up was an aphrodisiac like no other and she slid her lips lower on cock as the seductive sensation of ass muscles contracting and releasing around her finger grew stronger.

She worked her mouth up and down as she drove the penetration deeper and her own cock throbbed as a fantasy came to life. Knowing that she could use Aiden as she wished brought out her dominant nature and she gobbled on his erection as she fingered his ass. It only stirred her desire for what she really wanted though and she lifted her head up as she pulled her hand from between his thighs.

“You’re ready,” she told him.

He said nothing as she pressed a hand on the taut muscles of his midriff to make him step back. Getting to her feet only brought it home how much taller he was, but she was the one with the power. She took hold of his erection and used the grip to lead him across to the bed. When she let go, she made him turn to face away from her.

“Kneel down,” she told him.

That he obeyed the instruction immediately only made her want him more and she pushed on his shoulder to make his upper body fall down to the bed. It left him bent over and at her mercy, with the delicious thrill of that bringing a smile to her face. She saw the way his hands gripped the covers tightly and her smile grew wider as his knuckles whitened. It showed his tense expectation of being fucked from behind and she wasn’t about to tell him otherwise.

Dropping down to her knees, she stared at the way taut ass muscles flexed and her hand shook as she reached out. Sinking her nails into his flesh made him groan, but it only made her grip harder to dig her fingers in. Spreading his ass cheeks got her a first glimpse of his asshole and the surge of excitement was potent. She leaned in immediately to sweep her tongue across his puckered skin and was all too aware of the trembling of his body.

Her chest heaved as she teased and tormented him with rasping licks that wet his skin. She then raised her head slightly to drop some spit and watched it roll across his asshole. Shivers rippled through her as she released her grip from his ass and grabbed hold of her cock to spank it on his naked skin. She saw his grip tighten further on the bedcovers in anticipation of what was coming and she played out the tease by pressing the tip of her cock on his asshole.

“You ready?” she asked.

“Yeah,” he replied in a strained voice.

“Then get up,” Tabitha went on as she moved back and got to her feet.

His cry was loud as she cracked a hand on his buttocks in a hard spank and she saw the confusion on his face when he stood up, but ignored it as she went on.

“Sit down on the edge of the bed and fall back,” she told him.

The glimmer of understanding flitted across his face as he did as he was told. It left him lying down, with his feet still on the floor.

“Now lift your feet to the bed and spread those legs wide,” she went on.

Aiden scrambled around as he did it and it left him completely vulnerable, with his ass still perched right on the edge of the mattress. It was an awkward position, but he wasn’t about to refuse a pretty T-girl anything.

Tabitha stepped forward to get between his legs and only needed to bend her knees slightly to get her crotch level with his. She spanked her cock on his then slid it down to rub it against his balls. He tried to raise his head to watch and she could see the way he seized the covers again. She stroked the tip of her cock lower until it was brushing on his asshole and could hear his ragged breaths.

Reaching out, she touched her fingertip on the tip of his stiff shaft and felt the jerking throbs as she slowly stroked lower. It brought her hand to her own erection and she gripped just below the head.

“You ready?” she repeated.

She caught his gaze and no words were needed. He was hers to use whether he was ready or not and she pushed the tip of her cock forward. The tight resistance to her efforts was a thrill and the sound of Aiden’s groans grew louder as his asshole slowly succumbed to the pressure. It stretched him open until the pop allowed Tabitha to get inside. Her moans joined his as the pulsing grip caught around the head of her cock and the trembling of her legs threatened to make her knees buckle.

She held steady for a few seconds before forcing her weight forward to enjoy the delicious sensation of her cock sliding deeper. There was no stopping until every hard inch was buried inside asshole and she pressed her hands onto the solid muscles of brawny thighs.

“You’re my fuck slut now,” she teased him as she circled her hips.

She stroked her hands up to the top of his thighs, but avoided his cock as she ran her touch to his six-pack then on to his heaving chest. Her fingertips brushed across his nipples as she circled her hips to work her erection around in his asshole. The way it pulsed and gripped around her erect length was so good and things got better still when Aiden released his grip on the covers to grab for her breasts. The rough groping added to her excitement and she dug her nails in taut muscles as she pressed her body forward to grind more ruggedly against him.

Aiden pulled his hands away when she stroked her fingers lower and this time there was only one thing on her mind. She grabbed hold of his cock and began to work her fingers along it.

“Yeah, you like that,” she gasped as he squirmed and writhed.

The only answer she got was louder groans as she built the pleasure she was giving him by stroking her fingers in a faster rhythm along his erection. She continued to work her hips to stir her cock around in his tight hole as she brought him closer to losing control. His back arched as her hand flew along his length and his head pressed onto the mattress. Tabitha suddenly gripped tight just under the head of his erection to choke off the rush to a climax and heard his desperate groan.

“You fucking unload when I tell you,” she barked.

He squirmed around all the more when she let go of his cock then gripped his sides. There was no doubt what was coming and he tensed as she slowly eased her hips back until only the thick head of her erection was spreading him open. He caught her gaze and saw the wicked smile as she hammered her petite body forward. His grunt was loud as the spasms of his asshole clenched around the hardness to make his throbbing manhood judder.

“Fucking hell,” he gasped.

Tabitha laughed as she drew her hips back again then fucked inside his asshole. The thrill of taking what she wanted spurred her on and she began to throw herself at him with a passion that rammed her erection deep into the pulsing tightness of a defenseless asshole. Sweat trickled down her skin as the heat of the encounter exploded to a full on anal onslaught and she sank her nails deeper in taut flesh to pull herself onto a submissive lover.

Her breasts bounced as she drove her erection deep over and over again until the swelling pleasure in her body climbed to a high. The growing pressure in her balls reached breaking point and she slowed herself to a pace that held her on the very edge of losing control. She clenched her buttocks tightly as she continued to fuck into asshole, but released the grip of her right hand to reach for Aiden’s cock. Her fingers flew along it as she worked to take them both over the edge and it was him that succumbed to the dirty delight of the kinky sex first.

She recognized the sign as his body bucked, so dragged her hand to the base of his cock and gripped tightly as a streaming torrent of thick white erupted to shoot up his body. Seeing it splash on the flexing muscles of his midriff and chest was the sexiest thing ever and the way his asshole clamped around her length set her off. Her body bucked at the same time as his and she let loose with a powerful burst of cum in his tight hole as she watched another sticky rope of cum streak across his smooth muscles.

“Fuck,” she gasped as she jabbed her hips forward.

The pure bliss of filling a tight, quivering asshole while she watched a gushing release was the thrill of a lifetime and her knees started to buckle as the searing ecstasy ripped through every nerve ending in her body. She leaned forward and yanked her fingers along his erection to milk his balls dry, while his pulsing asshole did the same to her. The jolts of their bodies slowly faded away as the excitement came to an end and she dragged her cock from his ass then threw herself down on his heaving torso.

Ragged breaths spilled from her lips as she kissed on cum-soaked skin to get the taste and she could feel the stickiness between them as their naked skin rubbed together. There was silence for a while as they tried to recover their senses and it was Aiden that spoke first.

“Who’d have thought a pretty little girl, with such a sweet face could be so kinky,” he joked.

She pushed herself up to look at him and cheekily gave him the finger.

“Says the pervert that just let a T-girl fuck his virgin asshole,” she shot back.

“Is that what’ll happen the next time,” he went on and grinned.

“What makes you think I won’t just use you once and toss you aside?” Tabitha joked.

“Because you’ve got it as bad for me as I do for you,” he retorted.

She knew it was true, but said nothing at first as she pushed herself up to stand over him on the bed, with one foot either side of his body.

“Hmm…, is it me or the heels and stockings,” she said when she saw where his gaze went.

Aiden reached out to stroke his fingers on the pretty, blue shoes.

“You,” he said as he pulled his hand away. “But your outfit is gorgeous.”

“Let’s have a shower then some room service and we’ll see what happens afterwards,” Tabitha teased as she moved away from him and stepped down to the floor.

She saw the way he scrambled to get up from the bed and the ripple of excitement was there again.

“This is going to be some night,” Aiden said as he eagerly followed her.

“You better believe it,” Tabitha replied as she walked through the bathroom door, kicked off her heels and headed for the shower.
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