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Kylie sat at the bar, sipping her cocktail with a knowing smile. Her long, manicured fingers traced the rim of her glass as she scanned the crowd. The dimly lit room buzzed with chatter and laughter, the scent of alcohol and perfume mixing in the air. Her eyes finally landed on someone who piqued her interest—a young man, standing awkwardly by himself, nursing his drink. He had a nervous energy about him, shifting from one foot to the other, his eyes darting around the bar like he wasn't quite sure where he fit in. Kylie’s lips curved into a smile. Fresh meat. He looked like the type—innocent, eager to please, but with a hidden desire she could sense from a mile away.

Kylie wasn't just any woman; she was a seductress, a vixen who lived for the life of luxury. She was Amir's mistress in America—a wealthy oil-rich man from the Middle East. Amir visited the US regularly, and Kylie was there for his use whenever and however he needed her. She was exclusively his until now, paid an exorbitant amount every month to be available just to him, much like a high-end sugar baby. It was a life of luxury, but it also got lonely quickly, especially since Amir was a strict top and demanded that Kylie always submit to him. She enjoyed bottoming for Amir, but she had been craving the chance to finally be on top. Her body was a masterpiece—a slim waist, full breasts, an ass that could make jaws drop, and legs that went on for days—all accompanied by her thick, throbbing cock, which had been yearning for attention lately, aching for the kind of satisfaction Amir would never give her. But in between his visits, she got increasingly lonely, and Amir had finally given her permission to find herself a boyfriend to keep her entertained—under one condition: whoever she chose had to become their permanent sissy behind closed doors whenever Amir was in town. Kylie was a beautiful trans girl, and tonight, she had finally found her only target, and she knew Amir would love him.

Kylie planned to tell Alex about Amir later. She knew it was a lot for anyone to take in, but she believed he would understand. He would have to, especially when he realized the kind of life that awaited him—a life of luxury, pleasure, and complete submission. She imagined Amir's reaction to meeting Alex, the two of them working together to turn Alex into the perfect plaything. It was going to be exquisite.

Kylie enjoyed the gentle power she held over men. She thrived on nurturing their vulnerability, on guiding them to explore their deepest desires. She was a vision—tall, curves in all the right places, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, and a smile that promised both heaven and hell. Her confidence was intoxicating, the kind of woman who demanded attention without even trying. Beneath the glamorous exterior was a gentle dominant spirit, one that wanted to care for and lovingly dominate and own a boy like how Amir owned her with that beautiful thick cock of his.

His name was Alex, and he looked every bit like the kind of guy who'd never quite found his place. Handsome, yes, but with a softness to him. His hair was a little messy, his cheeks flushed, and he had a boyish charm that made Kylie want to corrupt him. A look in his eyes told her there was more beneath the surface—something fragile, something curious. Kylie had always had a knack for picking them out—the boys who needed someone to tell them who they really were. She stood up, letting her tight, crimson dress hug her curves. The dress was cut low, showing off her ample cleavage, and the fabric clung to her hourglass figure like a second skin. The hem rested just above her knees, with a slit running up one side, offering glimpses of her toned thigh as she moved. Her heels clicked against the floor as she approached, her hips swaying seductively with every step. Her eyes locked on her target, and she could feel the heat of his gaze as she moved closer.

"Hey there," she said, her voice smooth and confident. Alex looked up, startled, his eyes widening as they landed on her. She could see his throat bob as he swallowed nervously, his eyes flickering from her face to the deep neckline of her dress. "You look like you could use some company," she continued, her smile turning playful. "Mind if I join you?"

Alex nodded, almost too quickly, and Kylie smirked, sliding onto the stool next to him. She crossed her legs, her dress sliding up her thigh just enough to give him a peek. Alex was in college, and it showed in his youthful appearance—his slightly unruly blonde hair, his lean frame, and the way he blushed so easily. His skin was smooth, and he had an almost boyish charm, with a hint of femininity that he tried to hide. His slim build and soft features gave him an underlying femboy look, though he wasn't quite aware of it himself. He was a bit of a nerd, always wearing glasses and spending his time with his nose in a book or coding on his laptop. He looked like the kind of boy who was used to following the rules, but tonight, he was ready to break them. He could hardly believe a woman as stunning as Kylie was showing interest in him.

As they talked, Kylie decided it was time to be upfront with Alex. She leaned in a little closer, her voice dropping to a soft, intimate tone. “Alex, there’s something you should know about me,” she said, her eyes locking onto his, gauging his reaction. Alex blinked, his gaze curious but attentive, a slight frown forming as he sensed the seriousness in her tone.

“I’m a trans girl,” she continued, her eyes never leaving his face. She watched as his eyes widened, a mix of surprise and confusion passing over his features. He swallowed hard, clearly processing her words, his gaze momentarily darting away before coming back to her. She could see the questions swirling in his eyes, the uncertainty.

Kylie reached out, brushing her fingers lightly over his cheek. “It’s okay if you’re surprised,” she said, her voice soft, reassuring. “I know this might be unexpected.”

Alex took a deep breath, his eyes searching hers, trying to make sense of it all. He hesitated, his voice barely above a whisper. “I… I didn’t expect that,” he admitted, his cheeks flushing slightly. He paused, the moment stretching between them, before he looked back at her, his eyes filled with sincerity. “But… I still want this. I still want you.”

A smile spread across Kylie’s lips, her heart swelling at his words. She leaned in, her lips brushing his in a gentle kiss. “Thank you, Alex,” she whispered against his lips. “That means everything to me.” She could feel the tension ease between them, the vulnerability of the moment drawing them even closer together. She knew he was taking a leap of faith, and it made her want him even more.

Tonight was just the beginning, and Kylie was ready to show him everything that came with loving her—every part of who she was.

Alex couldn’t tear his eyes away from her lips, imagining them wrapped around him. Her soft, teasing voice was doing things to him—things that left his cock aching and twitching beneath the fabric of his jeans. His breath caught every time she moved closer, her perfume clouding his senses, making it hard to think straight. He wanted her, all of her, and the thought of what lay beneath that tight crimson dress had him pulsing with need. The more they talked, the more he felt the tension throb between his legs, his arousal growing painfully obvious as her seductive words danced around him.

They talked for a while—she made him laugh, and teased him, her fingers brushing his arm, her nails lightly scratching his skin. She asked about his studies, his hobbies, and smiled when he spoke nervously about his computer science projects. Every time she laughed, every touch made him blush, his breath hitching, his eyes betraying his nervous excitement. He was shy, and unsure, but she could see the curiosity in his eyes every time he looked at her. He was hooked, and she had no intention of letting him go.

Kylie leaned closer, brushing a lock of hair away from his forehead, her fingers lingering on his temple. She let her voice drop a little, becoming more intimate, almost conspiratorial. "You know," she said after a while, her lips brushing against his ear, "I think you'd look absolutely adorable in something a little more... feminine." She could feel him tense, his breath hitching, and she let her lips linger near his skin, her warm breath making him shiver. "Ever thought about it, Alex? Letting go, letting someone else take control?"

His eyes widened, and he swallowed hard, his cheeks a furious shade of red. "I... I don't know," he stammered, his voice barely a whisper. It was clear that no one had ever spoken to him this way. He shifted nervously, and his eyes darted around the bar as if trying to make sense of what she was suggesting. There was confusion in his gaze, but also a spark of arousal, a curiosity that was impossible for him to hide.

Kylie smiled, a wicked gleam in her eyes. She let her fingers trail down his arm, her nails grazing his skin. "Why don't you come back to my place? I promise you'll have a good time," she whispered, her hand resting on his thigh, her fingers slowly inching higher, brushing against the bulge that was starting to form. She could feel his body tense beneath her touch, his breathing uneven.

Alex's eyes met hers, wide and uncertain. "I... okay," he whispered, his voice trembling. He was nervous, but the arousal was unmistakable—the desire to submit, to let someone else take the reins, overpowering his hesitation. He could hardly believe it; a gorgeous woman like Kylie wanted him. His heart pounded in his chest, and he felt his mouth go dry.

Kylie took his hand, her fingers lacing with his, her grip firm and confident. Alex couldn’t say no. He followed her out of the bar, his heart pounding in his chest, his mind racing with a mix of excitement and fear. Kylie led him outside, where she hailed a cab with a confident wave. They slid into the backseat, and she wasted no time getting close to him, her hand resting on his thigh, her fingers inching dangerously high. Alex swallowed hard, his face turning red as he glanced at the cab driver, who seemed oblivious.

Kylie leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. "You know, baby, I can't wait to see you all pretty for me," she whispered, her fingers giving his thigh a gentle squeeze. Alex shivered, a soft whimper escaping his lips. The cab ride was a blur of teasing touches and soft whispers, Kylie's hand never leaving his leg, her eyes filled with wicked delight every time he blushed or shifted nervously. She let her fingers wander, grazing his crotch ever so slightly, delighting in the way he tensed, his breath catching in his throat.

The ride was slow, but Kylie’s hand wasn’t. Her fingers inched dangerously close to his cock, grazing it just enough to send jolts of pleasure through him. Alex could hardly sit still, his body betraying him with every teasing touch. His cock strained against his pants, begging for release, and Kylie's wicked smile told him she knew exactly what she was doing. She let her fingers brush over his hardness again, making him gasp. "You’re already hard for me, aren’t you, baby?" she whispered, her breath hot in his ear. "I can feel how badly you want this. Just wait until I have you alone... you’re going to beg for it."

When they finally arrived, Kylie led him to her upscale luxury apartment, her hand firmly holding his, guiding him, making it clear that she was in control. The hallway to her apartment was dimly lit, her heels echoing off the walls as they walked. The building itself was elegant and opulent, with marble floors and tasteful artwork lining the walls, a testament to the lavish life she led. The apartment itself was breathtaking, with floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a brilliant view of the nighttime city below. The lights of New York twinkled like stars, and the bustling streets seemed so far away from the serene luxury of her home. The spacious living area was decorated with plush furniture, soft rugs, and stylish decor, each piece carefully chosen to exude both comfort and sophistication. She glanced back at him, her eyes twinkling, and she could see the anticipation written all over his face.

Inside, the air was thick with anticipation. Kylie’s hips swayed as she led Alex deeper into her world, each step sending his heart racing. The opulence of her apartment was nothing compared to the raw, sexual energy she exuded. She turned to him, her eyes gleaming with desire. "Strip for me," she commanded, her voice dripping with dominance. Alex’s hands fumbled with his buttons, his mind a haze of lust. He couldn’t think straight—he didn’t want to. All he wanted was to please her, to feel her hands on him, to lose himself in the pleasure she promised with every sultry glance.

She wasted no more time. She pushed him gently onto the plush couch, her hands moving to unbutton his shirt as she straddled his lap. Her body pressed against his, her full C-cup breasts brushing against his chest—a birthday gift from Amir last year, done by a very famous and expensive surgeon on the West Coast—her luscious lips hovering just inches from his. "You're going to be so pretty for me, Alex," she murmured, her lips brushing against his as she spoke. She could feel his hesitation, his uncertainty, but she could also feel his cock throbbing beneath it all—the part of him that wanted this, even if he didn’t quite understand why.

Alex’s eyes darted around the room, taking in the luxury, the opulence of her home. He had never been in a place like this before. It was all so overwhelming, and yet, he couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement. He had no idea what he was getting himself into, but there was something about Kylie that made him want to find out.

"Please..." Alex whispered, his voice shaky, his eyes meeting hers. There was a desperation there, a need for someone to take control, to show him who he really was.

Kylie smiled wickedly, her fingers brushing through his hair. "Oh, I know you want this, sweetheart," she purred. "I can see it in those pretty eyes of yours. You want to be my good little boy, don't you?"

"Y-yes," he breathed, his cheeks flushed. The words came out almost involuntarily, his body betraying his true desires.

She stood up, pulling him with her, leading him to her bathroom. The lights were bright, casting a glow over the pristine white tiles and shiny fixtures. The bathroom was spacious and luxurious, with a massive walk-in shower made of clear glass, large enough for two or even three people. The shower had multiple rainfall showerheads and body jets, definitely designed for comfort and intimacy. The marble bench along one side was perfect for relaxing—or for something far less innocent.

Kylie turned on the shower, letting the water heat up, steam filling the room. She moved closer to Alex, her hands running over his chest, feeling his body tremble beneath her touch. "We're going to get you all cleaned up, baby," she said, her voice sultry. She ran her fingers along his chest, her nails grazing his skin. "You don't have much body hair, but I want you perfectly smooth for me—no exceptions."

Kylie took her time, her hands slick with shaving cream as she worked it over his chest, his arms, his legs. She knelt before him, her eyes locking onto his as she rubbed the cream along his thighs, her fingers brushing deliberately close to his growing hardness, barely grazing him, making him squirm. She couldn't help but notice his cock—average-sized, but definitely smaller than her own, and nowhere near Amir's impressive size. Not that it mattered; her interest lay elsewhere.

She took her time, letting her fingers linger, the teasing touches making Alex whimper softly, his breath hitching each time she got close. She smiled, her tongue flicking over her lips as she felt him tremble under her touch. "You like that, don’t you?" she purred, her eyes dark with amusement. "You want me to touch you properly, don't you, baby?" she added, her fingers ghosting over his sensitive skin, drawing out his need. "Beg for it, sweetheart."

"Y-yes," Alex managed, his cheeks flushed, his body trembling. He couldn’t deny it; he loved the way she touched him, the way she made him feel.

Kylie smirked, her eyes glinting mischievously. "Maybe later," she teased, her fingers trailing away as she continued shaving him.

She grabbed the razor, her touch gentle yet firm as she began to shave him. She moved slowly, savoring every moment, her hands gliding over his skin, leaving it smooth and bare. She could see the way his chest rose and fell, his breathing heavy, his cock exposed and twitching in the open air. She took her time, making sure every inch of him was perfectly smooth, her fingers caressing his freshly shaved skin, feeling the way he shivered beneath her touch.

Once she was done fully, she turned off the shower as she murmured, "Mmm, you look so much better like this, baby," her eyes roaming over his now smooth body. "But we’re not done yet, sweetheart. I want you completely ready for me." She reached for a small bottle, her eyes locking onto his. "We need to make sure you’re all nice and clean inside too."

Alex’s eyes widened, his cheeks flushing as he realized what she meant. Kylie smiled, her eyes filled with wicked delight. "Turn around and bend over sweetheart," she commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument. He hesitated for a moment before obeying, his hands gripping the edge of the sink as he bent over, exposing himself to her.

Kylie took her time, applying lube to the nozzle of the enema kit. She ran her hand over his smooth ass, her fingers brushing against his puckered hole, making him gasp. "Relax, baby," she whispered, her other hand resting on his lower back, her touch firm and reassuring. Slowly, she inserted the nozzle, her eyes never leaving his face as she watched his reaction. He tensed, a soft whimper escaping his lips, and she smiled, her heart pounding with excitement. She pressed the bulb, the warm liquid filling him, and she could see the way his body squirmed, the way his muscles clenched as he struggled to take it.

"Good boy," she murmured, her voice dripping with praise. "You’re doing so well, Alex. Just a little more, and then you’ll be ready for me." She pulled the nozzle out slowly, her fingers brushing against his skin, making him shiver. She let him empty himself, watching with satisfaction as he obeyed her every command, his face flushed, his eyes filled with a mix of embarrassment and raw lust.

Once he was done, Kylie grabbed a plush towel, gently drying his hairless body, taking her time as she patted down every inch of his skin. She wrapped the towel around him in a feminine style—from the chest down—before leading him to her bedroom. The room was dimly lit, soft pink light casting a glow over the space. The bed was covered in satin sheets, the air smelling faintly of vanilla and something sweetly intoxicating. She opened her closet, revealing a collection of expensive lingerie, dresses, and heels. Lace, satin, silk—all in a spectrum of vibrant colors. She turned to Alex, her smile softening slightly, but her eyes still glinted with that wicked intent. "Take off that towel, baby, it's time," she said excitedly. She hadn't been this excited in such a long time. Her own cock was practically trying to rip itself off from the gaff between her legs, beneath the dress and the tight satin panties.

"I... okay," Alex whispered, his hands trembling slightly as he began to let go of the towel from his chest, his eyes darting between her and the clothes hanging in her closet. He stripped down, his skin flushed, his body exposed, and Kylie’s eyes roamed over him, taking in every inch of him.

Kylie picked out a lacy pink thong, holding it up for him to see. The delicate fabric was sheer, leaving little to the imagination. "Put these on," she ordered, her voice firm but gentle. Alex's eyes widened, but he obeyed, slipping into the delicate fabric. The thong hugged him tightly, the lace rubbing against his sensitive skin, the sensation both strange and exhilarating. She smiled, pleased, as she watched him. He was beautiful like this—vulnerable, exposed, his masculinity stripped away piece by piece.

"How does it feel, baby?" Kylie asked, her voice dripping with seduction, her hand wrapping around his throbbing cock through the lace of the panties that were already starting to soak up from his precum.

"It... it feels... different," Alex whispered, his cheeks bright red. He felt exposed, and humiliated, but also undeniably turned on. The lace pressed against his cock, every movement sending a shock of pleasure through his body.

Kylie’s hands moved over him like silk, her fingers slow and deliberate as she slipped the lace panties up his legs. Each brush of her hands against his skin sent waves of heat coursing through him, his cock twitching with every teasing touch. The pink thong clung tightly to him, the delicate fabric barely containing the throbbing length beneath it. Kylie’s gaze was hot, her lips curling into a knowing smile as she adjusted the thong, her fingers lingering just a little too long over his bulge. "Mmm, look at you, baby," she purred, her voice thick with desire. "All pretty and desperate. I can feel how much you want it… don’t worry, you’ll get exactly what you deserve."

She dressed him slowly, savoring every moment, her eyes never leaving his as she transformed him piece by piece. She started with a soft pink bra, stuffed with silicone inserts to give him the illusion of full, feminine breasts. She adjusted the straps, her fingers brushing against his skin, making him shiver, her touch lingering just a little too long. She took her time, letting her fingers slide down his arms as she reached for the next piece—a lacy garter belt.

Once the garter belt was secured, Kylie pulled out a delicate pink teddy—sheer lace, with soft satin accents, designed to hug his body in all the right ways. She slipped it over his head, guiding his arms through the straps, letting the fabric cascade down his chest and waist. The teddy clung to him, accentuating his smooth body, the lace barely concealing the hardened nipples of the breast forms and highlighting the bulge in his panties. She stepped back for a moment, admiring her work, her eyes filled with wicked delight.

"Mmm, you're looking more perfect with every piece," she whispered, her fingers trailing down his sides as she straightened out the fabric. "But we're not done yet."

"You're going to look so beautiful for me," she whispered, her voice dripping with a commanding blend of authority and tenderness. She carefully adjusted the garter belt around his waist, pulling it snugly until it hugged him perfectly. Her fingers traced his hips slowly, teasingly, as she worked, each touch sending shivers through him. She reached for a pair of silk sheer stockings, the smooth fabric sliding between her fingers as she knelt in front of him. With deliberate care, she began rolling them up his freshly shaved legs, her hands caressing every inch of his sensitive skin. The stockings hugged his slim thighs, framing his legs perfectly, making him look delicate yet desirable. She smiled with satisfaction as she snapped the garter straps into place, her eyes locking onto his, drinking in the way he trembled under her control.

Kylie didn’t need words to see how he was reacting. His chest moved in shallow, frantic breaths, his whole body betraying him as desire overtook his embarrassment. His eyes were wide, almost pleading, filled with a heady mixture of arousal and shame. She leaned in closer, her lips brushing his ear, her warm breath making him shiver. "Breathe, baby," she purred, her voice heavy with seduction. "You’re doing so well." Her fingers drifted lower, to the lace panties barely containing his throbbing cock. With a playful tug, she grinned wickedly as she watched him squirm, his body helpless to resist the erotic tension building between them.

Then, with the patience of an artist, Kylie started on his makeup. Her fingers were gentle as she brushed soft pinks and shimmery golds onto his smooth skin, transforming him bit by bit. Each stroke of color, every touch, made him more beautiful—more hers. She applied the finishing touches to his lips, coating them in a glossy pink that made them look soft, inviting, and ready. Alex couldn’t tear his eyes away from his reflection. He hardly recognized the face staring back at him, a perfect little doll made up for Kylie's pleasure. His cheeks were flushed, his lips shining under the light, and his wide eyes glistened with both shock and desire.

Kylie stood behind him, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction as she admired her creation. "Look at you," she whispered, her voice thick with lust. "My perfect little doll." Her fingers traced his jawline, sliding down to his throat, where she could feel the rapid beat of his pulse. "You’re all mine now, baby. And I’m going to make sure you look this beautiful for me every single time."

Alex’s breath hitched, his body trembling under her touch, and he knew in that moment—there was no turning back.

"You're mine now, Alex," Kylie whispered, her arms wrapping around him from behind, her lips brushing against his neck. She felt him shiver, his body leaning back against hers. "My pretty little sissy. No more pretending to be something you're not. When we're out there, you can act like the man between us. But in here..." She smiled, her hand sliding down his body, her fingers brushing against the front of his thong, feeling the hardness beneath. "In the bedroom, I wear the pants, and you wear the panties. You're my obedient little slut, and every filthy second is going to leave you begging for more. You're all mine, Alex, and I'm going to make you love every dirty, little moment of it. It'll be our own little world."

She pushed him gently onto the bed, the satin sheets cool against his skin. She took a moment to admire how beautiful he looked, dressed in lace and satin, his body vulnerable beneath her. Kylie climbed on top of him, her hands roaming over his body, her nails lightly scratching his skin, leaving faint red lines. She moved slowly, savoring every reaction, her fingers tracing the edges of his lingerie, brushing against the sensitive spots she knew would drive him wild. Her lips hovered just above his, her breath hot against his skin as she spoke softly. "You’re so beautiful like this, Alex. So vulnerable. So mine," she whispered, her fingers brushing across his lace-covered chest, teasing his nipples through the delicate fabric. His soft moans filled the room, and she smiled, knowing she had him exactly where she wanted him.

Kylie slowly moved her hips against his, her own cock straining beneath her tight panties. She could feel her arousal building, her desire to claim Alex overwhelming her. She pulled away slightly, her eyes meeting his, filled with both lust and something gentler—something affectionate. She leaned down, capturing his lips in a deep, passionate kiss, her tongue exploring his mouth, her teeth grazing his lower lip as she pulled back, her eyes never leaving his.

"Are you ready for me, baby?" she asked, her voice a low purr as she reached down, her hand wrapping around the bulge in her panties, giving herself a gentle squeeze. She could see the way Alex's eyes widened, the nervousness, and the raw desire. He nodded, his lips parted, his breathing shallow.

Kylie smiled, her heart pounding as she reached down, freeing her cock from its constraints. She let it spring out, thick and throbbing, her own arousal evident as she looked down at Alex, his eyes fixed on her cock, his lips parting in awe. She could see the hunger in his eyes—the need to please, to submit, to be hers.

"You see this, Alex? This is what you've been waiting for," she whispered, her hand stroking her length slowly, her eyes locked onto his. "This is what you're going to take. But first..." She reached over to the nightstand, grabbing a bottle of lube, her eyes never leaving his. She poured some onto her fingers, warming it between her hands before leaning back down, her fingers trailing down his body, brushing against his thighs, before finding their way to his entrance.

She moved slowly, her fingers pressing against his tight hole, feeling the way he tensed beneath her touch. "Relax, baby," she murmured, her other hand stroking his side gently. "I want you to be ready for me. I want you to enjoy every second of this." She pushed one finger inside him, feeling the way his body clenched around her, his soft moan filling the room. She moved slowly, her finger working in and out of him, loosening him, preparing him.

Alex's eyes fluttered shut, his breathing ragged, his body trembling as she worked him open. She added another finger, her movements deliberate, stretching him, her eyes locked onto his face, watching every flicker of emotion that crossed it. She could see the way his body relaxed, the way he started to give in, to let her take control. "That's it, good boy," she praised, her voice filled with affection. "You're doing so well for me."

After a while, Kylie pulled her fingers out, her eyes darkening with desire as she positioned herself between his legs. She grabbed his thighs, spreading them wider, her cock pressing against his entrance. She paused for a moment, her eyes meeting his, her voice softening. "Are you ready, Alex?" she asked, her tone filled with both dominance and care.

Alex swallowed hard, his eyes meeting hers, filled with a mix of fear and longing. "Y-yes... please, Kylie," he whispered, his voice shaky but sincere.

Kylie smiled, her heart pounding as she slowly pushed forward, the head of her cock pressing against his tightness. She watched his face as she entered him, inch by inch, her movements slow and deliberate, giving him time to adjust, to take her. His breath hitched, his eyes squeezing shut, his hands gripping the sheets beneath him. She could feel the way his body resisted, the way he struggled to take her, and she paused, her hand moving to caress his cheek.

"Breathe, baby," she whispered, her voice soothing, her hips still. "Let me in. Let me take care of you." She leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to his lips, her other hand stroking his side, her touch gentle, reassuring. Slowly, she pushed further, her cock slipping deeper inside him, his body finally giving in, opening up to her.

Alex's moans filled the room, his body trembling beneath her, his mind overwhelmed by the sensation of her filling him. It was unlike anything he'd ever felt—intimate, raw, and completely overwhelming. He could feel every inch of her, the way she stretched him, the way she filled him completely. His hands moved to her shoulders, his fingers digging into her skin as he clung to her, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps.

"That's it, sweetheart,"" Kylie murmured, her hips rocking gently, her cock sliding in and out of him with slow, deliberate thrusts. "Take me... just like that. You're doing so well for me." Her voice was filled with praise, her eyes locked onto him, watching the way his face twisted in pleasure, the way his body moved with hers, his moans growing louder with each thrust.

She moved slowly, savoring every moment, her hands roaming over his body, her nails scratching his skin lightly, leaving faint red lines. She loved the way he looked beneath her—vulnerable, open, completely hers. She leaned down, her lips capturing his in a deep, passionate kiss, her tongue exploring his mouth, her hips never stopping, her cock moving in and out of him with a steady rhythm.

Alex's mind was a haze of pleasure, his entire world reduced to the feeling of her inside him, the way her body moved against his, the way her hands touched him. He felt claimed, and owned, and it was everything he never knew he wanted. His body ached with need, his cock twitching against his stomach, leaking with arousal. He wanted to please her, to be her good boy, and every time she praised him, it made him want her even more.

"Kylie... please... don't stop," he gasped, his voice breaking, his body trembling beneath her. He could feel himself getting closer, the pleasure building inside him, the heat coiling in his stomach, ready to snap.

Kylie smiled, her hips picking up just a little more speed, her thrusts becoming deeper, more deliberate. "You're mine, Alex," she whispered, her voice filled with both love and dominance. "All mine. Let go, baby. Come for me. Show me how much you love being mine."

With a final deep thrust, Alex cried out, his body tensing beneath her as his orgasm washed over him, his cock twitching, spilling between them. His eyes squeezed shut, his breath coming in ragged gasps, his entire body trembling with the intensity of his release. He clung to her, his fingers digging into her skin, his mind overwhelmed by the pleasure coursing through him.

Kylie watched him, her heart swelling with satisfaction, her eyes softening as she saw the way he came undone beneath her. She slowed her movements, her thrusts becoming gentle, riding out his orgasm, her lips pressing soft kisses along his jaw, his neck, her hands caressing his sides. "Good boy," she whispered, her voice filled with praise, her cock still buried deep inside him, her hips rocking gently. "You did so well for me, Alex. You're perfect."

Alex could barely breathe, his body limp beneath her, his mind hazy with the aftermath of his release. He looked up at her, his eyes filled with a mix of exhaustion and adoration. "Kylie... thank you," he whispered, his voice barely audible, his cheeks flushed, his body still trembling slightly.

Kylie smiled, her heart pounding with affection as she looked down at him. She leaned in, her lips brushing against his in a tender kiss. "You're mine, Alex," she whispered, her voice soft, her eyes locking onto his. "And I'm never letting you go."

She slowly pulled out of him, her hands caressing his body, her eyes never leaving his. She could see the exhaustion in his eyes, the way his body seemed to melt into the bed, completely spent. She reached for the towel, gently wiping them both down before wrapping her arms around him, pulling him close, her body pressing against his, her lips brushing against his forehead.

She helped him lay back comfortably, wrapping her arm around his waist as she settled beside him. Her lips brushed against his temple, her voice soft as she spoke. "There's something you need to know, Alex. Something about who I am and what I need," she began, her fingers tracing gentle circles on his skin.

Alex looked at her, his eyes wide, his heart pounding in his chest. He could see the intensity in her gaze, the way her expression had shifted. He nodded slightly, waiting for her to continue.

"I've been with someone for a long time now," she said, her voice steady but filled with an underlying intensity. "His name is Amir. He's a wealthy man—a powerful man. He's married and has a family back in his home country. For the past four years, I've been his mistress here in America. I'm his forbidden secret, his plaything for all the fantasies his wife would never indulge. It's almost like being his second wife, you could say," she explained, her eyes searching Alex's face for his reaction.

She watched as his eyes widened slightly, the shock evident. She continued, her fingers never stopping their soothing motion on his skin. "Amir paid for everything—the surgeries, the treatments. He made me into the woman I am today, someone who I've always wanted to be. He's taken care of me, given me this life of luxury, and I've been his completely. To men like Amir, having a rich trans mistress is almost a status symbol—it's something that shows their power, their wealth. He wanted me to be his, and I became exactly what he needed."

She leaned in closer, her lips brushing against his forehead. "But Amir can't be here all the time. He comes to the States regularly for business, and when he does, I'm his—completely. It's part of our arrangement." She let her words sink in, feeling the tension in Alex's body.

"He knows about you," she added, her voice soft but unwavering, yet laced with a sensual promise. "He knows I’ve been lonely, craving someone to share our world with. He’s given me permission to find someone—someone like you, Alex. Someone who can be ours when he's in town. It won't just be me you’ll please... you’ll belong to both of us."

Alex's lips parted, his breath catching as her words sank in. His mind raced, tangled between confusion, curiosity, and the sharp sting of arousal that he couldn’t quite shake. He stared at her, his body tense under her touch as if searching for words that simply wouldn’t come. A flicker of fear danced in his eyes, but even deeper, there was something else—a forbidden excitement curling inside him. His throat tightened, and after a long pause, he finally managed to whisper, "Will I... will I be expected to entertain Amir too?"

Kylie’s smile widened, slow and deliberate, her fingers continuing their soothing circles on his flushed skin. "Yes, baby," she purred, her voice dripping with erotic promise. "When Amir is in town, you’ll be expected to please him too. But that’s not all—he enjoys sharing his toys. He might want you to entertain his friends, to be their perfect little plaything, just like you'll be for me."

She watched as Alex’s breath hitched, his body stiffening beneath her hand. Her thumb grazed over his cheek, tracing the curve of his jaw with a delicate touch. "But don’t worry sweetheart," she whispered, her tone shifting to something softer, more intimate. "Amir is a kind man. He’d never hurt you or force you into anything you weren’t ready for. He cares about me, and he’ll care about you too. He’ll want to see you happy, safe, and satisfied. You’ll be treated like the precious thing you are."

Alex's eyes widened further, the weight of her words crashing down on him. He could feel his heart pounding in his chest, his breath shallow as he tried to wrap his mind around it. The idea of being shared, of submitting not just to Kylie but to a powerful man like Amir, sent a shiver through him—a mix of fear and a strange, undeniable arousal that twisted deep in his core. His cock twitched beneath the lace panties Kylie had dressed him in, and though his mind screamed confusion, his body betrayed him. He wanted it, more than he was ready to admit.

Kylie could feel the tension in his muscles, his hesitation, but also the hunger simmering beneath. Her lips brushed against his ear, her breath hot and teasing. "I know it’s a lot to take in, baby," she whispered, her voice low, intimate. "But you’ll love it. Being ours will be everything you’ve ever dreamed of—indulging every fantasy you didn’t even know you had. Just imagine how good it’ll feel to have both of us wanting you, claiming you, using you until you’re nothing but ours."

Her fingers trailed down his chest, making his breath hitch as they dipped lower, ghosting over the bulge in his panties. His cock strained against the delicate lace, betraying him further as she stroked him through the fabric, her touch featherlight but devastating. "I don’t expect you to decide right now," she murmured, her lips brushing against his cheek. "I want you to think about it—really think about what it means to be mine. This is part of the deal, Alex. You’ll be ours, completely. Every inch of you belongs to us."

Alex swallowed hard, his mind swirling with lust and fear, his body trembling under her touch. His lips parted as if to respond, but nothing came out. All he could feel was her hand on him, her words sinking deeper, stoking the fire inside him that he could no longer ignore. He nodded weakly, unable to trust his voice, his gaze fixed on her, wide and filled with uncertainty, but also with a raw, undeniable desire that had taken root.

Kylie smiled, her fingers stroking him a little more firmly, sending jolts of pleasure through his body. "Good boy," she whispered, her voice dripping with sweet, sinful praise. "Just think about it. I know you’ll make the right choice."

As Kylie spoke, her fingers continued their slow, torturous journey over Alex’s exposed skin. The mention of Amir sent a shiver through him, but her touch kept him anchored in the moment, his cock already stirring again despite the weight of her words. He could hardly focus on the implications—his mind was too clouded with lust, his body too desperate for more. The thought of being shared, of belonging to both Kylie and Amir, sent a jolt of unexpected arousal through him, his cock twitching at the mere idea. Kylie’s smile deepened as she felt his reaction. "Oh, baby," she whispered, her lips brushing against his. "You’re going to love being ours."

She pressed a soft kiss to his lips, her touch lingering, just enough to leave him wanting more. "I promise, if you choose to stay, I'll take care of you in every way you can imagine. I'll keep you safe; I'll make you happy. You’ll never have to worry about anything again," she whispered, her thumb stroking his flushed cheek as her fingers traced the line of his jaw. "You'll be mine, Alex. Completely. And you’ll have everything you’ve ever dreamed of—and things you haven’t even dared to dream yet."

Her words hung heavy in the air, and she could see the effect they had on him—the way his breath hitched, the way his eyes fluttered closed under her gentle touch. Alex swallowed, his mind still spinning, every thought laced with desire and uncertainty. He searched her gaze, the confusion slowly giving way to something deeper, something darker. A flicker of need, of submission, glinted in his eyes, and Kylie knew she had him teetering on the edge.

"Sleep, baby," she murmured, her lips brushing against his forehead, her fingers slipping into his hair, stroking gently. "You've done so well for me tonight. Let me hold you now. I’m not going anywhere." She felt him melt into her embrace, his body softening, relaxing against hers. His breath slowed, a quiet rhythm that matched the gentle rise and fall of her chest. A soft, satisfied smile curled at his lips as he drifted into a peaceful sleep.

Kylie watched him for a moment longer, her heart swelling with a possessive need that burned hotter with every second. She couldn’t resist the urge to touch him, her fingers lightly grazing his lips, feeling the warmth of his breath. Her eyes drank him in—his smooth, bare skin, the delicate lace of the panties still clinging to him, the way he looked so vulnerable, so perfectly hers. A rush of arousal surged through her, and she bit her lip, resisting the temptation to wake him and take him all over again.

She slipped out of bed, careful not to disturb him, and reached for her phone. The glow of the screen illuminated her face as she typed a message to Amir, her mind already racing with thoughts of what was to come.

I found him, Daddy. The perfect one for us.

Kylie hit send, her lips curling into a wicked smile as she turned her gaze back to Alex. Her eyes roamed over his sleeping form, and her thoughts grew darker, more erotic. The thought of sharing him with Amir of seeing Alex submit to both of them sent a delicious thrill coursing through her body. She could already imagine the way Alex would look beneath Amir, the way he would squirm and moan, completely helpless and at their mercy.

Her cock stirred at the thought, straining beneath her satin panties, and she let her hand drift lower, her fingers grazing the fabric. Soon, she thought. He was hers now, and soon enough, he would be theirs—completely, utterly, and beautifully broken.

As she stood over him, watching the gentle rise and fall of his chest, Kylie’s mind filled with all the ways she would mold him, control him, and make him crave every moment of their twisted, erotic game. A soft chuckle escaped her lips as she whispered, "You have no idea what’s coming, baby... but you’ll learn to love it."
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