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1 - THE PROFESSOR’S FORBIDDEN BARGAIN

MF / Transgender F / College / BDSM / Age Gap / Teacher Student / Blowjob / Spanking / Anal

The email from Professor Hardwick was terse, a command disguised as a request. My office. Now. Mitch’s stomach twisted into a cold knot. He knew why. The paper on post-modernist theory wasn't his work; he’d been too busy, too distracted by the very woman who now summoned him. He’d taken a stupid risk, pasting together an essay from online sources, betting her legendary disdain for grading wouldn’t extend to a thorough plagiarism check. He’d lost.

He walked the hallways of the humanities building, his heart a frantic drum against his ribs. Each step echoed his impending doom: academic probation, a permanent mark on his record, the crushing disappointment from his parents. He paused outside her door, its dark wood imposing. Taking a shaky breath, he knocked.

“Enter.” Her voice was cool, clipped.

Mitch pushed the door open. Professor Janet Hardwick sat behind a large, cluttered desk, her reading glasses perched on the end of her nose. She didn’t look up from the paper in her hands—his paper, the one with the damning digital fingerprints all over it. The office smelled of old books and her perfume, something deep and floral.

“Sit, Mr. Henderson,” she said, finally glancing up. Her eyes, a striking shade of hazel, pinned him in place. She was, as always, dressed in a way that made concentration an Olympic sport. Today it was a silk blouse unbuttoned one notch too many, the soft fabric straining against the generous curve of her breasts. A tight black pencil skirt hugged her hips.

He sat in the stiff wooden chair facing the desk, his mouth dry. “You wanted to see me, Professor?”

She let the silence stretch, letting him squirm. She slowly took off her glasses and placed them on the desk. “This,” she said, tapping the paper with one perfectly manicured finger, “is an insult. To me. To this institution. To the very concept of original thought.”

“I… I don’t know what to say,” he stammered.

“The standard procedure,” she continued, her voice a low, velvety threat, “is to report this to the disciplinary committee. Expulsion is a very real possibility.” She leaned forward, and his eyes betrayed him, flicking down to the shadowed cleavage her movement revealed. A faint, knowing smile played on her lips. She’d caught him. “But,” she said, drawing the word out, “procedures can be… tedious. There might be another way to settle this. A more personal form of detention.”

Mitch’s mind raced, not quite comprehending. “What do you mean?”

She stood up, a graceful, powerful motion, and walked around the desk. She perched on the edge right in front of him, so close he could feel the warmth radiating from her. Her scent enveloped him. “I could choose to overlook this… indiscretion,” she murmured, her gaze intense. “If you’re willing to provide me with a different kind of satisfaction.”

The implication slammed into him, crude and unbelievable. His crush, the woman he’d fantasized about for an entire semester, was proposing this? The fear of expulsion warred with a sudden, dizzying surge of desire. He’d imagined this, but not like this. Never like this. He found himself nodding, his voice a hoarse whisper. “Yes. Okay. Anything.”

Her smile widened, triumphant. “Good boy.” She reached down, her fingers brushing his cheek, sending a jolt through him. Then she stood and turned her back to him. “Lock the door.”

His hands trembled as he turned the deadbolt. The click sounded final. When he turned back, she was facing him again, and her expression had shifted. The professional mask was gone, replaced by something raw and hungry. She gathered the hem of her tight skirt in her hands and slowly, deliberately, began to pull it up.

Mitch’s breath hitched. He expected lace, silk, the reveal he’d dreamed of. But as the fabric climbed past her thighs, his brain stuttered. Nestled in a thatch of dark curls was something entirely unexpected, yet undeniably, shockingly erect. A thick, velvety-looking cock.

He jerked back, his mind screaming in confusion. “W-what? You… you have a…”

“Is there a problem, Mr. Henderson?” she asked, her voice dropping to a husky purr. She took a step closer, her cock standing proud and demanding between them. “You agreed to our arrangement.”

“I’m… I’m not gay,” he breathed, the words automatic, a feeble defense against the tsunami of conflicting sensations–shock, confusion, and a terrifying, unwelcome thrum of arousal.

Professor Hardwick let out a low, throaty laugh. “Look at me,” she commanded. His eyes snapped up to hers. “Do I look like a man? Do I feel like a man?” She took his limp hand and placed it on her breast. The soft, heavy weight filled his palm, her nipple hard against his skin through the silk. “I am a woman. And this,” she said, guiding his other hand down to her heated, silken length, “is just a part of me. A part that very much wants your attention. Now, are you going to fulfill your end of the bargain, or shall I call the committee?”

The choice was an illusion, and they both knew it. But as he felt the firm, hot flesh under his trembling fingers, the protests in his mind began to quiet, replaced by a roaring curiosity. He was hard, painfully so, trapped within his jeans. He nodded, unable to speak.

“Then get on your knees.”

He sank to the rough industrial carpet, his eyes level with her hips. She placed a hand on the back of his head, her fingers tangling in his hair, not roughly, but with a firm possessiveness that made him shudder. “Open,” she murmured.

He parted his lips, and she guided herself inside. The first touch was a revelation–smooth skin, a musky, feminine scent that was all her, and a weight that felt profoundly right. He tentatively flicked his tongue against the head, tasting a single, salty drop of pre-cum. A low groan rumbled from her chest, a sound of pure pleasure that vibrated through him.

Emboldened, he took her deeper, learning her rhythm. He sucked, licked, and worshiped her with a growing desperation, his own forgotten awkwardness replaced by a driving need to hear more of those sounds, to feel her lose control because of him. Her grip on his hair tightened, her hips beginning a shallow, graceful thrust. “Such a quick study,” she gasped. “You were born for this, weren’t you? Born to serve.”

Just as he was losing himself in the rhythm, she pulled away, leaving him gasping. “Up. Bend over the desk.”

He scrambled to obey, his body thrumming with nervous energy. He leaned over the cool, polished wood, scattering a stack of essays.

“Relax,” she soothed, her voice dripping with dark promise. Her hand came down on his other ass cheek in a sharp, stinging slap. The pain was a bright, startling bloom that instantly morphed into a deep, throbbing heat. She spanked him again, and again, until his entire backside was tingling and warm, each smack making him gasp and push back instinctively.

He heard the quiet click of a cap. A moment later, a cool, slick liquid dripped onto his asscheek. He flinched at the temperature. Then her fingers were there, slick and probing, circling his tight entrance. He tensed.

“Breathe out,” she commanded.

He exhaled shakily, and one finger pressed inside, a slow, inexorable invasion that burned for a breathtaking second before settling into a strange, full feeling. She worked him open with a cruel, delicious patience, adding a second finger, scissoring him, stretching him for what was to come. He was panting now, his forehead pressed to the desk, his own cock leaking onto the wood below.

The fingers withdrew. He felt the blunt, broad head of her press against him. She placed a hand on the small of his back, holding him down. “Take it,” she ordered, her voice strained with her own need.

She pushed.

A cry was torn from Mitch’s throat—a strangled sound of pain and shock as she buried herself inside him in one slow, relentless motion. The stretch was immense, a burning fullness he’d never imagined. She held still, allowing him to adjust, her own breathing ragged. “So tight,” she hissed, her voice full of awe. “So perfect.”

Then she began to move.

The initial pain receded, replaced by something else entirely. A friction that ignited every nerve ending. Each thrust rocked his entire body, pushing him against the hard desk. He gripped the edges, his knuckles white, his eyes squeezed shut. He was moaning with each of her movements, low, helpless sounds he didn’t recognize as his own. She found a rhythm, each stroke hitting a spot deep inside him that sent electric shocks through his core. His own cock, trapped and ignored, throbbed in time with her pounding.

Her pace quickened, becoming less controlled, more frantic. Her nails dug into his hips. Her breathy moans filled the office, punctuated by the wet, slapping sound of their bodies meeting. The pressure built inside Mitch, a coil wound impossibly tight. He was babbling, begging, though he didn’t know for what.

“Come for me,” she growled, slamming into him with renewed force.

It was the permission he didn’t know he needed. The coil snapped. Pleasure, white-hot and absolute, erupted from him. His body seized, convulsing as he came in thick, pulsing streaks across the desk and onto the floor, his vision blurring at the edges.

Feeling him clench and spasm around her, Professor Hardwick let out a guttural cry. She drove into him one last, deep time, her body shuddering as her own release overtook her. He felt the hot, wet pulse of her filling him, an intimate, claiming warmth that seemed to go on and on.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. She slowly pulled out, and he gasped at the sudden emptiness. He heard the soft rustle of her clothing as she arranged her skirt.

He stayed bent over the desk, trembling, his mind a blissful, shattered blank. He felt her hand, surprisingly gentle, pat his sore ass.

“Your grade is safe, Mr. Henderson,” she said, her voice returning to its professional coolness, though it was slightly breathless. “See that it doesn’t happen again.”

2 - FEMINIZED BY HIS TRANS STEPSISTER

MF / Transgender F / Taboo / BDSM / Blackmail / Feminization / Crossdressing / Blowjob / Anal

The air in the hallway was thick with the scent of Kylie’s perfume, a sweet, intoxicating blend of vanilla and jasmine that had been driving Ned mad for weeks. He stood frozen outside her bedroom door, his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird. He shouldn’t be here. The thought was a distant, logical whisper, drowned out by the throbbing, relentless need that had coiled tight in his gut.

Ever since she’d transitioned, things were different. Kyle, his nerdy stepbrother, was gone. And in his place, there was a beautiful young woman. He’d been fantasizing about her—about the confident sway of her hips, the soft curve of her smile, the way she’d look at him sometimes with a knowing glint that made his skin prickle. It was wrong. He knew it was wrong, and that’s why he’d been so cruel, calling her names—‘sissy’, ‘tranny’—trying to beat the confusing, shameful desire out of himself with ugly words.

He heard the shower running in the bathroom. Kylie would be occupied for at least fifteen minutes, giving him the chance to… explore. The doorknob turned silently under his sweaty palm. He slipped inside, the plush carpet muffling his steps. Just a quick look. His eyes scanned the room, landing on the delicate lace of a black thong peeking from her half-open lingerie drawer. His mouth went dry. He reached for it, the silk whispering against his calloused fingers, a stark, beautiful contrast. He brought it to his face, inhaling her essence, his eyes fluttering closed as his body reacted with an immediate, betraying hardness.

“Find what you’re looking for?”

The voice, smooth as honey and sharp as a blade, sliced through the silence. Ned’s eyes snapped open. Kylie leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, a small, unreadable smile playing on her lips. She’d caught him. He dropped the underwear as if it had burned him, his face flooding with hot shame.

“I… I was just…” he stammered, his own voice sounding feeble and pathetic.

“Stealing my panties?” she finished for him, pushing off the doorframe and stepping into the room. She closed the door with a soft, definitive click. The lock engaged. The sound was a death knell for Ned’s composure. “My brother, the panty sniffer. What would Mom and Dad think?”

Panic, cold and sharp, lanced through him. “Kyle, please…”

“Kylie,” she corrected, her tone hardening. “You don’t get to call me anything else ever again. Not after this.” She picked up the discarded lingerie, holding it up. “You want to know what it’s like? You want to understand so badly you’re sneaking into my room to smell it? Fine. I’m going to show you.”

Ned shook his head, taking a step back. “No. No way.”

“It’s not a request,” she said, her voice dropping to a dangerous purr. “It’s that, or I go downstairs right now and tell them what I found you doing. Your choice.”

The threat hung in the air, undeniable. He was utterly trapped. His humiliation was a living thing, squirming in his chest, but beneath it, a flicker of that same awful, thrilling curiosity sparked. He gave a stiff, reluctant nod.

“Good boy,” she murmured, the words dripping with a condescension that made him flinch and stiffen simultaneously. “Now. Get undressed. All of it.”

His hands trembled as he obeyed, fumbling with his jeans button, peeling off his t-shirt and boxers until he stood naked and shivering in the middle of her room, his erection standing at a defiant, embarrassing full mast.

Kylie watched him, her gaze clinical and hungry all at once. She opened the drawer and pulled out a set of lingerie—a pale pink babydoll chemise with layers of sheer ruffles and a matching pair of lace-trimmed panties. “Put these on.”

The silk was cool and impossibly soft against his skin. The panties hugged his hips, the delicate fabric a stark contrast to his masculine frame and the hard line of his cock. The chemise floated over his shoulders, the ruffles brushing against his chest. He felt a profound absurdity warring with a shocking, illicit arousal.

Kylie guided him to her vanity, pushing him into the seat. Her movements were efficient, practiced. She worked in silence, applying foundation, blush, a sweep of dark mascara that made his lashes feel heavy. Finally, she settled a long, auburn wig onto his head, tucking his own hair away. “Look,” she commanded, her hands on his shoulders.

Ned forced his eyes open. The reflection staring back was a surreal stranger. The face was softened, pretty. The lingerie, the makeup, the fall of hair… it was a woman. And he was undeniably, painfully turned on. His cock strained against the flimsy pink silk.

Kylie’s eyes met his in the mirror. Her smile was triumphant, wicked. “See something you like?” she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. One hand slid down his chest, over the ruffle of the chemise, and cupped him through the panties. He gasped, bucking into her touch. “Oh, you do. You really do.”

She released him and stepped back. With a deliberate slowness that made his mouth water, she untied the silk sash of her robe. It fell open. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. His eyes drank her in: the smooth planes of her stomach, the gentle swell of her breasts, the neat patch of hair between her legs. And her cock, already half-hard, curving proudly up from its base.

“On your knees,” she said, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Ned dropped, the command short-circuiting his brain, leaving only raw obedience and want. The carpet was rough against his bare knees. She stepped closer, the tip of her cock brushing his lips. It was velvety soft, smelling clean and distinctly of her. He opened his mouth.

“That’s it,” she coaxed, her fingers tangling in the wig on his head. “Just relax your throat.”

He took her in, the salt-and-skin taste of her exploding on his tongue. He’d never done this, never wanted to, but now it was all he wanted. He hollowed his cheeks, experimenting, learning what made her breath hitch. Her soft moans of encouragement were a drug. He worked his tongue along the sensitive underside, sucking gently, then taking her deeper until he felt the head nudge the back of his throat. He gagged, tears springing to his eyes, but pushed through, wanting to please her, wanting to devour her.

“God, Ned,” she breathed, her hips giving a shallow thrust. “You’re a natural.”

Her praise sent a jolt of pure heat straight to his own aching dick. He was lost in the rhythm, in the sensation of serving her, of being used for her pleasure. It was the most erotic moment of his life.

Suddenly, she pulled herself from his mouth with a wet pop. “On the bed. Now.”

He scrambled onto the mattress, lying on his back, his chest heaving. Kylie crawled over him, a predatory gleam in her eyes. She hooked her fingers in the waistband of his silky pink panties and pulled them down, freeing his rock-hard erection. He expected her to touch him, to take him in her hand. Instead, she lowered her head.

Her mouth was a hot, wet paradise. She took him whole in one smooth, expert motion, her throat opening for him without a single gag. Ned cried out, his back arching off the bed. Oh God. Oh fuck. Her head bobbed, her tongue working miracles, her lips creating a perfect, tight seal. She deepthroated him over and over, the pressure building in his core with terrifying speed. He tangled his hands in her sheets, desperate for an anchor, certain he would fly apart.

Just as he was teetering on the very edge, she released him with a lewd, slick sound. “Turn over,” she panted. “On your hands and knees.”

The command was electric. He moved without thought, presenting himself to her, the frilly chemise rucked up around his waist. He heard the click of a cap, then the cool, slick sensation of lube on his most private place. He tensed.

“Shhh,” she soothed, one hand rubbing his lower back. “Just breathe.”

He felt the blunt, insistent pressure of her cock against his entrance. He held his breath. This is it. With a slow, relentless push, she breached him. The stretch was immense, a burning fullness that stole the air from his lungs. He buried his face in the mattress, a strangled groan escaping him.

“Fuck,” she hissed, her voice strained with her own pleasure.

She began to move, short, shallow thrusts that gradually became longer, deeper. The initial burn melted into something else entirely—a profound, shocking pleasure that radiated out from his core with every one of her strokes. She hit a spot inside him that made stars burst behind his eyelids. His own neglected cock was dripping onto the sheets beneath him, aching with each of her thrusts.

He was moaning openly now, animalistic sounds he didn’t recognize as his own. The feeling of being taken, of being filled, of the silly, frilly lingerie swaying with the force of her fucking—it was too much. His orgasm ripped through him without warning, a seismic, full-body convulsion that left him trembling and weak, his release spilling onto the comforter beneath him.

Kylie’s rhythm stuttered, then became frantic. Her fingers dug into his hips as she drove into him one last, deep time. He felt her cock pulse inside him, a hot, claiming rush that triggered aftershocks through his own oversensitive body. She collapsed over his back, her weight a warm, comforting pressure.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Slowly, she pulled out. Ned stayed on his hands and knees, utterly spent, his mind a blissful blank.

They cleaned up in a hurried, silent daze, wiping away makeup, stuffing the lingerie into a drawer. As Ned pulled his jeans back on, his body still humming, he finally found his voice. “Kylie…”

She looked at him, her expression unreadable once more. “Your secret’s safe with me,” she said softly.

He nodded, but that wasn’t what he wanted to say. The words stuck in his throat, equal parts shame and desperate hope. He took a breath. “Do you think… I mean… could we… do it again?”

3 - THE SEX WORKER’S SURPRISE

MF / Transgender F / Sex Work / BDSM / Kissing / Blowjob / Bondage / Restraints / Fingering / Anal

The city’s neon bled across his rain-slicked windshield, each streak of red and blue a hypnotic pulse against the late hour. Derek’s knuckles were white on the steering wheel, the monotonous hum of the engine a dull echo of the static in his head. Another long day. Another empty evening stretching out before him. The impulse was a sudden, sharp spark in the gloom, bypassing all reason. He didn’t turn for home. Instead, he pointed his car downtown, toward the part of the city that thrived in the shadows.

He cruised slowly, his eyes scanning the dimly lit corners. And then he saw her. A vision leaning against a brick wall, illuminated by the flickering sign of a closed-down pawn shop. A tight black tube top strained over generous curves, and a leather mini skirt hugged her hips, ending high on her thighs. Her legs, impossibly long and sleek, were sheathed in fishnets. She met his gaze, a slow, knowing smile playing on her full, crimson lips.

He pulled over. The passenger window slid down with a quiet whir. "Looking for company?" Her voice was a husky melody, smooth and inviting.

"How much?" Derek asked, his own voice tighter than he intended.

"For you, handsome? Two hundred for the hour."

He nodded, a quick, nervous jerk of his head. "Get in."

She slid into the passenger seat, the scent of jasmine and night air filling the car. "Diamond," she said, buckling her seatbelt. "You can call me Diamond."

She directed him to a nondescript apartment building a few blocks away. He followed her up a narrow flight of stairs, his eyes locked on the sway of her hips, the confident click of her heels on the linoleum. Her apartment was surprisingly warm, lit by a single lamp with a fringed shade, the air sweet with incense. The door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in an intimate, private world.

Before he could even process the room, she was in his space. Her hands came up to frame his face, her eyes holding his. Then her lips were on his, soft and demanding. He groaned into her mouth, his own hands sliding down her back, over the supple leather of her skirt, pulling her tight against him. He could feel the heat of her through his trousers. His right hand crept higher, sliding up the inside of her thigh, beneath the leather hem.

His fingers brushed against the warm, smooth skin of her inner thigh, then higher, seeking the wet heat he expected. His breath hitched. His fingers encountered not soft folds, but something… else. Something firm, and full, and unmistakably hard, straining against the silk of her panties.

He froze. His entire body went rigid, his mind screeching to a halt, trying to process the impossible information his touch was relaying. He pulled back from the kiss, his eyes wide, searching her face for an explanation.

Diamond’s smile was a slow, devastating curve. She didn’t look ashamed or alarmed. She looked… amused. Powerful.

"Surprise," she whispered, her voice dripping with a dark, velvety satisfaction.

Derek stumbled back a step, his heart hammering against his ribs. A man. She’s a… But his eyes traveled over her again—the delicate line of her jaw, the flawless makeup, the elegant slope of her neck, the pronounced swell of her breasts under the tube top. The cognitive dissonance was a whirlwind, but cutting through the shock was a startling, undeniable thread of pure arousal. He was still painfully hard.

"I… I don’t…" he stammered, his voice rough.

"Shhh," she soothed, stepping forward again. She took his hand, guiding it back to her, letting him feel the length and hardness of her through the silk. A tremor ran through him, but he didn’t pull away. "You picked me for a reason, didn't you? You saw something you wanted." Her other hand cupped his cheek. "Now, get on your knees for me, handsome."

The command should have revolted him. It should have sent him fleeing from the apartment. I’m not gay… am I? The question was a ghost in his mind, instantly vaporized by the heat coiling in his gut. He wanted to please her. He needed to.

Slowly, his eyes never leaving hers, Derek sank to his knees on the worn Persian rug. With deft fingers, Diamond hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pushed them down, along with the skirt. Her cock sprang free, full and erect, and somehow both completely alien and utterly mesmerizing. He stared, his mouth gone dry.

She gently guided his head forward. "Go on."

He hesitated for one final second before closing his eyes and parting his lips. The first touch of the silken, heated head against his tongue sent a jolt through his entire system. It was salty, musky, and undeniably electric. He took her in deeper, his tongue exploring the velvety length as she let out a soft, shuddering sigh above him. Her fingers tangled in his hair, not forcing, but guiding, encouraging. He found a rhythm, sucking and licking, lost in the sensation, in the intoxicating power of eliciting these soft moans from her.

"Good boy," she purred, and the words went straight to his own throbbing cock. "So good for me. Now, come with me."

She led him by the hand into her bedroom, a dim sanctuary dominated by a large bed. With a sensual slowness that made his skin prickle, she undressed him, peeling away his shirt, unbuckling his belt, pushing his trousers and boxers down his legs. He stood naked and exposed before her, his erection standing rigid. Then she finished undressing, revealing a body that was a breathtaking paradox—all feminine curves, smooth skin, and a proud, stiff cock.

She produced two soft leather cuffs from a bedside drawer. "Do you trust me?" she asked, her eyes glowing.

Wordlessly, his pulse thundering in his ears, Derek lay back on the bed and offered her his wrists. She fastened them securely to the wrought-iron bedposts. The restraint was both a confinement and a liberation. He was completely at her mercy.

Diamond admired him for a moment, a predator surveying her prize. Then she began. Her touch was pure, calculated torture. She stroked his cock with a feather-light touch, her long nails tracing the throbbing vein underneath. She’d get him right to the edge, his hips bucking, his breaths coming in ragged gasps, and then she’d stop, smiling down at him, letting the sensation subside into a desperate ache. He’d never been so maddeningly, unbearably turned on in his life.

"Please," he begged, his voice strangled.

"Please what?" she teased, leaning down to swirl her tongue around the head of his cock.

Before he could answer, he felt her spit-slicked finger press against his asshole. He tensed for a moment, but she shushed him gently, working the tip inside with a slow, insistent pressure. The invasion was shocking, then incredible, the tight ring of muscle giving way as she pushed a finger deep inside him. She began to stroke his cock in time with the thrusting of her finger, her mouth lavishing attention on his sensitive head.

The dual sensations, the complete surrender, shattered him. "I'm gonna… I can't…"

She pulled away just in time, unbuckling the restraints with swift, practiced movements. "Turn over," she commanded, her voice breathless with her own need.

Derek rolled onto his stomach, his body buzzing with anticipation. He heard the click of a cap, then felt the cool slickness of lube being poured onto his cleft. Her fingers returned, working him open, preparing him. Then the blunt, firm head of her cock pressed against him.

She pushed in.

A sharp, stretching burn made him gasp into the sheets, but it was quickly, overwhelmingly consumed by a feeling of incredible fullness. She sheathed herself inside him completely, pausing to let him adjust. Then she began to move. Each slow, deliberate thrust rocked his entire body, striking a spot deep inside him that made lights flash behind his eyelids. He was moaning, shamelessly, pushing back against her, meeting her rhythm. The sound of their bodies meeting, her breathy grunts, his own desperate pleas, filled the room.

It built too fast, this new, unbelievable pleasure a tsunami he couldn’t hope to hold back. With a raw, guttural cry, his climax erupted from him, spilling onto the sheets beneath him untouched. The convulsions of his orgasm clenched around her, and that was all it took. Diamond cried out, her thrusts becoming erratic before she stilled, pulsing deep within him, her own release flooding him with a warmth that felt possessive, claiming.

She collapsed beside him, both of them spent and breathing heavily. After a few moments of recovery, she rose and handed him a warm, damp cloth. They cleaned up in a silence that was surprisingly comfortable.

As Derek dressed on shaking legs, Diamond handed him a discreet black card with just a phone number printed on it in silver. She smiled, that same devastating smile from the street. "Thank you for coming over, Derek. Call me if you want to do this again."

He stumbled out into the cool night air, the city sounds rushing back in. He leaned against his car, trying to reconcile the man who had driven downtown an hour ago with the man standing here now. His body was humming, his mind was reeling. He couldn't believe what had just happened. He looked down at the card in his hand, the numbers glinting under a streetlight. But deep down, a part of him, a part that was no longer shocked but fiercely, hungrily alive, already knew the answer. He wanted to do it again.

4 - AN ENCOUNTER IN THE SHOE STORE

MF / Transgender F / BDSM / Foot Fetish / Shoe Worship / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Cock Worship / Blowjob / Facial

The scent of polished leather and new carpet hit Frank the moment he pushed through the glass door. The shoe store was quiet, a temple of consumerism under the soft hum of fluorescent lights. His eyes scanned the aisles, not really looking for anything, until they landed on her.

She was a vision in the high heel section, a statuesque figure that made everything else in the store seem mundane. Long, powerful legs that seemed to go on for miles, sheathed in sheer black stockings that ended in a pair of lethal-looking stilettos. A tight pencil skirt hugged her hips, and a simple silk blouse did little to contain the elegant curve of her bust. Her face was sharp, elegant, with high cheekbones and lips painted a deep, dangerous red. Frank’s breath caught in his throat. A fantasy ignited in his mind, immediate and vivid: her legs wrapped around his waist, those heels digging into the small of his back as he drove into her.

He took a step closer, drawn by an invisible force. He watched her graceful hands, the way she expertly balanced on her own impossible heels as she adjusted a display. His gaze traveled up, lingering, drinking her in. And then he saw it. The subtle, tell-tale hint of an Adam’s apple. The strong line of her jaw. The elegant hands that were just a fraction too large.

The fantasy in his mind shattered like glass. Heat rushed to his face, a cocktail of confusion, shame, and a sudden, defensive anger. No. No way. He hadn’t been lusting after a woman. The realization was a cold slap.

“Can I help you find something, sir?” Her voice was a smooth, melodic alto that somehow confirmed everything.

The ugly word was out of his mouth before he could stop it, a low, venomous hiss. “Not from you, tranny.”

He expected her to flinch, to recoil, to shrivel under his contempt. But she didn’t. She simply turned her full gaze on him, and her eyes—a deep, penetrating brown—seemed to see right through the pathetic armor of his anger. A slow, knowing smile curved her crimson lips. It wasn’t a smile of kindness.

“My name is Aurora,” she said, her voice dripping with a calm that felt more powerful than his outburst. “And I think you and I need to have a little chat. In the back.”

Frank’s first instinct was to turn and walk out. But his feet were rooted to the spot. That look in her eyes… it pinned him there. She turned, without another word, and walked toward a door marked ‘Employees Only’, her hips swaying with a confident rhythm, the click of her stilettos a deliberate percussion on the tile floor. He found himself following, his heart hammering against his ribs.

The stockroom was a narrow, windowless space, lined with boxes and racks of shoes. The door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in the dim, intimate light. Aurora leaned back against a shelving unit, crossing her arms under her chest, completely at ease.

“Now,” she purred. “Let’s address that nasty little word you used. You were watching me. You wanted me. And it scared you.”

Frank opened his mouth to protest, but no sound came out. He just stared, mesmerized by the commanding aura she radiated.

“Kiss my shoe,” she said, her voice soft but absolute.

“What? No. Fuck you, I’m not—”

“You are,” she interrupted, not raising her voice at all. She slowly extended one foot, pointing the tip of the stiletto toward him. The black patent leather gleamed under the light. “You want to.”

And the terrifying thing was, he did. The shame that had curdled into anger was now melting into something else entirely—a submissive, desperate hunger. His knees felt weak. He looked from her smirking face down to the offered heel. Just a taste, a traitorous voice whispered in his mind.

Slowly, his face burning with a humiliation that only fed his arousal, he sank to his knees on the cool concrete floor. The position felt shockingly natural. He leaned forward, closing his eyes, and pressed his lips to the cool, smooth leather of the stiletto’s tip. A shiver ran through him.

“Good boy,” Aurora murmured. “Now, lick it. Clean it for me.”

His tongue darted out, tracing the sharp edge of the heel. He could taste a faint hint of the street, of polish, of her. It was the most degrading, most electrifying thing he had ever done. He worshipped the sole of her shoe, running his tongue along the arch, lost in the act of utter submission.

“Take out your cock,” she commanded, her voice huskier now. “Touch yourself for me while you work.”

His hands trembled as he fumbled with his belt and zipper. He freed his aching erection, his own touch a jolt of pure need. He began to stroke himself, his rhythm frantic, his mouth still working on her shoe, sucking lightly on the sharp point of the heel. The conflicting sensations were overwhelming—the hard leather in his mouth, the soft skin in his hand, the dizzying scent of her perfume filling his lungs.

He heard the rustle of fabric and looked up. Aurora had unzipped her skirt, letting it pool at her feet. And there, nestled in a thatch of dark curls against her pale thighs, was her cock. It was erect, full, and utterly captivating. The last of his resistance crumbled to dust.

“Worship this, too,” she ordered, her hand wrapping around the base. “Show me how sorry you are.”

Frank didn’t hesitate. He leaned forward, replacing the shoe with the warm, silken skin of her shaft. He kissed the tip, tasting a single, salty bead of pre-cum. A low groan escaped him. He took her into his mouth, sucking gently, then with more pressure, his tongue swirling around the head. He worshiped her with a fervor he didn’t know he possessed, one hand jerking his own cock, the other gripping her thigh for balance.

“Please,” he begged, the word muffled against her flesh. “Aurora, please. I need it. Cum on my face. I want it. I need it.”

She looked down at him, her expression unreadable. “After what you called me? I don’t know if you’ve earned my cum.”

“I’m sorry! I’m so sorry,” he pleaded, his voice breaking. “I didn’t know… I was stupid. I’ll be better. I promise. Please.”

He saw the decision in her eyes a moment before he felt her hand tighten in his hair, holding him steady. Her hips gave a shallow thrust and her body tensed. A hot, thick stream shot across his cheek, followed by another, painting his face with her release. He kept his eyes open, watching her ecstasy, reveling in the warm, musky scent that now covered him.

When she was finished, she gently pushed him back. Frank knelt there, panting, his face streaked with her cum, his own orgasm a distant, throbbing memory in his own hand. Aurora smoothed her skirt back into place, looking every bit the pristine sales associate once more.

“The exit is that way,” she said, her voice cool again, though a ghost of a smile played on her lips.

Frank stumbled to his feet, tucking himself back into his pants with clumsy fingers. He didn’t look at her again. He pushed through the stockroom door, back into the bright, sanitized light of the store, and walked numbly toward the front. He could feel the warm, sticky evidence drying on his skin.

He burst out onto the sidewalk, the afternoon sun blinding him. The world moved on, oblivious. He stood there, trying to process the seismic shift that had just occurred inside him. Disbelief warred with a deep, shocking thrill that resonated in his very bones. He’d loved every second of it.

5 - A STRIP POKER SURPRISE

MFF / Transgender F / BDSM / Group Sex / Threesome / Blowjob / Bondage / Anal

Chips clacked, the scent of cheap cigar smoke and expensive perfume hanging in the air. Gary tried to focus on his hand—a pair of eights, nothing special—but his attention was utterly captured by the two women across the green felt table.

Abigail, a vision in emerald silk, laughed at something the dealer said, the sound like wind chimes. Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders. Beside her, Jaycee, all sharp angles and fiery red curls, caught his stare and didn’t let go. A slow, knowing smile played on her crimson lips. She winked.

He felt a hot flush creep up his neck. This had been happening all night. Lingering glances. A brush of a foot against his leg under the table that he was sure wasn’t an accident. A shared joke about his “lucky hand” that made Abigail’s eyes sparkle.

“Tough table tonight, huh, handsome?” Jaycee purred, stacking her chips with deft fingers.

“Seems that way,” Gary managed, his voice a little rough. He took a sip of his whiskey, the burn doing little to calm his nerves.

Abigail leaned forward, offering a breathtaking view of her cleavage. “Maybe we need a change of scenery. A private game. Less… distracting.” Her eyes scanned the noisy casino floor.

Jaycee nodded. “Our place is just around the corner. We could play for… higher stakes.” Her gaze was direct, daring.

Gary’s mind went blank, then raced. This wasn’t real. This kind of luck didn’t happen to him. But the thrum of desire in his veins was louder than any warning bell. “Strip poker?” he heard himself say, the words out before he could stop them.

Abigail’s smile widened. “We thought you’d never ask.”

The apartment was a sleek, modern space smelling of jasmine and clean linen. Jaycee handed him an ice-cold beer, her fingers lingering against his. The air crackled with unspoken promise.

They sat on a large rug, a fresh deck of cards between them. The rules were simple. The stakes, intoxicating.

Shirts came off first. Gary’s, then Jaycee’s, revealing a black lace bra that contrasted with her pale skin. Then Abigail’s, her own breasts full and beautifully shaped above a matching set of green silk panties. Gary’s mouth went dry, his cock straining against his jeans.

The game continued. Shoes. Socks. His pants. He was down to his boxer briefs, acutely aware of his own arousal. Jaycee, now in just her panties, lost another hand. With a theatrical sigh, she hooked her thumbs in the waistband and slid them down her long legs.

Gary’s breath hitched. His eyes, previously fixed on the elegant curve of her hip, travelled lower. And then he saw it.

Not a clitoris and labia. A soft, but unmistakable, cock nestled between her thighs.

His head snapped up to Jaycee’s face, then over to Abigail, who was watching him with a calm, knowing expression. He looked at her more closely now—the elegant sweep of her jaw, the faint hint of an Adam's apple, the strong, yet delicate, hands.

“You…” he stammered, the heat in his body turning to a confused, cold shock. He scrambled back, grabbing for his discarded pants. “You’re… I’m not… I’m not gay.”

Abigail moved first, not with aggression, but with a fluid grace that pinned him with her compassion. She took his hand, her touch surprisingly soft. “Look at me, Gary. Really look. Does this feel gay to you?” She guided his trembling hand to her chest, to the warm, living softness of her breast.

His heart hammered against his ribs. No. It didn’t.

Jaycee knelt beside him, her presence warm. “We’re women. Every beautiful inch of us. And you,” she said, her voice a low whisper right by his ear, “are so very, very attracted to us. That’s the only thing that matters.”

The fight drained out of him, replaced by a dizzying, terrifying curiosity. The desire he’d felt all night was still there, a live wire under his skin, now fused with this new, shocking information. He wanted to run. He wanted to stay even more.

He gave a slow, shaky nod. “Okay.”

That single word unlocked the room. Smiles bloomed on their faces, radiant and genuine. They led him not back to the cards, but to a dimly lit bedroom dominated by a large, canopied bed.

They made quick work of his boxers, his bare, exposed cock springing free, hard and leaking. Then they stepped back, letting him admire them.

Gary’s jaw went slack. They were goddesses. Long legs, curved hips, narrow waists, and perfect, kissable breasts. And rising proudly from each thatch of neatly trimmed hair was a cock. Abigail’s was long and thick, Jaycee’s a little shorter but impressively girthy. The sight should have terrified him. Instead, a fresh, shocking wave of lust washed over him, so powerful it made his knees weak.

“On your knees, handsome,” Abigail commanded, her voice soft but leaving no room for argument.

He hesitated for only a second. The last fragment of his old self screamed a final, faint protest. But the roar of his curiosity, his hunger, drowned it out. He sank to his knees on the plush rug.

Jaycee stepped forward first, the head of her cock level with his lips. It smelled clean, musky, male and female all at once. Tentatively, he opened his mouth. The tip brushed his tongue, velvet over steel. He flinched, then leaned into it, spurred on by her low moan.

He took her deeper, learning her rhythm, the way she liked the flat of his tongue pressed against the sensitive underside. Abigail moved behind him, her hands rubbing his shoulders, her cock sliding between his tense buttocks, a maddening promise of what was to come. He switched between them, his world narrowing to the taste of their skin, the sound of their pleasure, the feel of their cocks filling his mouth until his jaw ached. He’d never been so hard in his life.

When they pulled away, he actually whined at the loss.

The silk scarves appeared as if by magic. They led him to the bed, pushing him onto his back. He offered no resistance as they looped the cool, smooth fabric around his wrists, tying him securely to the ornate bedposts. He was utterly at their mercy. And he loved it.

They descended upon him. Abigail took his cock in her mouth, her technique flawless, drawing gasps and curses from him. Jaycee kissed him, her tongue exploring his mouth with the same ownership he’d just shown her. They switched, and switched again, a dizzying symphony of sensation. They teased every inch of him with lips, tongues, and the occasional, thrilling brush of their cocks against his skin.

He was a babbling, desperate mess. “Please… god, please. I need… I’m gonna…”

Jaycee lifted her head from his chest. “You’ll do anything?” Her voice was a husky promise.

“Yes! Anything!”

She shared a look with Abigail. “Then you’ll let us take you. All of you. You’ll enjoy it. I promise.”

The fear spiked again, cold and sharp. But it was utterly eclipsed by need. He nodded, frantic. “Yes. Do it.”

The scarves came undone. They positioned him on his hands and knees. A bottle clicked open, the sound obscenely loud. He felt cool slickness against his most private hole, a finger circling, pressing, then sliding inside. He groaned, burying his face in the duvet.

Abigail’s hands gripped his hips. “Relax, baby,” she murmured. “Just let go.”

He felt the blunt, immense pressure of her crown against him. He held his breath, every muscle taut. She pushed, a slow, inexorable invasion that burned for a breathtaking second before giving way to a feeling of fullness so complete it stole the air from his lungs. She began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that struck something inside him that made him see stars.

“Fuck,” he gasped, pushing back against her, meeting her thrusts. The pleasure was unbearable, a coiled spring in his gut. He felt her rhythm stutter, her grip on his hips become vice-like. A hot, pulsing flood filled him as she cried out, her body shuddering against his back.

She slid out, and before he could even process the loss, Jaycee was there. Where Abigail was deep and steady, Jaycee was relentless. Her thicker stretch was a new kind of breathtaking. She reached under him, her hand pumping his slick cock in time with her powerful thrusts.

It was too much. The dual sensations, the taboo, the utter debauchery of it all. The coil snapped. Pleasure, white-hot and all-consuming, erupted from his core. He came in thick, pulsing streaks onto the sheets below him, his cry muffled by the mattress. Feeling him clench and spasm around her, Jaycee let out a guttural moan, joining him, her own release flooding into him, mixing with her partner’s deep inside his well-used body.

He collapsed, boneless, onto the bed. They untied his wrists, kissing his shoulders, his back, murmuring soft praises.

Later, as he slowly pulled on his clothes, his movements slow and achingly sore, they walked him to the door.

“Thanks for stopping by, Gary,” Abigail said with a warm smile.

Jaycee gave him a final, devastating wink. “Anytime.”

The door clicked shut. He stood in the silent hallway, the scent of their perfume and sex still clinging to him. His mind was a numb, blank slate. He should have felt regret, shame, confusion. But all he could focus on was the phantom feeling of being full, the echo of their pleasure, and the single, undeniable truth pulsing through his spent body.

He wanted to do it again.

6 - AN ESCORT AND AN UNEXPECTED TRANSFORMATION

MF / Transgender F / Sex Work / BDSM / Feminization / Crossdressing / Blowjob / Blindfold / Vibrator / Teasing / Anal

“Suck it,” she commanded, her voice a low, velvet whisper that brooked no argument. “And don’t you dare take your eyes off me.”

Shawn’s lips parted, the firm, silken head of her cock pressing against them. His heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic drumbeat echoing the pulse he could feel throbbing in the shaft so close to his tongue. He obeyed, letting her guide herself into his mouth, the taste of clean skin and faint lavender filling his senses. His world narrowed to this single, shocking point of contact.

An hour earlier, that same heart had been pounding for an entirely different reason.

—

He’d stood on the pristine porch of a tasteful suburban house, his palms slick with sweat, rehearsing the lines he’d prepared. This was it. His fantasy was now real life. The door had opened, and the fantasy had become a woman. Chloe. She was taller than he’d imagined, willowy and poised, wearing a black silk robe that hinted at devastating curves. Her smile was knowing, her eyes missing nothing.

“Shawn, I presume?” she’d said, her voice just as he’d heard on the phone, a smooth alto that curled around him.

He nodded, mutely following her inside, his hand trembling slightly as he handed over the envelope of cash. She’d counted it with efficient grace before setting it aside. “Good. Now, the fun begins. This way.”

She hadn’t led him to a bedroom draped in red velvet, as he’d pictured. Instead, her room was a hybrid of boudoir and artist’s studio. A large, well-lit mirror was surrounded by wigs on graceful stands, a kaleidoscope of colors and styles. The vanity was a sprawling mess of luxury makeup, and the closet door was open, revealing a breathtaking array of lace, silk, and leather.

Shawn had stared, mesmerized.

“You spend so much time watching,” Chloe stated, coming to stand behind him. She placed her hands on his shoulders, her touch firm through his shirt. “Admiring from a distance. But tonight, you’re not just going to have a shemale, Shawn. You’re going to be one.”

The air left his lungs in a rush. What? His mind screamed a protest, a jumble of confusion and ingrained taboo. But a hotter, darker current surged beneath it, a thrill so potent it made his knees feel weak. The idea, so audacious, so forbidden, sent a jolt straight to his groin. He was already half-hard.

He didn’t resist as she undressed him, her fingers deft and impersonal on his buttons and zipper. He stood shivering, naked and vulnerable under the cool air and her appraising gaze. She sat him at the vanity, and the transformation began. The cool smear of foundation. The precise line of eyeliner, his breath catching as she held his chin steady. The dark sweep of mascara on lashes he never knew he had. A blush to contour his cheeks which suddenly seemed less masculine. Finally, the press of lush red lips against his own.

Next, the clothes. She helped him step into a pair of black lace panties, the material shockingly delicate against his skin. His erection, now full and aching, strained against the confinement. A matching bralette followed, her hands brushing his nipples as she adjusted the straps, sending shivers across his skin. Finally, a fall of auburn hair, a wig she settled onto his head, tucking his own hair away with practiced ease.

“Now,” she whispered, her hands on his shoulders again. “Look.”

He forced his eyes open, meeting his own gaze in the mirror.

A woman stared back.

The breath caught in his throat. The makeup was artful, subtle yet transformative. The wig framed a face that looked softer, prettier. The lace against his skin… it didn’t feel wrong. It felt… exciting. A deep, hidden part of himself, one he’d only ever visited in the darkest corners of the internet, surged to the surface, nodding in rapturous approval. He liked it.

A rustle of silk made him turn. Chloe had let her robe drop.

She was a goddess. Long, toned legs led to the gentle flare of her hips and a flat stomach. Her breasts were full and perfect, crowned with dusky pink nipples already pebbled tight. And between her legs, standing proud and thick from a neatly trimmed thatch of hair, was her cock. It was everything he’d dreamed of—long, velvety, and undeniably real.

She closed the distance between them, that magnificent erection leading the way. She cupped his cheek, the gesture almost tender.

“Now,” she purred. “On your knees.”

Which is where he found himself now, her hands tangled in his new auburn hair, guiding his head as he learned the rhythm she desired. He explored her with his tongue, tracing the prominent vein along the underside, swirling around the sensitive head, taking her deeper until he felt her tip brush the back of his throat. His own neglected cock wept against the lace of his panties, a desperate, muffled ache. Her soft moans of approval were his only reward, fueling him to take her deeper, to please her more.

With a soft pop, she pulled herself from his mouth. “Bed. Now.”

He stumbled to the large bed, lying back against the pillows. He was disoriented, swimming in a sea of sensation and new identity. He yelped as a soft silk blindfold covered his eyes, plunging him into darkness. His other senses exploded.

First, a whisper-soft touch—a feather tickler—trailing over his collarbone, down his sternum, circling a nipple until it tightened into a hard, desperate peak. He gasped, his back arching. Then, a new sensation. A low, insistent buzz against that same nipple, the vibration traveling straight to his core, making him writhe. The vibrator traced a path down his quivering stomach, over the lace straining over his erection, making him groan with need. It dipped lower, teasing the sensitive skin of his inner thighs.

“Please,” he begged, his voice a ragged thing he didn’t recognize.

“Not yet,” came her cool reply.

The vibrator moved again, this time past his balls, pressing against his most forbidden entrance. He tensed for a second, but the memory of the woman in the mirror flashed in his mind, giving him permission, encouraging him. He relaxed. She circled the tight ring of muscle with the buzzing tip, a slick coolness following—lube, he realized—before she pressed. The intrusion was slow, inexorable, filling him, the vibration igniting nerves he never knew he possessed. It was a full, stretching sensation that morphed into pure, electric pleasure. His hips bucked, driving it deeper.

“Oh god, Chloe… I… I can’t… I need to…”

Her hand replaced the vibrator, her fingers wrapping around his shaft, stroking him through the slick lace. The dual sensations—the phantom vibration inside him and her hand on him—were too much. “Can I… please… can I cum?”

Her answer was to remove her hand. He whimpered at the loss. “On your hands and knees. Now.”

He scrambled to obey, the blindfold making him clumsy. The position felt submissive, exposing, utterly feminine. He felt her weight dip the mattress behind him, then the hot, solid press of her cock against his lubricated entrance. She didn’t rush. She just held it there, a tantalizing, promised pressure.

Then, with one smooth, relentless thrust, she sheathed herself fully inside him.

Shawn cried out, a strangled sound of shock and overwhelming pleasure. The stretch was immense, a burning fullness that quickly dissolved into a deep, rhythmic friction that stroked something incredible inside him. She set a punishing pace, her hips slapping against his lace-clad ass, her grip firm on his hips. The wig slipped slightly, a few strands sticking to his sweaty forehead. He was a mess of sensations—the feel of her inside him, the lace on his sensitive skin, the makeup on his face, the feminine hair on his head. The fantasy wasn’t on his computer screen anymore. It was him.

Her thrusts became harder, more urgent. One of her hands snaked around his hip, her fingers finding his rock-hard cock, stroking him in time with her powerful drives into his body. It was the final key, turning the lock. Pleasure detonated at the base of his spine, erupting through his entire body. He came with a guttural shout, his release pulsing over her hand and the sheets in hot, satisfying waves, his ass clenching tightly around her invading length.

His climax triggered hers. With a low, triumphant moan, she buried herself to the hilt, and he felt the hot, intimate pulse of her release deep within him. She held herself there for a long moment, both of them panting, trembling in the aftermath.

She pulled out, and he collapsed onto his side, spent. The blindfold was removed. He blinked in the soft light, his eyes finding hers. She was smiling, a real, warm smile this time.

“So?” she asked, her voice gentle. “How did it feel to be the girl?”

Shawn looked at the smudged makeup on the pillow, felt the cool air on his damp, lace-covered skin. He couldn’t form coherent words. He just nodded, a slow, dazed smile spreading across his red-stained lips.

Later, as he changed back into his jeans and polo shirt, the Transformation felt like a dream. But the pleasant, deep ache in his body was utterly real. He looked at the woman in the mirror one last time before taking off the wig.

“Same time next week?” Chloe asked from the doorway, already wrapped in her robe, a picture of elegant composure.

He met her gaze in the reflection, the ghost of his other self staring back. “I’ll be there.”

7 - A THANKSGIVING TRANSFORMATION

MF / Transgender F / Taboo / Age Gap / BDSM / Feminization / Crossdressing / Blowjob / Spanking / Anal

The scent of roasted turkey and pumpkin pie still hung heavy in the air, a warm, familial blanket that did nothing to soothe the cold knot of confusion in Jerry’s gut. He watched Henrietta across the living room, her laughter a soft, melodic sound that somehow cut through the football game blaring on the television. Hank. The name felt like a relic from another lifetime, a crude, angular thing that didn’t fit the woman pouring another glass of pinot noir for his mother.

His mother, already flush with drink, giggled at something Henrietta whispered, her earlier tension from the strained Thanksgiving meal momentarily forgotten. Jerry looked away, swallowing the bitter taste of resentment. He’d called Henrietta a sissy, a freak, a man betraying his own family for a fantasy. The words had felt good, righteous, leaving his mouth months ago. Now, they felt like ash.

Because now, he couldn’t stop staring. The gentle curve of her hip in the sleek black dress. The way the hormone therapy had softened her jaw, plumped her lips. A treacherous, heathen thought uncoiled in his mind: She’s beautiful.

The thought disgusted him. He drained his fourth beer, seeking refuge in the fuzziness it provided.

One by one, the other relatives made their excuses, until the roar of the TV was the only sound in the house. His mother, swaying slightly, announced she was going to bed. She kissed Henrietta’s cheek, a peck that seemed more habit than affection, and shuffled down the hall without a word to her son.

Suddenly, they were alone. The silence was a physical thing, thick and charged. Jerry’s heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic drumbeat syncing with the alcohol pulsing in his veins. This was wrong. This was so profoundly, sickeningly wrong.

He stood up. The room tilted slightly. Don’t do this.

He walked toward her. Stop walking.

He stood before her, putting his hand on her waist, a tentative gesture. What are you doing? Her perfume, something floral and expensive, enveloped him. He moved closer.

“All those things you said to me, Jerry,” she said, her voice low. It wasn’t the deep rumble of Hank anymore; it was a woman’s voice, layered with a wisdom that made him feel like a foolish boy. “The names you called me. Do you remember?”

His mouth was dry. “Yes.”

“And yet here you are.” Her eyes, expertly lined with mascara, traveled down his body and back up, a look of cool assessment that made his skin prickle. “Looking at me like I’m the last drink in the desert.”

The boldness the beer had granted him solidified into something harder, sharper. “Maybe I was wrong.”

A slow, knowing smile touched her lips. It wasn’t a friendly smile. It was a predator’s smile. “Is that so? Follow me.”

She led him not to a bedroom, but down the creaking wooden stairs to the basement rec room, the place that still smelled faintly of his stepdad’s cigars and sawdust. She flicked on a single lamp, casting long, dancing shadows.

From a locked trunk tucked behind the old sofa, she produced not a sex toy, not lube, but a whisper of black lace and satin. She held up a frilly, delicate bra and a matching pair of panties. The garments seemed to shimmer in the dim light.

“Put these on,” she commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Jerry stared, his lust momentarily frozen by sheer shock. “What? No. I’m not–”

“You called me a sissy,” she cut him off, her voice like ice. “You ridiculed my desire to be soft, to be pretty, to wear things like this. But you can’t take your eyes off me. The hypocrisy is… breathtaking.” She took a step closer, holding the lingerie out to him. “So put them on. Or I go wake your mother right now and tell her what her son really wants.”

His stomach roiled with fear and a dark, shameful thrill. This is insanity. But his hands were moving, taking the soft fabric from her. His fingers trembled as he pulled his sweater over his head, fumbled with the button of his jeans. He kept his eyes down, unable to look at her as he shed his masculinity, piece by piece.

The lace felt alien against his skin, the bra flat and useless against his chest, the panties tight and confining. He stood there, shivering, exposed in the most humiliating way possible.

Henrietta circled him, a low whistle of appreciation that burned his ears. “Who’s the sissy now, Jerry?”

The words should have filled him with rage. Instead, a wave of submissive heat flooded him, a desperate need to be seen, to be claimed. He was hard, his erection straining painfully against the flimsy satin.

She sat on the edge of the old couch and unzipped her dress, letting it pool at her waist. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. And there it was. The proof of her past life, firm and erect, jutting from a body that was becoming undeniably female. The dichotomy was dizzying.

“On your knees.”

He obeyed without thought, the rough carpet scratching his skin. The musky, feminine scent of her perfume was now mixed with something more primal, more masculine. He opened his mouth, and she guided herself inside.

The texture was smooth and velvety against his tongue. He groaned, the vibration eliciting a sharp gasp from her. She tangled her hands in his hair, not gently, and began to move his head, setting a rhythm. Slow. Deep. He lost himself in the act, in the taste of her, in the power of her pleasure. His own need was a throbbing, forgotten thing.

“Enough,” she breathed, her voice husky. She pulled him up, pushing him face-first over the arm of the couch. He felt her hands on the waistband of the satin panties, and then cool air hit his bare skin as she pulled them down to his knees.

Her palm connected with his ass cheek in a sharp, stinging crack. He yelped, the pain a bright, shocking flare that instantly melted into a deep, radiating heat.

“You’ve been a very bad boy,” she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. She spanked him again, on the other side. Crack. He moaned, pushing his hips back against the empty air, begging for something, anything.

He heard the tear of a foil packet, a slick sound, and then the blunt, wet pressure of her tip against him. He tensed.

“Relax,” she commanded, and her voice held a strange tenderness that broke him. He exhaled, letting go, and she pushed inside.

The stretch was immense, a burning fullness that stole his breath. She gave him no time to adjust, setting a punishing pace from the start. Each thrust was a claim, each withdrawal a torment. The lace of the bra scratched his chest with every movement, a constant reminder of his humiliation, his surrender.

She leaned over him, her breasts pressing against his back, her lips on his neck. “You like this, don’t you?” she grunted, her rhythm becoming erratic, harder. “Being my little secret. Being my good girl.”

The words unlocked something deep inside him. His own orgasm ripped through him with silent, blinding intensity, his release spattering the couch’s old fabric. The convulsions of his body pushed her over the edge. With a guttural cry that was all Hank, she drove into him one last time, her hips shuddering against him as she came.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. She pulled away, and the sudden emptiness was profound. They dressed quickly, silently, not looking at each other. The lace felt dirty now, a secret against his skin that he hurried to cover with his jeans and sweater.

He stood by the basement door, the taste of her still on his lips, the throbbing ache in his body a permanent brand. “This was a mistake,” he mumbled, the words hollow.

Henrietta just looked at him, that same knowing smile playing on her lips. “Was it?”

He turned and practically ran up the stairs, out into the cold night air, the ghost of her touch clinging to him. It was wrong. It was sick. He repeated it like a mantra all the way home.

But lying in his own bed later, staring at the ceiling, he pressed his legs together and could still feel the deep, satisfying ache. And he knew, with a certainty that terrified him, that he would be back. He wanted more.

8 - FROM ONLINE HATE TO REAL LIFE SUBMISSION

MF / Transgender F / BDSM / Blackmail / Blowjob / Cock Worship / Spanking / Anal

The whiskey burned a pleasant path down Arnold’s throat, but the real heat was coming from the woman curled beside him on the couch. Kristin was breathtakingly beautiful. And she was interested in him.

They’d met online. She’d replied to one of his opinionated posts. For once, someone actually agreed with his conservative point of view. He was tired of being called “hate-filled,” and “a bigot” just because he knew there were only two genders. Finally, someone understood. They made plans to meet in person, and now, here she was in his living room.

“I’m just saying,” he slurred, his courage inflated by bourbon and her attentive gaze, “the natural order gets inverted. Men are supposed to lead. Women… they have their place. And all this… this other stuff? It’s a sickness. A choice.”

Kristin’s lips, painted a deep, cruel red, curved into a smile. She took a slow sip of her drink, her eyes never leaving his. “Mmm. You’re a man of conviction, I see. I like that.”

Emboldened, he went on, the vile words that lived in the dark corners of his browser history now tumbling into his dimly lit living room. He talked about weakness, about biology, about the erosion of everything decent. Kristin nodded along, her hand resting lightly on his thigh, her touch a shocking counterpoint to his hate.

When she leaned in and kissed him, it felt like a victory. Her mouth was soft, insistent. She tasted of expensive wine and mint. His hands, clumsy with shock and desire, found her waist, pulling her closer. The kiss deepened, her tongue sliding against his, and a fierce, urgent heat pooled in his groin.

Then he felt it.

A firm, unmistakable pressure against his own growing erection through the fabric of their clothes.

He froze. His mind, fogged with lust and liquor, screeched to a halt. The reality of that solid ridge, pressing insistently against him, dismantled his entire world in a heartbeat. He broke the kiss, scrambling back on the couch cushions as if burned.

“What… what the fuck is that?” he breathed, his face pale.

Kristin didn’t recoil. She just leaned back, that same serene smile on her face. She crossed her legs, the motion elegant and entirely feminine. “That,” she said, her voice a low purr, “is the consequence of your choices, Arnold.”

His heart hammered against his ribs. Shame, hot and nauseating, washed over him. He’d been hard. He’d been kissing back. “You’re a… a man?”

“I’m Kristin,” she said simply, as if explaining the weather. “And you, Arnold James Henderson, are a very hypocritical little man.” She plucked her phone from the coffee table, her thumbs dancing across the screen. “You work at Halpern & Sons Financial, yes? Senior loan officer. Your boss, Michael Halpern, is quite active on LinkedIn. I wonder what he’d think of ‘TrueAlphaMan92’s’ posts. The ones about the ‘cunt colleagues’ in HR? The ones speculating about the ‘freak’ in accounting?”

The floor dropped out from under him. Cold dread replaced the shame. “You can’t.”

“I can. I will. With a single tap.” She held the phone up, the screen glowing like an accusation. “Unless.”

“Unless what?” The words were a desperate rasp.

She uncrossed her legs and stood, a vision of predatory grace. “You submit. Right here, right now. You do exactly as I say. And maybe your secret stays between us.”

His career, his reputation—it was everything. The alternative was ruin. He gave a stiff, terrified nod. “Okay. Okay, I submit.”

“Good boy.” The endearment was a lash. “On your knees.”

He slid from the couch onto the rough carpet, the position feeling both absurd and terrifyingly correct. Kristin unzipped her sleek black trousers and pushed them down, along with her lace panties. Her cock sprang free, fully erect, thick and elegant against the smooth, shaven skin of her pelvis. It was a shocking contrast to the gentle curves of her hips, the narrow waist he’d held moments before.

“Worship it,” she commanded.

Arnold’s mind screamed in protest, but his body, traitorously, throbbed with a confused, electric arousal. He leaned forward, the musky, clean scent of her filling his senses. He pressed his lips to the velvety head. A soft, shuddering gasp escaped him. It wasn’t disgust he felt. It was a terrifying, dizzying curiosity.

He opened his mouth, taking just the tip inside. The taste was salty, alien, and profoundly intimate.

“More,” Kristin breathed, her fingers threading into his short-cropped hair.

He took more, his jaw stretching. A low groan vibrated from his own chest, a sound of pure, unraveling shock. He was doing this. He was enjoying it. The psychology of it shattered—the hate, the fear, all consumed by the raw physical reality of her grip in his hair and the weight on his tongue.

She began to move, shallow thrusts that he followed helplessly. Then she took control, her hips snapping forward, fucking his mouth with a steady, punishing rhythm. Tears welled in his eyes from the strain, but a corresponding fire blazed in his gut. He was hard, painfully so, trapped in his own trousers.

When she pulled out, a string of saliva connected his lips to her glistening cock. “Stand up. Get naked. Everything.”

His hands trembled as he fumbled with his belt, his button, his zipper. Clothes puddled at his feet. He stood before her, completely exposed, his own erection standing at attention, a blatant confession.

Kristin shed the rest of her clothes. The sight stole his breath. She was all soft skin and gentle slopes, a feminine ideal, save for the proud, rigid evidence of her maleness. The contradiction was maddening. Beautiful. Powerful.

“Over the couch. Ass in the air.”

He bent, gripping the back cushions, presenting himself. He heard the soft smack of her palm against her own thigh before the first blow landed.

CRACK!

White-hot pain bloomed across his left cheek. He yelped.

“Count,” she said.

“O-one.”

CRACK! The right side this time. The sting was sharp, clean. It somehow… focused him. Chased the chaos from his head.

“T-two.”

She spanked him until he reached ten, each strike layering a burning heat that seeped deep into his muscles, melting his resistance into a puddle of pure, shocking need. His cock hung heavy, aching between his legs.

He felt her fingertip, slick and cool with lube from her purse, trace his tight entrance. He flinched, then pushed back against it, a silent, pleading motion he didn’t understand. One finger pressed inside, a slow, burning stretch. Then a second, scissoring, opening him up. The intrusion was immense, wrong, and yet… his hips bucked.

“Please,” he heard himself beg, his voice broken.

The fingers withdrew. He felt the blunt, broad head of her cock nudge against him. There was a pause, a moment of infinite pressure.

Then she pushed.

Arnold cried out, a ragged sound torn from his chest as she filled him, a relentless, stretching invasion that rewired his nervous system. It was pain, so much pain, a bright, searing line of it. But beneath it, beneath it, was a fullness, a completion that made his eyes roll back. She seated herself fully, hips flush against his burning flesh, and let him feel every inch.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered, and began to move.

The pain transmuted. It became a deep, grinding friction that sparked something primitive in his core. With every withdrawal, he felt empty, desperate. With every thrust, she stamped her ownership into his very bones. She gripped his hips, her nails biting into his skin, setting a pace that was merciless and perfect. The wet slap of skin on skin, his choked gasps, her controlled breaths—it was the only symphony in the world.

His hand snaked down, fisting his own cock. He was leaking, desperate. The coil in his abdomen tightened with every drive of her hips. The humiliation, the powerlessness, the sheer wrongness of it all fused into the most intense pleasure he had ever known. He was going to—

“I’m… I’m gonna cum!” he sobbed.

“Do it,” she growled, pounding into him. “Cum for me, you pathetic thing.”

His orgasm ripped through him, violent and mind-shattering. Thick stripes of white shot from him, splattering the couch cushions and the floor beneath as his body clamped down around her invading length in helpless, rhythmic pulses. The intensity of it was a white-out, a total surrender.

Feeling him convulse, Kristin’s rhythm faltered. She drove into him one last, deep time and held there. A hot, liquid flood filled him, a final, claiming intimacy that made him whimper. She stayed lodged inside him for a long moment, both of them panting, dripping, utterly spent.

She pulled out, the sensation making him shudder. He heard the rustle of her clothes. A moment later, his own were tossed onto his back.

“Get dressed.”

He moved like a marionette, his body sore, his mind blissfully blank. He turned to face her. She was fully dressed again, that beautiful, composed woman, no trace of what had just occurred except for a knowing glint in her eye.

“Your secret is safe,” she said, heading for the door.

A panic, different from before, seized him. It wasn’t about his job anymore. It was about the void her leaving would create. “Wait.”

She paused, hand on the doorknob.

Arnold’s voice was a hoarse whisper. “Can I… can I see you again?”

Kristin laughed, a rich, genuine sound. She looked him over, from his tousled hair to his trembling knees. “You have a lot to learn, Arnold. But,” she said, her smile turning wicked, “I am willing to teach you.”

9 - DOMINATED BY DAD’S TRANSGENDER GIRLFRIEND

MF / Transgender F / Taboo / BDSM / Blowjob / Spanking / Anal

The heavy bass from Jeff’s headphones thrummed against his skull, a futile attempt to drown out the world and the confusing thoughts that had plagued him for weeks. When the doorbell rang, he jolted, his heart giving a painful thump against his ribs. His dad wasn’t home. Peeking through the blinds, his breath hitched. Anita.

He opened the door, the humid evening air rushing in. “Hey. Dad’s not here.”

“I know,” she said, her voice a smooth, confident alto that did things to his stomach. She smiled, a flash of perfect white teeth against her burgundy lipstick. “I came to see you, Jeff. Can I come in?”

He nodded mutely, stepping aside. She moved past him, a wave of jasmine and sandalwood following in her wake. She wore a simple black dress that clung to her curves, and Jeff’s eyes betrayed him, tracing the line of her hips before he forced his gaze to the floor.

“Your father told me you’ve been… distant,” she began, leaning against the hallway wall, her posture impossibly casual. “He’s worried.”

Jeff shrugged, shoving his hands in his pockets. “It’s a lot to get used to.”

“Is that all it is?” she asked, her dark eyes locking onto his. They saw everything. “Because I see the way you look at me when you think no one is watching. It’s not disgust, Jeff. It’s not confusion.” She took a step closer, the space between them crackling. “It’s hunger.”

A hot flush crawled up his neck. “I don’t— I’m not—”

“Don’t,” she cut him off, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. She closed the final distance, one manicured finger lifting his chin. His whole body went rigid. “Your eyes wander. They linger. They devour. Denying it is an insult to us both.”

His heart was a frantic drumbeat. Every rehearsed denial, every fearful excuse, evaporated under the intensity of her gaze. The truth, raw and terrifying, tumbled out. “Okay. Yes. I… I want you.”

The smile that spread across her lips was pure, unadulterated triumph. “I know.” She took his hand, her grip firm. “Your room. Now.”

He led her, his legs feeling like jelly, his mind a screaming chorus of what are you doing? She closed the door behind them, and the world outside ceased to exist. It was just them, in the messy cave of his childhood bedroom.

She didn’t hesitate. Her hands went to the hem of her dress, gathering the fabric and pulling it up and over her head in one fluid motion. She stood before him, gloriously naked except for a pair of black lace panties. His eyes drank her in: the soft swell of her breasts, the narrow waist, the powerful curve of her thighs. And then, the thick, undeniable outline straining against the lace.

“See something you like?” she purred, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and sliding them down her hips. Her cock sprung free, erect and full, and Jeff’s mouth went dry.

“On your knees.”

The command brooked no argument. He sank to the carpet, the coarse fibers scratching his knees. She stepped forward, the tip of her cock brushing against his lips. It was soft skin over an unyielding core, already glistening with a single bead of moisture. The scent of her, musky and distinctly her, filled his senses.

“Open,” she whispered.

He did. She guided herself into his mouth, and he let his eyes fall shut. The weight of her on his tongue was electric. He tentatively swirled his tongue around the head, tasting the clean, salty pre-cum, and she moaned, a low, guttural sound that vibrated through him.

“Yes, just like that,” she breathed, her hands tangling in his hair, not forcing, but guiding. “Take more of me. Good boy.”

He relaxed his jaw, letting her slide deeper, the sensation of fullness both foreign and intoxicating. He focused on the feeling, on the way her thighs trembled when he hollowed his cheeks, on the sounds she made—little gasps and hums of approval. He was lost in the act, a willing servant to her pleasure, and the power of that, of making her feel this good, was an unexpected thrill.

Just as he found a rhythm, she gently pulled herself from his mouth. “Up. Strip. All of it.”

His hands trembled as he fumbled with his clothes, shedding his t-shirt, jeans, and boxers until he stood bare before her. Her gaze was a physical caress, roaming over his own aroused state.

“You’ve been a very bad boy, Jeff,” she said, her voice laced with a dark amusement. “All that denial. All that hiding.” She sat on the edge of his bed and patted her thigh. “Over my lap. You need a lesson.”

A fresh wave of heat, this one laced with a sharp spike of submission, washed over him. He lay across her strong thighs, his ass presented to her. The first swat landed, a sharp, stinging crack that made him gasp. Then another. And another. Each spank sent a jolt through him, the pain quickly mingling with a deep, throbbing pleasure, warming his skin, pooling in his groin.

He was moaning into his comforter, his own cock rock-hard and leaking against her leg. The spanking ceased. He felt her thumb, slick and cool with spit, press against his entrance, circling, teasing.

“So eager,” she murmured, working a single finger inside him. The stretch was exquisite, a forbidden fullness that made him push back against her hand. She scissored her finger, preparing him, the sensation so intense he saw stars.

Then she was shifting him, turning him over, positioning him on his hands and knees on the bed. He heard the tear of a foil packet, the slick sound of her rolling a condom on. He held his breath.

The blunt, insistent pressure of her cock against his hole made him whimper. She leaned over him, her chest pressed against his back, her lips at his ear.

“Relax for me, Jeff. Take it.”

She pushed, and his world split open on a wave of pure, white-hot sensation. A gasp was torn from his throat as she filled him, inch by exquisite inch, a deep, claiming stretch that stole his breath. When she was fully sheathed, she stilled, letting him adjust to the overwhelming feeling of being so completely possessed.

Then she moved. A slow, deliberate withdrawal followed by a thrust that made him cry out. She set a relentless pace, each drive of her hips hitting that perfect spot inside him, sending shockwaves of pleasure radiating through his entire body. Her hand snaked around his hip, her fingers wrapping around his aching cock, stroking him in time with her thrusts.

He was a mess of sensation, a creature of pure need. The slap of skin on skin, her ragged breaths in his ear, the coil of pleasure tightening unbearably in his core. “I’m gonna…” he choked out.

“Cum for me,” she commanded, her voice strained with her own impending release.

Her order was all it took. His orgasm ripped through him with the force of a tidal wave, his vision whiting out as he spilled himself over her hand and his own sheets, his body clenching tightly around her.

Feeling him convulse sent her over the edge. With a loud, guttural moan, she drove into him one last time, her body shuddering as she found her own release deep inside him.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, joined, breathing in ragged unison. She was the first to move, pulling out gently and disposing of the condom. Jeff collapsed onto the bed, boneless and utterly spent.

He listened to the soft rustle of her getting dressed. She leaned over him, placing a soft kiss on his sweat-dampened shoulder. “That was fun,” she whispered, her voice back to that cool, collected alto. “I’d like to do it again.”

He heard his bedroom door click shut. He was alone, the smell of her and sex heavy in the air, his body thrumming with the lingering, life-altering echoes of what they’d just done. He was too stunned to form a single coherent thought, but a single, undeniable truth pulsed in his veins, hot and urgent.

He wanted more.

10 - SERVING HIS TRANS STEPSISTER

MF / Transgender F / Taboo / BDSM / Crossdressing / Feminization / Chastity

The sharp click of the front door lock was Jack’s signal. He stood frozen on the landing, listening as his parents’ car backed out of the driveway and faded down the street. The house was his. Hers, too, but Alyssa had a late class on Tuesdays. He had an hour, maybe more.

His feet were on the plush carpet of her bedroom before he’d even consciously decided to move. The air smelled of her—sweet vanilla and something floral, a scent that made his stomach clench with a confusing mix of jealousy and longing. He went straight for the bottom drawer of her ornate vanity, his heart hammering against his ribs, a frantic, guilty drumbeat.

He pulled out the items he’d come to crave: a pair of sheer black stockings, the delicate lace top stitching a promise of elegance he could never achieve. A satin-and-lace chemise, the color of champagne. He shucked his jeans and hoodie, his movements hurried and frantic. The cool slide of the silk against his skin was an electric shock of wrongness that felt more right than anything he’d ever worn. He fastened the stockings, his fingers fumbling with the tiny clasps of the garter belt he’d taken from her weeks ago.

He was standing before her full-length mirror, staring at the blurred, feminine shape he created, when his phone buzzed. His best friend, Mike.

“Hey, man,” Jack said, his voice tight as he tried to ignore the reflection.

“You still coming to the party Friday? Sarah’s asking about you.”

“Yeah, probably,” Jack mumbled, adjusting the strap of the chemise. The lace scratched delicately at his nipple, and he shivered.

“You don’t sound excited. What’s wrong? Freak stepbrother still making things weird?”

The word freak landed like a punch. It was the armor he wore in public, the shield he used to protect the secret, trembling thing he became in this room. “Yeah,” Jack said, the lie coming easier now, fueled by self-loathing. “It’s just… embarrassing. Everyone’s talking. We have to call him Alyssa, instead of Albert, or he gets mad. He got breast implants, and he’s got huge tits now. I mean… ew. My parents are pretending this transgender shit is normal, but he’s a walking joke. It’s ruining the family’s image, you know?”

He vented for another minute, layering on the vitriol, each cruel word a brick in the wall between the boy on the phone and the boy in the lace. He finally hung up, tossing the phone on her bed with a sigh of relief. The ritual was complete. The tension bled from his shoulders. He turned back to the mirror, striking a tentative pose.

The soft, cold voice from the doorway turned his blood to ice.

“Is that why you do it, Jack? Because I’m a freak?”

He spun around, his hands flying up to cover his chest in a useless, pathetic gesture. Alyssa leaned against the doorframe, her arms crossed, a small, knowing smile playing on her lips. She was still in her class clothes—a soft cashmere sweater and a flowing skirt. She looked utterly, infuriatingly composed.

“Alyssa… I… I thought you were…”

“In class? I was. I came home early.” Her eyes traveled over him, from the frilly garters to the strained chemise, and he felt himself shrink under her gaze. There was no anger there, only a deep, unnerving curiosity. “You know, I wondered why my favorite things kept disappearing. I thought I was going crazy. But then I noticed that my stockings are all stretched out, and there’s a stain on my chemise. You’re not as careful as you think.”

Heat flooded his face. Humiliation, hot and acute, burned through him. “Please don’t tell anyone,” he pleaded, his voice a broken whisper.

“Tell them what?” she asked, stepping fully into the room. “That my stepbrother, who calls me a freak to his friends, likes to play dress-up in my closet?” She stopped just inches from him. She reached out, not to hit him, but to run a single, manicured finger along the lace trim of the chemise stretched over his stomach. The touch was feather-light, yet it sent a jolt straight to his core. He flinched.

“I’m not going to tell them, Jack,” she murmured, her voice dropping into a conspiratorial whisper. “I have a much better idea.”

He could only stare, his mouth dry.

“You’re clearly fascinated. And desperately jealous. So, I propose a… role-reversal. A challenge.” Her eyes glittered. “For one week, you won’t sneak. You will be my sissy maid. You will serve me. My rules, my schedule. You’ll wear what I give you—properly fitted maid outfits, not my stolen things. You’ll do the chores I assign. You’ll cook my meals. And you’ll do it all while locked in chastity.”

The word chastity hit him like a physical blow. “What? No, I’m not— I can’t—”

“You can, and you will,” she stated, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Or I show Mike the video I just took of you preening in my mirror.” She held up her phone, the screen displaying a clear, damning video of him in the chemise.

He felt the world drop out from under him. Trapped. Exposed. And beneath the terror, a dark, shameful thread of excitement began to unspool in his gut. Serve her. The thought was absurd, horrifying.

And utterly captivating.

“Okay,” he heard himself say, the word barely audible.

“Good boy,” she purred. “The first rule is you don’t speak unless I ask you a direct question. Understood?”

He nodded, his throat tight.

“The second rule… take that off. It looks terrible on you.” She pointed to the chemise. “I have something much more appropriate.”

With trembling hands, he obeyed, peeling the silky fabric over his head. He stood shivering before her, clad only in the stockings and garters, exposed in every way possible. She walked to her closet and returned not with another delicate nightie, but with a crisp, black-and-white French maid’s uniform. It was pristine, complete with a ridiculously short, frilly skirt and a pristine white apron.

“Arms up,” she commanded.

He complied, and she slipped the dress over his head, her fingers deftly buttoning the back. The fabric was crisp and starched, so different from the soft things he’d stolen. It felt official. Real. She smoothed the apron over his front, her hands lingering on his hips for a moment, making him shudder.

Then she produced a small, ominous black leather pouch from her dresser drawer. He knew what it was. His breath hitched.

“This is the most important rule,” she said, opening the pouch to reveal a gleaming pink plastic chastity device. “This stays on. For the entire week. I hold the key.”

She knelt before him. He closed his eyes, unable to watch as she expertly fitted the cold, hard plastic around his flaccid cock, clicking the small lock shut with a final, terrifying click. The weight of it, the confinement, was immediate and absolute. It wasn’t painful. It was a constant, maddening presence.

She stood up and admired her handiwork, a slow smile spreading across her face. She cupped his cheek, her touch surprisingly gentle. “There. Now you look… proper.” She picked up a feather duster from her vanity and pressed the handle into his hand.

“The banister is looking terribly dusty, maid,” she said, her voice taking on a new, authoritative sweetness. “You’d better get to work. And remember… no touching. I control your pleasure now.”

She turned and left him there, standing in the middle of her room, dressed like a parody of a servant, locked away from his own body. He looked at the feather duster in his hand, then down at the frilly skirt, the feeling of the chastity cage a relentless reminder of his new reality.

Humiliation warred with a shocking, deep-seated thrill. He was hers. And as the first true pulse of denied arousal coursed through him, trapped and amplified by the plastic prison, Jack took his first step toward the door to begin his duties.

11 - A NEW NEIGHBOR’S BIG SECRET

MF / Transgender F / BDSM / Blowjob / Fingering / Anal

The summer sun beat down on the apartment complex pool, turning the water into a shimmering sheet of liquid sapphire. Gary, sweating through his t-shirt on a frayed lounge chair, couldn’t look away. His new neighbor, Melanie, was doing slow, languid laps. Every time she pushed off the wall, the sleek black fabric of her one-piece strained against the curve of her hips, the swell of her chest. He’d been watching her for weeks from his balcony. This was his chance.

He waited until she climbed out, water sluicing down her long legs. She grabbed a towel, and Gary was there.

“Hey. You’re new in 4B, right?”

She glanced at him, a flicker of assessment in her hazel eyes before she looked away, drying her arms. “That’s me.”

“I’m Gary. 3C.” He took a step closer, invading the space where the chlorinated air met her skin. “Been meaning to say hi. You’re, uh… you’re stunning. Can’t help but stare.”

Melanie wrapped the towel around her waist. “Thanks. It’s hot. I’m gonna head in.”

“Wait.” He moved to block her path, just a little. A confident smirk played on his lips. “Come on. Have a drink with me. I’ve got a bottle of tequila upstairs that’s begging to be shared.”

She sighed, a sound of profound irritation. “No. I’m not interested.”

“Why not?” he pressed, his voice dropping, leaning in. “You’re single, I’m single. We’re neighbors. It’s practically fate.” His eyes traveled down her body, slow and deliberate. “I can show you a really good time.”

“I said no,” she stated, her voice hardening. She tried to step around him.

Gary’s hand shot out, not grabbing her, but resting on the wall beside her head, caging her in. “You’re playing hard to get. I like that. But come on, Melanie. A girl like you? You didn’t wear that suit without wanting some attention.”

For a long moment, she just looked at him. The irritation melted away, replaced by something else—something calculating, a dark amusement. Her lips curled into a slow, enigmatic smile. “You’re really not going to let this go, are you?”

“Not a chance.”

She nodded slowly, as if coming to a decision. “Okay, Gary from 3C. You want to come upstairs? Fine. Let’s go.”

Triumph surged through him, hot and sharp. Yes. He followed her swaying hips through the gate, up the exterior stairs, his mind already racing ahead to the tangle of limbs on her bed.

Her apartment was neat, sparsely furnished, smelling of clean linen and something floral. She didn’t offer him a drink. She just walked to the center of the living room, dropped her towel, and hooked her thumbs into the sides of her swimsuit.

Gary’s victorious grin froze.

She pushed the black fabric down her hips, letting it fall to the floor with a soft swish. She was completely naked. And she was… she was…

His brain stuttered, trying to process the information his eyes were screaming. The smooth, toned stomach, the perfect, round breasts, the elegant lines of her… and the thick, semi-erect cock resting against her thigh.

“Surprise,” Melanie said, her voice a low purr. She placed a hand on her hip, completely at ease. “Now. You wanted this so badly. Get on your knees and suck my dick.”

Gary’s mouth went dry. His heart hammered against his ribs. A tranny. She’s a fucking tranny. The crude word exploded in his head, followed by a wave of confusion and a shocking, undeniable jolt of heat straight to his groin. He was still staring, transfixed by the sight of her—the feminine beauty contradicted so blatantly, so perfectly, by the hard evidence of her maleness.

“I… I can’t,” he choked out, but his body was betraying him. He was painfully hard, straining against his shorts.

“You can,” she said, stepping closer. The head of her cock brushed his clenched stomach through his shirt. It was warm. “You followed me up here, pushed when I said no. You want this. You’re throbbing for it. So get on your fucking knees and put that hungry mouth to work.”

Her command sliced through the panic. It was arrogant, dominant. And it was right. A dizzying, raw hunger overwhelmed him. He’d never wanted anything so badly in his life. The shame was there, a whisper, but it was drowned out by a pounding, primal need.

He sank to his knees on the cool hardwood floor.

The first touch of his lips to her velvety skin was electric. He hesitated, then opened his mouth, letting the broad head slide past his lips. It filled his mouth, a foreign, salty taste blooming on his tongue. A low groan escaped him—a sound of pure, bewildered lust.

“That’s it,” Melanie breathed, her fingers threading into his hair. “Use your tongue. Yes. Just like that.”

He obeyed, moving tentatively at first, then with growing desperation. He bobbed his head, taking more of her, fascinated by the way she hardened and swelled in his mouth. His own cock ached, untouched. He was servicing another man. The thought should have revolted him. Instead, it made him moan around her, suck harder.

Melanie pulled him off with a wet pop. “Stand up.” Her voice was husky with arousal. She made quick work of his clothes, yanking his shirt over his head, pushing his shorts and boxers down in one rough motion. He was naked, exposed, his erection jutting out between them.

She didn’t touch him there. She just looked, her gaze raking over him with predatory satisfaction. “Turn around. Bend over the bed.”

Gary’s breath hitched. He knew what was coming. The reality of it—being fucked, being taken—should have terrified him. But a terrifying, thrilling excitement coiled in his gut. He turned, placing his trembling hands on her rumpled comforter, presenting himself.

He heard the cap of a bottle click open. A moment later, cool, slick fingers pressed against his most private hole. He jerked, a gasp tearing from his throat.

“Relax,” she murmured, working a finger inside him. The intrusion was strange, a sharp, stretching burn. But as she moved, crooking her finger, a bolt of pleasure so intense it was almost painful shot up his spine. “Oh, fuck…”

She added a second finger, scissoring him open. The burn faded, replaced by a deep, throbbing need. He was pushing back against her hand, mindless, begging without words.

Then her fingers were gone. The blunt, wet head of her cock replaced them, pressing insistently against his entrance.

“Breathe out,” she commanded.

He exhaled in a shuddering rush, and she pushed in.

The world narrowed to a single, searing point of sensation. It was an invasion, a claiming. A full, stretching ache that blossomed into something else as she began to move. Withdrawing slowly, then plunging back in, deeper. A cry was torn from him, not of pain, but of shocked, overwhelming pleasure.

She set a relentless, pounding rhythm, her hips slapping against his ass. Each thrust sent shockwaves through him, hitting a spot inside that made his vision whiten at the edges. His own cock, trapped between his stomach and the bed, was leaking, rubbing against the comforter with every jarring impact. The humiliation, the taboo of it, fed the fire. He was being used, fucked like a woman, and it was the most incredible thing he’d ever felt.

“You like that, don’t you?” Melanie grunted, her grip on his hips bruising. “Taking my cock. God, you’re tight.”

He couldn’t speak. He could only gasp and moan, his body hurtling toward an abyss. The friction, the fullness, the sheer degrading rightness of it built into an unbearable pressure. With a ragged shout, Gary came, his orgasm ripping through him violently. His body clenched around her invading length as stripes of hot release spilled onto the bed beneath him, the spasms milking her deeper.

The sensation tipped her over the edge. With a final, deep thrust, she buried herself to the hilt and held there. He felt her throbbing inside him, a hot, liquid pulse flooding his core as she came with a sharp, satisfied cry.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, connected, breathing in ragged unison. Then she pulled out, leaving him feeling hollowed and dripping.

A bundle of fabric hit him in the back. His clothes.

“Get dressed,” Melanie said, her voice already composed. She walked toward her bathroom, gloriously nude, not giving him a second glance. “Same time tomorrow. Don’t be late.”

Gary slowly pulled on his boxers, his shorts, his shirt. His legs felt like jelly. His mind was a chaotic whirlwind. I just got fucked in the ass by a shemale. I came harder than I ever have.

He let himself out, the door clicking shut behind him. The late afternoon sun seemed too bright, too normal. He leaned against the railing outside her apartment, his heart still racing.

Disbelief warred with the lingering, phantom fullness between his legs. A deep, secret shame curled in his stomach. But beneath it, stronger than everything else, was a dark, addictive craving.

He wanted to do it again.

12 - SURRENDERING TO FORBIDDEN PLEASURE

MF / Transgender F / BDSM / Kissing / Blowjob / Bondage / Vibrator

“Does this make me gay?” Jason asked, suddenly unsure of everything he’d previously believed about himself.

The question hung in the dim light of Elaine’s apartment, a challenge wrapped in silk.

—

An hour earlier, the question would have been unthinkable. He’d been just a guy with a bourbon buzz at his friend’s wedding, captivated by the woman in the emerald-green dress. Elaine. She’d moved through the reception like a secret everyone wanted to know, laughter trailing behind her. Jacob, emboldened by liquid courage, had sidled up, laying on what he thought was his most charming, outrageous flirtation.

She’d listened with an amused smirk, then leaned in. “Your game is adorable, and terribly transparent,” she’d whispered, her scent like jasmine and danger. “But if you’re truly feeling bold, follow me. I promise an experience you won’t find in your little playbook.”

The challenge was irresistible. A cab ride later, they were in her sleek, modern apartment. Another drink. More charged conversation. Then, standing by her floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city lights, she’d simply… told him.

“Before this goes any further, you should know. I’m trans. I was born male.”

The world had tilted. A thousand societal scripts, locker-room taunts, and unexamined assumptions collided in his skull. His buzz evaporated, replaced by a cold, sharp clarity. He stared at her—the elegant arch of her neck, the curve of her hip in that devastating dress, the full, painted lips. Does this make me gay?

But his body was already answering, a hot, insistent pull low in his gut. The woman before him was a breathtaking fact. He saw no lie in her eyes, only a daring openness.

“I… I don’t know what it makes me,” he finally breathed out, his voice rough. “But I know I want you.”

That was all she needed. Her smile was victory and warmth combined. She closed the distance, and their first kiss was not a tentative exploration, but a claiming. Her mouth was hungry, skilled, her tongue sliding against his with a confidence that made his knees weak. His hands fumbled at her back, finding the zipper of her dress. She shrugged it off, letting the green fabric pool at her feet.

She was a vision. Smooth, feminine curves, graceful shoulders, and the soft swell of breasts. And between her slender thighs, she was both exactly what he expected and nothing he could have imagined—fully, beautifully female, and yet, crowned by an erect, generous cock. It was thick, veined, and utterly captivating. The sight sent a jolt of pure, undiluted arousal straight through him, burning away the last fragments of hesitation.

She saw his stare, his parted lips. “See something you like?” she teased, her hand stroking slowly along her length.

He could only nod, mesmerized.

“Good.” Her tone shifted, taking on a subtle note of command. She stepped forward, her hands deftly working his buttons, peeling his clothes away until he stood as naked as she was. Then her fingers curled in his hair, not harshly, but with undeniable purpose. She guided him down.

“On your knees, Jacob.”

The order sparked through him. He sank to the plush carpet, the city’s glow painting her body in silver and shadow. The musky, clean scent of her filled his senses. She guided herself to his mouth.

“Open.”

He did. The first touch of her head against his lips was silken, hot. He tasted salt and skin. He licked tentatively, then, driven by a need he didn’t bother to name, took her deeper. She let out a soft, approving sigh. He hollowed his cheeks, experimenting with pressure and rhythm, his hands coming to rest on her hips. Her skin was fever-warm. Her fingers tightened in his hair, setting the pace, a gentle, insistent push that had him taking more and more until she was sliding against the back of his throat. The feeling of fullness, of submission, of giving her this pleasure, was wildly intoxicating. He looked up, meeting her heavy-lidded gaze.

Her breath hitched. “Oh, yes… just like that. You’re a natural.”

Her praise lit a fire in his chest. He redoubled his efforts, focusing on the smooth glide, the pulse he could feel beneath her skin. Her sighs became urgent gasps. Her hips stuttered. With a low, guttural cry that was purely, beautifully feminine, she came. Hot, bitter spurts flooded his mouth. He swallowed instinctively, drinking her down, the act feeling more intimate than anything he’d ever done.

She gently pulled herself free, her body trembling. Then she was down with him, her mouth capturing his in a deep, searching kiss. She shared her own taste with him, her tongue swirling, claiming. It was filthy and profound.

“Now,” she whispered, breaking the kiss, her eyes dark with promise. “The bed.”

He followed her into the bedroom, and his eyes widened. The headboard was sturdy, with discrete rings anchored to it. A shelf held neatly coiled ropes, a small silver vibrator, and other intriguing implements.

Elaine pushed him onto the dark sheets. “Hands up.”

He obeyed, raising his arms above his head. With swift, practiced motions, she secured each wrist to the bedposts with soft, sturdy rope. The bindings were firm, unyielding, but not cruel. The vulnerability was immediate and electrifying. He was completely, utterly hers to play with.

She retrieved the small vibrator. It hummed to life with a faint, sinister buzz. She traced it over his chest, circling one nipple, then the other. The sensation was intense, sharp, a direct line of pleasure-pain that made him arch off the bed. She alternated between the two, watching his reactions with a predator’s focus, before finally lowering her mouth to his straining cock.

Her blowjob was an act of concentrated artistry. She used her lips, her tongue, the perfect pressure of her throat, all while the vibrator continued its maddening dance across his sensitized skin. He was groaning, pulling against his restraints, lost in a whirlpool of sensation.

Then she moved lower. The cool tip of the vibrator pressed against his entrance. He tensed for a second.

“Relax,” she murmured, her breath hot on the head of his cock. “Just feel.”

She pushed the vibrating toy inside him slowly, a slick, insistent invasion that made him cry out. The feeling was alien, overwhelming—a deep, internal buzz that seemed to resonate in his very core. And then she took him fully into her mouth again, sucking hard in time with the vibrations inside him.

It was too much. The dual assault, the helplessness, the sheer erotic absurdity and glory of it all shattered his control. Pleasure detonated at the base of his spine, rocketing through him. He came with a ragged shout, his body convulsing against the ropes as she milked him through every last pulse.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, with a few efficient tugs, the ropes fell away. She released him, setting the still-buzzing toy aside. Blood rushed back into his freed wrists, a pleasant tingle.

He lay there, spent, his mind blissfully silent. The question—does this make me gay?—seemed absurd now, irrelevant. It wasn’t about categories. It was about her. The commanding grace, the fearless ownership of her own desire, the way she had orchestrated his pleasure like a symphony.

He turned his head on the pillow to look at her. She was propped on an elbow, watching him, a satisfied smile on her swollen lips.

“I don’t care,” he said, the words simple and true.

Her smile widened. “Good.”

“I want to see you again.”

She traced a finger down his chest. “I’d like that. Next time,” she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, “I think we’ll try the cuffs. And maybe the paddle.”

A fresh thrill, entirely different from the first, shot through him. He was already imagining it.

13 - THE KEYNOTE SPEAKER’S SECRET

MF / Transgender F / BDSM / Kissing / Blowjob / Body Massage / Feather Tickler / Fingering / Anal

The crystal glass felt cool and slick in Ken’s hand, a stark contrast to the heat simmering under his skin. Across the opulent ballroom, beneath the dizzying glitter of a thousand refracted lights, she was a portrait of absolute command. Nicole. The keynote speaker, now holding court with a circle of rapt admirers, her laugh a low, melodic counterpoint to the dull roar of corporate schmoozing.

He’d been mesmerized for an hour. It wasn’t just the way her emerald gown clung to a figure that was both powerful and undeniably curvy, or how her dark hair fell in a sleek wave over one shoulder. It was the aura. An electric field of confidence that seemed to bend the room toward her. He’d listened, enthralled, as she dismantled complex market strategies with an effortless wit that left the audience hanging on her every word. And with every sip of his whiskey, his own ambition—usually so tightly focused on mergers and acquisitions—narrowed to a single, audacious target: her.

Fueled by a third drink and a rising, reckless need, Ken cut through the crowd. He materialized at the edge of her circle, waiting for a lull. When it came, he stepped into it.

“A brilliant presentation,” he said, his voice lower, more intense than he’d intended. “Though I have to confess, I found myself a little… distracted.”

Her eyes, a shade of hazel that seemed to see right through his polished exterior, slid to him. A slow, knowing smile played on her lips. “Oh? By which slide, exactly?”

“The one where you discussed leveraging assets,” Ken said, holding her gaze. “I was entirely captivated by the presenter.”

The people around them chuckled, then politely drifted away, recognizing a more personal current. Nicole didn’t look away from him. She took a slow sip of champagne, her eyes crinkling with amusement. “Bold. I appreciate that. Though a little generic, don’t you think?”

“I have more specific compliments,” he countered, the whiskey making him brazen. “But they’re not for a public forum.”

Her smile widened. She leaned in slightly, and he caught a hint of her perfume—something expensive and spicy. “My hotel suite has a far more impressive view than this ballroom,” she murmured, her voice a conspiratorial whisper that went straight to his groin. “And significantly better soundproofing. Perhaps you’d care to… elaborate there? Suite 2100. Midnight.”

She pulled back, winked, and turned to greet another executive, leaving Ken standing there, his heart hammering against his ribs. She had turned the tables so completely he felt dizzy with it.

The clock moved with agonizing slowness. At precisely midnight, he stood before the ornate door of her penthouse suite, his knuckles pausing an inch from the wood. He knocked.

She opened it, having already shed the gown for a sleek, black silk robe tied loosely at her waist. The city lights sprawled behind her through a wall of floor-to-ceiling windows, a dizzying tapestry of gold and white. She didn’t invite him in, just stepped aside, her gaze appraising.

“You came.”

“You knew I would.”

She closed the door, the quiet click echoing in the spacious room. She walked to the center of the living area, turned, and faced him. The playful tease from the gala was gone, replaced by a profound, disarming seriousness.

“There’s something you should know before this goes any further,” she said, her voice calm but firm. “I’m trans. I transitioned years ago. My body… is not what you might be expecting.”

The air left Ken’s lungs. The whiskey haze evaporated, leaving a cold, sharp clarity. His mind, so adept at analyzing risk and reward, scrambled. Corporate gala. Keynote speaker. A woman. This woman. The images he’d been constructing all evening—of silk, softness, a certain anatomy—shattered and reformed into something unknown. Something that should, by every convention he knew, be a deal-breaker.

But his body betrayed his brain. The heat that had simmered in the ballroom hadn’t cooled; it had intensified, coiling tight in his belly. His arousal, a stubborn, primal thing, didn’t retreat. He was curious.

He stared at her, at the confident set of her jaw, the fearless look in her eyes. He wasn’t looking at a problem to be analyzed. He was looking at desire, pure and uncomplicated.

His voice was a rasp. “I don’t care.”

Relief, and something hotter, flashed in her eyes. She closed the distance between them in two strides. Her hands came up, framing his face, and she pulled him into a kiss.

It wasn’t gentle. It was a claim. Her mouth was demanding, her tongue sweeping past his lips with a certainty that made his knees weak. He groaned into her, his own hands finding her waist, pulling her flush against him. The sleek silk of her robe, the firm warmth of her body underneath—it was all just her. And he wanted it.

When they broke apart, both were breathing heavily. A new energy crackled between them, the power dynamic shifted, solidified.

She took his hand and led him to the windows, the entire city laid out at their feet. “Take off your clothes,” she commanded, her voice soft but absolute.

His fingers, slightly trembling, worked his tie, his jacket, his shirt. His shoes, his socks, his pants and briefs, until he stood naked before her, bathed in the city’s glow, feeling more exposed and more alive than he ever had.

She watched him, a predator admiring its prey. Then, with a theatrical slowness that was its own form of torture, she untied the belt of her robe. It slipped from her shoulders, pooling at her feet.

She was a goddess. Curves in all the right places, hips that flared from a narrow waist, and skin that looked impossibly smooth. And then, standing proud and thick between her thighs, her cock. It was a part of her, an undeniable fact of her magnificent power. And it was arousing.

“On your knees,” she whispered.

He sank down without hesitation, the plush carpet soft beneath his knees. The submissive act felt shockingly right. She stepped forward, and he leaned in, his heart hammering. He took her into his mouth.

The taste of her was clean, salty. He explored her with his tongue, tracing the velvety length, learning her shape. Her breath hitched. One of her hands tangled in his hair, not guiding, just holding, as he began to move. He serviced her with a dedication he usually reserved for closing multi-million dollar deals, losing himself in the rhythm, in the soft groans falling from her lips, in the way her thighs began to tremble.

Her climax was a quiet, powerful thing. A choked gasp, a tensing of her entire body, and a low, sustained moan as she pulsed in his mouth. He stayed with her until she gently pushed him back, her eyes glazed with pleasure.

She didn’t speak. She just sank to her knees in front of him, her hands running up his thighs. She took his aching hardness into her mouth, and her expertise was devastating. Her tongue was a miracle of friction and wetness, circling, sucking, driving him to the brink with an inhuman patience before pulling back, edging him relentlessly. When he finally came, it was with a shout that was swallowed by the vastness of the room, his body convulsing under her masterful control.

Before he could even catch his breath, she was leading him to the massive bed. “Lie on your stomach.”

He obeyed, sinking into the soft duvet, his nerves alight, humming with anticipation. He heard the soft click of a bottle, then the scent of sandalwood filled the air.

Cool oil dripped onto his lower back. He jumped at the sensation. Then, her hands were on him, kneading the tension from his shoulders, working down his spine with a firm, practiced pressure. He melted into the bed, a groan of pleasure escaping him.

Then, the touch changed. Something impossibly soft, feather-light, traced the curve of his ass. The feather wand. It tickled and teased, dancing over his skin, tracing the sensitive crease between his cheeks until he was squirming, his cock hardening again against the sheets. It was maddening. Arousing beyond belief.

A finger, slick and warm, replaced the feather, circling his entrance with a torturous slowness. He pushed back against it, a wordless plea. She granted it, one digit sliding inside him, stretching him gently, preparing him.

Then she was over him, her body blanketing his, her warmth a comfort. Her lips were at his ear. “Relax for me, Ken.”

The blunt, insistent pressure of her cock pressed against him. He took a sharp breath, then exhaled, forcing his muscles to loosen. She pushed forward, a slow, inexorable invasion that burned for a breathtaking moment before blossoming into a fullness he’d never imagined. She was inside him.

She stilled, letting him adjust, peppering his shoulder with kisses. “You feel incredible,” she breathed.

Then she began to move.

Ken let out a groan as her dick went deeper. “Don’t stop,” he managed to gasp.

The pleasure increased as her thick shaft pumped in and out of him. He felt his cock straining against the bed beneath him. He never thought he’d enjoy something like this, but it felt incredible. The head of her cock drove into his prostate, pushing him over the edge. He cried out, spilling himself onto the duvet, untouched.

Ken felt Nicole’s body tense as she climaxed. As she pulled away, he felt her warm seed trickling out of his ass. She collapsed beside him, her breathing labored. “Did you like that?” she asked, her voice soft and feminine.

“I… I…” Ken stammered. He was still in shock. He couldn’t believe he’d just had sex with a transgender woman… and he’d loved it.

“Shhh…” Nicole whispered, pulling Ken closer. “You don’t have to say anything.”

He walked into the marble bathroom and turned on the shower. His body was humming with satisfaction, and his mind was racing. He realized something important: He didn’t care if Nicole was transgender. He wanted to see her again, no matter the cost.

14 - A NEW TYPE OF SUBMISSION

MF / Transgender F / BDSM / Sex Work / Blowjob / Cock Worship / Spanking / Vibrator / Anal

The crisp envelope of cash made a soft thwap as Charles placed it on the polished mahogany console. His heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic drumbeat of anticipation and nerves. The woman who took it, Athena, was a vision carved from shadow and confidence. Her black leather catsuit gleamed under the low light, hugging every formidable curve, the zipper a silver slash from her throat to just below her navel.

“Good,” she said, her voice a low, smooth contralto that vibrated in the quiet, expensive air of her foyer. “Follow me.”

He did, his steps muted on the plush runner, his eyes fixed on the sway of her hips. She led him not to a dungeon, but to a spacious, tastefully appointed bedroom. The tools of her trade were there, yes—a St. Andrew’s cross in one corner, velvet-lined cuffs on a rack, a chest with drawers slightly ajar—but they felt like art objects. The dominant scent was her perfume, something dark and floral.

Athena turned to face him, her gaze appraising. “You’ve submitted before,” she stated, not asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” Charles breathed, the title feeling both foreign and perfect on his tongue.

A ghost of a smile touched her lips. “But not like this.” Her hands went to the zipper of her catsuit. With a slow, deliberate pull, the teeth parted, revealing not the swell of breasts he’d expected, but the taut plane of a chest, and lower, the startling, proud length of an erect cock.

Charles’s breath hitched. His mind stuttered, a record scratch of pure shock. It was thick, flushed a deep pink, curving slightly upward from a neatly trimmed thatch of dark hair. Beautiful and utterly, terrifyingly real.

“I…” he stammered, taking an involuntary step back.

Athena didn’t move. She simply watched him, her expression calm, almost bored. “You hesitate,” she observed. “That’s allowed. This is your boundary. But I assure you, Charles, if you cross it, you will enjoy what lies on the other side. The submission you crave… it will be deeper. The surrender, more complete. Do you trust me?”

His eyes darted from her face to her cock and back. The submissive yearning in his gut, a constant hum he’d spent years trying to quiet, roared into a demand. He wanted to please. He wanted to obey. He gave a shaky nod. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good boy. Now, kneel.”

His knees found the soft rug without thought. She stepped closer, the heat of her body, the subtle scent of her skin and leather, enveloping him. The head of her cock brushed his lips, a silken, salty touch. “Open.”

He did, and she fed the tip into his mouth. It was warm, solid, alive. A low groan escaped her, and the sound shot straight to his own groin, his cock straining against his trousers. “Use your tongue,” she commanded, her hand coming to rest on the back of his head, not pushing, just present.

He licked along the underside, exploring the prominent vein. He took more of her, his jaw stretching. Her fingers twined in his hair. “Deeper, Charles. Take it all. Show me you can.”

The challenge ignited him. He relaxed his throat, tilted his head, and let her guide him forward. The thick crown pressed past his gag reflex, a burning, full sensation that made his eyes water. He held there, breathing hard through his nose, the weight of her on his tongue, the proof of his submission lodged in his throat. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary thrust.

“Excellent,” she purred, her voice thick. After a moment, she withdrew, slick and shining from his mouth. “Stand. Get naked. Everything off.”

His fingers fumbled with his buttons, his belt, his zipper. Soon, his clothes were a puddle at his feet and he stood before her, exposed, shivering, his own erection bobbing painfully.

Athena sat on the edge of the wide bed, patting her leather-clad thigh. “Over my lap. Now.”

The position was childish, humiliating, and it made his blood sing. He draped himself across her strong legs, his ass presented to the cool air. Her hand, warm and firm, came down in a sharp crack that echoed in the room. A sting blossomed, hot and bright. Another followed on the other cheek. Then a volley, alternating, building a rhythm of pain that quickly melted into a radiating, pleasurable heat. With each spank, his hips jerked, his cock rubbing against the hard leather of her leg. He was moaning, low and constant, his mind blanketed by the sheer, overwhelming sensation.

When she stopped, his entire backside throbbed with a delicious warmth. “You’re ready,” she said, her hand stroking the heated skin now. “On your hands and knees on the bed.”

He scrambled into position, presenting himself fully. He heard the buzz of a vibrator, and then the cool, hard plastic nuzzled against his tight entrance. He jumped at the touch. “Relax,” she soothed, circling the tip, spreading what he realized was slick lube. The vibration was a strange, insistent tease, not quite inside, just there, making his hole clench and flutter helplessly. Just as the sensation became a maddening need, it vanished.

Then he felt her. Not plastic, but warm, living flesh. The broad head of her cock pressed against him, right where the vibrator had been. His body went rigid.

“Breathe out,” Athena commanded, her voice steady against his back. He exhaled in a shudder, and she pushed.

The initial breach was a stunning, burning stretch. Charles cried out, his knuckles white on the duvet. She held there, letting his body adjust to the incredible invasion. “That’s it,” she whispered. “Take it. It’s yours now.”

With a slow, relentless roll of her hips, she sank deeper. The burning subsided, replaced by a feeling of being filled to an impossible degree. She began to move, short, shallow thrusts that rubbed her length against a spot inside him that made lightning fork behind his eyelids. Each push made his own neglected cock jerk, leaking onto the bedding.

Her pace increased. The room filled with the sound of skin meeting leather-clad skin, their ragged breaths, his broken whimpers. She fucked him with a powerful, piston-like rhythm that eradicated all thought. The pleasure built, a coil tightening at the base of his spine, fed by the deep, claiming thrusts and the sheer psychological surrender of being taken like this.

“You’re going to come,” she grunted, her control fraying. “Come on my cock, boy. Now.”

It was an order he couldn’t disobey. The coil snapped. His orgasm ripped through him, a silent, convulsing wave that emptied him in pulsing stripes onto the sheets beneath him. His ass clenched around her wildly, milking her, and that sent her over the edge.

With a sharp, guttural cry, she slammed home and held, buried to the hilt. He felt the hot, liquid pulse of her release deep inside him, a shocking intimacy that marked his internal surrender. She stayed there for long moments, both of them panting, connected.

Finally, she slipped out. A warm trickle followed. Charles collapsed onto his side, boneless, spent.

Athena stood, re-zipping her catsuit over her now-soft cock. She picked up his discarded clothes and tossed them onto the bed beside him. “We’re done,” she said, her voice back to its cool, professional tone, though a satisfied gleam remained in her eye.

Charles managed a weak, utterly sincere smile. “Thank you, Mistress.”

15 - LUST IN THE LAUNDRY ROOM

MF / Transgender F / BDSM / Flogging / Bondage / Handcuffs / Blowjob / Anal

The laundry room was a battlefield of humming machines and stale detergent air. For weeks, Jordan had orchestrated his loads to coincide with hers, a silent admirer of the stunning new resident with the sharp bob and sharper smile. Tonight, clutching his basket of mismatched socks, he finally spoke. “Is this your T-shirt? I found it in the dryer.” A clumsy start, but it worked.

Her name was Katie. She laughed, a bright, clear sound. “Yeah. Thanks. I almost forgot it.”

They talked. It was easy. Too easy. They both loved the dense world-building of vintage sci-fi, the practical effects, the philosophical questions buried under rubber monster suits. When she mentioned a rare film she’d just torrented, Jordan saw his opening.

“No way. I’ve been looking for that everywhere.”

Katie’s smile turned speculative. “Movie night? My place. Tomorrow.”

Tomorrow was a lifetime. Jordan arrived, heart hammering against his ribs. Her apartment was neat, smelling of sandalwood. They watched the movie, shoulders almost touching on the couch. The credits rolled. The air thickened.

“I have Invaders from Mars on DVD,” Katie said, her voice a low purr. “It’s in my room.”

He followed her, a moth to a dangerous, beautiful flame. Her bedroom was different. Soft light, a large bed… and on a sleek chair, a collection of items that made his breath catch. Leather cuffs. A long, multi-tailed flogger. A steel collar.

Katie didn’t miss his gaze. She leaned against her dresser, crossing her arms. “Curious, Jordan?”

“I… what is all that?” he managed.

“Tools,” she said simply. “For pleasure. For power.” She studied him, her eyes dark and knowing. “I should be upfront. I’m a dominatrix. And I’m transgender.” She let the words hang. “I look like a woman. I live as a woman. And I have a cock.”

The world tilted. Jordan’s mind scrambled, a jumble of shock, confusion, and a sudden, undeniable heat that pooled in his gut. He stared at her—the elegant line of her neck, the curve of her hips in her jeans, the confident set of her mouth. The attraction he’d felt for weeks didn’t vanish. It mutated, deepening into something darker, more urgent.

“I can see the wheels turning,” Katie murmured, stepping closer. The scent of her surrounded him. “You’re shocked. But you’re not leaving.” Her finger traced a line down his chest. “There’s a hunger in you. A submissive little spark. I felt it the first time you stumbled over your words in the laundry room.”

He couldn’t deny it. His mouth was dry. “I don’t… I’ve never…”

“I know,” she said, her voice softening just a fraction. “But you want to. Don’t you? To let go. To feel.” It wasn’t a question. It was a revelation. She saw the consent in his wide eyes, the slight nod he couldn’t stop. “Good. Strip. Now.”

His fingers fumbled with his buttons, his zipper. The clothing fell to the plush carpet, a puddle of his old life. He stood before her, exposed, his cock already half-hard with a mix of fear and desperate anticipation.

“Turn around. Bend over the foot of the bed. Hands flat.”

The cool duvet met his chest. He heard the whisper of leather as she picked up the flogger. The first impact was a surprise—a soft, spreading thud across his shoulders. The next was sharper. Then another. A rhythm began. Thud. Swish. Crack. Pain bloomed, but it was a bright, clean pain that melted almost instantly into a deep, radiating warmth. With each strike, a layer of his anxiety stripped away. A low groan escaped him.

“You like that,” Katie stated, her voice laced with approval. “You need it.” The flogger fell away. He heard the soft clink of metal. Leather cuffs, lined with something velvety, encircled his wrists. She pulled his arms up, buckling the restraints to sturdy posts on her headboard. He was stretched, vulnerable, completely at her mercy. The feeling was terrifying. It was electrifying.

Her touch returned, but now it was her fingers, tracing the heated skin of his back, his ass. They ghosted over the cleft between his cheeks, making him jerk. Then her hand slid beneath him, wrapping around his aching cock. He cried out.

“Such a pretty reaction,” she cooed, stroking him with a firm, knowing grip. “You’re so hard for me. Are you begging yet?”

“Please,” he gasped, the word torn from him.

“Please, what?”

“I don’t know… just… please.”

She laughed, a rich, wicked sound, and released him. He heard the rustle of clothing behind him. A zipper. The slide of fabric. Then, a moment of silence.

“Look at me, Jordan.”

He twisted his head. She stood naked beside the bed. Her body was a sublime curve of feminine beauty—small, perfect breasts, a narrow waist, smooth skin. And between her legs, full and heavy, was her cock. It was erect, impressively large, a stark and thrilling contrast to her otherwise soft form. His breath hitched. The attraction roared back, undeniable, focused now on that very part of her.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” she said, her hand stroking her length slowly. “It’s going to make you feel things you’ve never felt.”

She came to the side of the bed, her cock level with his face. The musky, masculine scent of her filled his senses. “Open.”

He did. The broad, smooth head pressed against his lips. He tentatively flicked his tongue, tasting her salt and skin. A shudder ran through her. “Good boy,” she breathed.

Then she pushed forward, just an inch, filling his mouth. She set a slow, deep rhythm, fucking his face with controlled thrusts. His jaw strained. He gagged, tears springing to his eyes, but the sounds she made—those soft, greedy moans—drove him on. He sucked, using his tongue, surrendering to the act. One of her hands tangled in his hair, guiding him. The other reached up and unbuckled first one wrist restraint, then the other. Blood rushed back into his arms.

“On your hands and knees. Now.”

He scrambled into position, his body alight with sensation. He heard the click of a cap, the slick sound of lube. Cool drops landed on his entrance. Her slick finger circled him, then pressed insistently inside. He tensed.

“Relax,” she commanded, her voice leaving no room for disobedience. “This is what you wanted. To be filled. To be taken.”

Her finger worked him open, then a second. The stretch burned, then faded into a strange, full feeling. They were gone. Then, the blunt, overwhelming pressure of her cockhead replaced them. She pushed. He cried out, burying his face in the duvet as his body resisted, then yielded. She slid inside him, an inexorable, breathtaking invasion.

“Oh, fuck,” he sobbed, the fullness unbelievable.

She began to move. Long, slow pulls that dragged against his most sensitive inner walls, followed by hard, driving thrusts that shoved him up the bed. The pain was still there, a bright edge, but it was utterly consumed by a pleasure so profound it felt like disintegration. Each thrust sparked lightning up his spine. His own cock, neglected and trapped beneath him, leaked helplessly onto the sheets. The sound of skin meeting skin, her ragged breaths, his own choked moans—it was a symphony of surrender.

“You feel incredible,” she growled, her pace becoming punishing, possessive. “So tight for me. Taking all of me.”

He was unraveling. The coil in his gut wound tighter and tighter, fed by the relentless friction inside him, by the sheer psychology of it—her dominance, his submission, this forbidden, perfect union. “Katie… I’m gonna… I can’t…”

“Cum,” she ordered, pounding into him. “Cum untouched like the good little sub you are.”

It broke him. Pleasure detonated, white-hot and shattering. His body clenched around her invading length as his own release splashed beneath him, wave after wave of helpless ecstasy tearing through him. His cries were muffled, animal.

Feeling him convulse around her was her undoing. With a sharp, guttural cry, she slammed home and held, her body going rigid against his back. He felt the hot, deep pulse of her release flooding him, a claiming that was both physical and profoundly psychological. She stayed there, buried inside him, for a long moment, both of them panting, trembling in the aftermath.

Slowly, she withdrew. The loss was acute. He collapsed onto his side, boneless, spent.

Katie moved away, returning a moment later. Something cool and firm encircled his neck. He lifted a heavy hand to feel it—a black leather collar, snug but not tight. She fastened the buckle with a definitive click.

She leaned down, her lips brushing his ear. Her voice was a promise, a threat, a delicious future. “Same time tomorrow?”

cover.jpeg





