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“I already texted everyone else I do this with, Olivia. I know it was you,” I said calmly as I sat across from her at my kitchen table. There was no denying that she was the gossip that’d spilled our secret to Carley. While I doubted any ill intentions, I needed to remind Olivia that she couldn’t get away with crossing boundaries with me. If Olivia wanted to discuss our relationship with Carley, all she had to do was ask me first.

At twenty, she had a lot more than I could have dreamed of having even now. Her boyfriend was problematic for a couple of reasons, but none of which were abusive or intentionally neglectful. Olivia had the luxury of dating a billionaire’s kid. Yes, with a ‘B’. Sadly for Ricky, he was still a literal bastard. That meant not a whole lot of seeing his father’s side of the family. But it also meant money wasn’t an issue for them. Ever.

Her hazel eyes locked with mine without the slightest hint of concern. “So what? I knew you were talking to her. When I brought up that I knew you as well, she ended up getting a bit too excited. Next thing you know, I was reading about a few dreams she had. All I did was tell her that you fucked the living hell out of me at least three times a week.”

“And if you want it to stay that way, you’re going to have to be a little more discreet, kitten,” I said without a hint of frustration in my voice. I wasn’t angry with her. The last thing I wanted her to think was that I was going to punish her somehow for this. She used her best judgment and I couldn’t argue with Olivia’s results. “I’d like you to ask for permission if what you’re discussing involves both of us moving forward, darling. Just give me a bit of context and I’ll let you know if I’m comfortable with it.”

She instinctively reached up, a finger teasing at the thin black choker she had on around her neck. I asked her to wear either a choker or a collar whenever she went out since she’d asked me to make her my pet almost a year ago. Collars made her anxious in public, and she opted for chokers as often as she could get away with. The few times I’d managed to get her out the door with a collar on, she often was too busy with her head in my lap while I drove to worry about being seen with it on.

A nervous frown crossed her lips before she nodded her head. “I understand where you’re coming from, Mistress. I do. I’ve been trying to not be as impulsive, but fuck it’s hard. I caught myself wound up in a fantasy about a threesome with you two. And I know how much you love all of this, Serenity. I saw a chance to get us both a step closer to our fantasies and I took it.”

I reached out across the table and cupped her delicate chin in my hand, “And you’ve been making good progress, sweetheart. If you want me to ask my other partners about possible interest in a threesome, I can do that. Let’s work together on things that involve both of us, though. Alright?”

She pressed herself against my touch as she whispered, “I hate that the others can’t be open about what they’re doing with you. I know it’s wrong, but at least my boyfriend is willing to accept that letting me have you is better than having me be miserable while wanting you and hating him for getting in the way. It’s not fair to him, but I couldn’t have ever known a person like you existed, Serenity. I-I love you.”

“I love you too, kitten,” I returned the affection. And I did love her. I loved every single one of the women that trusted me enough to live the life I did. They trusted that I wasn’t just in it for the sex. Yes, being polyamorous and highly sexual definitely required a certain kind of patience from them… But there’s a reason women that cheated often found their solace with me. We both had needs that other people might view as wrong or immoral.

I leaned back in my seat, pulling my hand away from her face. She pouted for a second but leaned back as well. The entire point of sitting at the table was to avoid letting ourselves have lust get in the way of the talk we needed to have.

“I feel comfortable with how that went. Thank you for hearing me out, Olivia,” I said warmly as I melted into her hazel eyes. “You said you had something to bring up?”

“I’d like it if you came over to our house sometime, Serenity. Ricky isn’t happy about it, but I’ve made it clear that I want to try having sex with him watching. He knows where I’m going when I leave him watching his anime or gaming, even if he gets squirmy about it,” she groaned before raking her teeth over her bottom lip. “Maybe I’m being paranoid, but I swear he’s been getting excited about me leaving the house. I think he might be getting turned on by it, Mistress. I’d like to put him back on his toes. He’s cuter that way.”

I was reminded of exactly who Olivia was by how callously she talked about cucking her boyfriend. Sitting in front of me was a millionaire almost a hundred times over that was used to getting what she wanted. The ruthlessness with which she casually walked all over her boyfriend was insane. When she wanted something, it was hers.

The first time I met them, I never would have guessed that they were in the one percent. I was out getting my cardio in on my bike when I heard her. Olivia was swearing up a storm under the hood of his car while watching a tutorial on how to fix their air conditioner. While I wasn’t a genius with cars, I knew enough to help her out.

When I stopped, it only took a few seconds before we were both eye-fucking each other while I charged the AC. She made it obvious that she saw my bulge. I chose biking for the sake of modesty, but there was no hiding a cock as big as mine in feminine clothes. If there was, I wasn’t so bothered by it. After all, it was still just a bump in my panties. They just didn’t know that I was still tucked, it was just that goddamn thick.

We exchanged numbers but before I could get on my bike, she asked me to wait. Olivia went inside and got her boyfriend. I felt a tiny bit guilty at first, not realizing that I’d been so forward with a woman that could be taken from him without any idea as to if her partner deserved it. Other than looking at one another, we hadn’t done anything yet. But there was an unmistakable intention in her eyes.

I had to wonder what kind of man would be with a fucking supermodel like Olivia. Olivia had long, slender legs that guided the eye up to her flared hips. The way she’d gasp and writhe beneath me when I gently bit down on one of those hip bones and started leaving a hickey would make anyone’s cock twitch. She was shy about her small breasts, but if you were to see her standing around the living room naked, you’d understand perfection. While she usually had her hair in a bun or ponytail, she’d occasionally wear it down when dressing up. No one would have known that she came from Rural, Nowhere with a neglectful single mother. They’d guess she was the billionaire’s daughter with how confident she was in her day-to-day life.

I never would have imagined the blond, slender guy that trudged out of the apartment with his head held low enough to have his hair shielding his face to be that man. I honestly thought Olivia was teasing me about having a boyfriend given how feminine his frame was. But no, that was just Ricky. And Ricky wasn’t a bad guy, he was just the most passive person ever. That drove Olivia insane.

He thanked me profusely for fixing their car, then asked Olivia to get his wallet out of her purse. I left there with almost a week’s worth of pay and with Olivia walking me home beside me, insisting that she push my bike. It was a sweet gesture, one that showed me just how she was to commit to cheating on her partner. I admit to kissing her and letting her see my cock that night. As sexually open as she was, the way she talked to me, I knew that she would have been completely comfortable cheating on Ricky. But I stopped things there. After too many regretful nights with strangers, I promised myself to always wait at least a week with someone I wanted. If they couldn’t be patient for that long, they’d never be able to be a friend I’d want in my life.

Olivia needed to tell Ricky what we were going to be doing if she wanted to prove with actions what she told me with words about badly she wanted me in those first few days. Given that she wanted to flaunt it to him before we’d started, I asked her to take that leap of faith. My assumptions about the femboy were right on the money. Olivia got the hall pass, plus a little extra. If she was happier around the house when she was home, he would help encourage his girlfriend’s “hobby”. Ten inches had a way of making a woman smile.

The last time I saw him was about six months ago when he finally took the plunge into asking me to come to a legal firm to sign paperwork for an investment portfolio he was gifting me. The dividends made my life comfortable quickly. While nowhere near enough to live a life of luxury, it was more than enough for me to be comfortable without needing a job. I could never truly thank Ricky for what he did for us. Olivia got all the time she could handle with me, and I knew that Olivia got off on the control she had over Ricky. Forcing him into suburbia was part of that, she wanted a relationship like the one she found. She just thought she’d end up with a construction worker that would cuck her boyfriend at some point.

Someone would have been lucky enough to be me. They might not have been as good to her, though. “So long as he can look me in the eye and give me his word that he wants it to happen, I’ll do it. I don’t care what reasoning he has, it really doesn’t matter. Figure that out and we can make that happen, kitten.”

She drummed her fingernails lightly on the table for a few seconds, “I’m sure I could find a way to do that, Mistress.”

“Then I’m comfortable with it. Is there anything else you wanted to get to before you go change?” I asked.

She shook her head, “Nothing that can’t wait until later, Mistress. I’ve been missing your cock so fucking bad these past two nights.” A warm smile crossed her lips before she gestured to the stairs and asked, “So can we please go play for a little bit?”

The sincerity of her requests always caught me off guard. I rose from the table and smiled down at her, “Take your pants off and lead the way if that’s what you want, kitten.”

Olivia her tight jeans off in a hurry and left them in a pool under the kitchen table. She rose from the table with a burning blush on her cheeks as the excitement got to her. Her heart-shaped ass was covered in a cute pair of black bikini-cut panties. I could feel her sense of urgency as she started toward the stairs, but she composed herself and took shorter, measured steps meant to make her hips sway.

My cock got harder with every stair she climbed. By the time we got to the bedroom, I regretted wearing these tight blue jean shorts without panties. I didn’t have a lot of time to prepare for Olivia when she called me at eleven at night asking to come over to discuss our texts from earlier in the day. Who would turn down a woman like Olivia coming over, even if it meant being woke up?

Her thin black leather collar was on top of my bookshelf, and she brought it over to me. A smile pulled at my lips as she quickly took off her lace choker and lifted her long hair out of the way. She used the choker as a makeshift ponytail holder. It both loosely hold her hair and helped her not lose track of the choker when things got rough.

I put the collar on for her and leaned in to kiss the nape of her neck, then again closer to her ear before whispering, “Go get your plug, kitten. I’m thinking I want the stinger paddle you love so much as well while you’re in there.”

The reluctant look of fear in her eyes made my cock throb even harder. “B-But I wasn’t a bad kitty, Mistress?” she asked as much as said.

“But did I tell you that you were a bad kitty or did I ask for the paddle, sweetie?” I returned her questioning tone, teasing her a bit. Olivia always seemed a little too afraid of retribution from me for things. I kept trying to show her that I wouldn’t mindlessly punish her through my actions, but her fear never lessened. “I just know you like getting spanked, kitten. You’ve done nothing wrong.”

She nodded her understanding, her charming smile spreading across her plush lips again as I quelled her fear. Then she hurried into my closet and grabbed a few things. It was always so adorable to me that she’d so willingly go grab the implements of her own pain when she didn’t feel like she was being punished for something.

I had to give her credit, she could handle almost everything I’d thrown at her so far with nervous anticipation. She knew that she was already considered a “bad” person by the people in the neighborhood for what she openly did to Ricky. She saw no point in being ashamed of how her needs were satisfied.

But the fear of disappointing me? That terrified her, and I desperately wanted it to not. But there was a piece missing somewhere that I had to figure out. I needed her to feel safe with me… But I needed her to open up more about why she felt the way she did. It wasn’t my place to force her to talk, though. I needed to be there for her when she felt like sharing and facilitating that as best I could, the same thing that I’d already been doing for almost a year.

The sound of her gasp from inside the closet reminded me that I needed to get ready as well. A relieved sigh escaped me as I took off my shorts. I pulled my tank top back off and was naked once more. While I loved my dirty blonde hair worn down, I retrieved a ponytail holder from atop my dresser and made use of it. Things always got a little hot and heavy with Olivia and I didn’t want my hair stinging my eyes later.

She walked back into my room naked with her tail plug already inserted. Olivia offered me the smooth, thin oak paddle about eighteen inches long. While wonderfully crafted, it wasn’t meant to truly paddle so much as it was similar to being hit with a ruler. The pain was in the swiftness of the strike, not the force it was applied with. Too much and the lovely oak paddle would have just snapped. It was such a fun tool to use, especially on someone as vocal as Olivia.

I took it from her and put my left hand on her shoulder and left it there. She knew by now to stand still. I moved behind her and let the tip of the paddle slide its way down from her lower back down to her ass, “Have I ever told you how much I love your ass, kitten?”

“Only every time you see me, Mistress,” she leaned forward and arched her back, offering me an even better view. “Have I mentioned how much I’ve missed your cock yet? Because I’m so horny I could scream.”

I lifted the paddle and gave her a quick stinging spank to each cheek. She barely flinched, though the red marks were quickly forming on her ass. “My girl’s in heat, huh?”

“Like I haven’t been in forever, Mistress!” her voice sounded like she was on the brink of tears. It wasn’t from pain. Anything but, my kitten could take an incredible amount of punishment before she started screaming. Even I couldn’t recall a time she’d been this desperate for my cock. It wasn’t like her to be as insistent as she was.

Where I would have normally taken my time working her into a frenzied state of need, she’d found her own way there. I felt it would be more selfish to paddle her before giving her what she wanted than to just compromise with what I wanted. If all she needed was to be stuffed with cock, I’d happily oblige.

“I’ve got a little something in mind that might help with a mood like yours, kitten.” I stepped away from her, returning to the bookshelf for just a moment to grab the leash that went with her collar. I attached it to the ring on her collar and stepped behind her.

There was no warning given as I guided my cock into her. Olivia let out a soft, beautiful sigh as she pushed back against me. “Oh my god, it feels so fucking good, Mistress. I’ve missed you so fucking much! Oh, fuck,” she hissed through clenched teeth as she took every inch of my cock inside her until her warm ass pressed against my hips. The tail from her plug was a little in the way, but Olivia loved feeling it there.

She started to moan, but I wrapped the leash around my left hand twice to shorten the length and then pulled to force her to arch her back further while being choked. I pulled harder on the leash until I felt a little fear that the collar might snap loose. While uncomfortable for me, she’d sworn time and time again that it was the perfect amount of pressure for her.

“Get your tail out of my way, kitten,” I moaned huskily down to her. “I’m going to fuck you until you can’t stand.”

Olivia quickly reached behind her, grabbing the tip of her tail and pulling it around her waist with a burning blush on her face. Then, I started pumping into her. The first few strokes were generously slow. After all, as much as she loved my cock, she could barely fit it all after working toward that goal for almost eight months. That was before we started leaving her plug inside her. It was jostled around inside her, while also being stimulated by the girth of my cock inside her pussy.

But damn, those months were worth it to be able to bottom out in Olivia’s tight cunt. She didn’t use toys without me and her boyfriend showed her no sexual attention. Olivia was loyal to me. She cared about going the extra mile to make sure I enjoyed my time with her as much as she could possibly make me. While I didn’t deserve that, I did cherish it.

My right hand tightened its grip around the paddle reflexively as a wave of pleasure shuddered through me. Thankful for the reminder, I started alternating smacks to each side of her ass every few strokes. Each time the paddle would sing out against her tight ass, her pussy clenched around my cock. I could hear her struggling to breathe, the way her moans would catch in her throat and come out sounding hoarse and pathetic.

I let go of both the paddle and her leash. She fell forward without me helping to support her and might have toppled over if I didn’t grab onto her hips. I snatched her back, drilling into her with my massive cock as she yelped out in delight, “Fuck!”

“You’re goddamn right I will, slut!” I snarled into her ear as I knelt down, my knees pressing into the backs of hers so that she would drop onto the ground with me. Olivia was aware enough of what I was trying to do to help me transition her to the floor. Without even having to pull out of her, we went from standing to her being prone on the floor with her legs spread wide. I put my hands on her back and pinned her to my carpeted floor as I started slamming into her again.

Without the collar choking her, Olivia made sure the entire neighborhood heard her pleasure. Her moans were loud and unrestrained. Anyone that heard would have certainly assumed that they were feigned. They had no idea that anyone could truly feel good enough to scream the way she did as my massive cock plunged into her tight snatch.

“Oh my fucking god! Mistress, pull my fucking hair. Please, I’m so fucking close!” she pleaded desperately.

I didn’t hesitate to listen to her. I centered my right hand between her shoulder blades and grabbed her ponytail and pulled hard. Her torso arched from the ground and she pushed herself up onto her elbows. There was no denying that she had to have been stretched to her limit in more than a few ways, but god damn, she looked like a thing of beauty as she contorted herself wildly trying to reach her orgasm.

I closed my eyes and savored her tight walls clenching around my shaft. I wasn’t going to be able to last much longer, not with the way she kept writhing and clenching.

“Yeah, kitten? Do you want to be a good girl and take a hot load of cum in your cunt?” I asked.

She tried nodding instinctively but couldn’t due to my grip on her hair. Olivia whimpered, “Yes, Mistress! I want to be a good girl!”

“Then you’re going to have to cum for me, kitten. How bad do you want Mistress to breed you?” I growled down at her.

Olivia reached between her thighs and started furiously rubbing her clit. It was only a second or two before her walls were a vice around my cock as a hot rush of her juices flowed from her slit.

That didn’t stop me from viciously drilling into her spasming cunt. I let go of her ponytail, unable to hold her tight enough to keep her from sliding on the floor. I put my hands above her spread legs and trapped her hips as I fucked her hard enough to make her come a second time as I used her like she so often begged me to. I fucked her mercilessly, just the way she loved it.

For a brief moment, I let myself be truly selfish with her body. I brutalized her without remorse and without concern for how badly she would ache. I could take care of her later. For now, I was too fucking close to stop now. I needed to finish what we’d started. I absolutely reveled in the depravity of trying to get this cheating slut pregnant.

And then, nirvana. The sweeping rush of euphoria that consumed me as I filled Olivia’s fertile depths with my cum was unlike any other. We both knew the dangerous game we played, and that made it all the more thrilling for us. The risk of her having to explain to Ricky that she was careless enough to get pregnant. The way he’d be powerless to tell me that I’d done wrong…

There was nothing like the feeling that came from knowing that she’d cross every line for me. I bit my lip hard to keep from letting out a series of whorish moans as I continued pumping into her. Extra sensitive from my orgasm, I savored every second of her textured walls milking my shaft as I slowly went soft inside her. I shifted my weight off her, putting my elbows on the floor and resting on top of her while we rested for a moment.

“Check in with me, kitten, how are you?” I asked softly.

She groaned, “I’m going to feel that tomorrow but I always do. Fuck, I wish gentle sex hit the same for me, Mistress. We could do this every day.”

“Well, I can’t change that part for you, but I’d love to hold you in a warm bubble bath if you’d let me, Olivia,” I said.

She nodded her head and we got up. About fifteen minutes later, I was in the bath with her reclined against me, the sweet smell of cherry blossoms in the air. We’d been making small talk about her day while we relaxed when Olivia said something that stood out to me, “Ricky’s just been a little weird lately. It’s like he can’t wait for me to leave the house to come see you.”

“Weird?” I asked. That was an interesting choice of words to describe her boyfriend. “Maybe he’s excited for some alone time?”

She didn’t hesitate to elaborate. “He’s been acting strange when I come back from your house. And not like he used to, Ricky isn’t bothered by us having sex anymore. He always gets in the shower when I come back and won’t let me join him. It’s usually half an hour or so before he’ll come out and when he does, he’s incredibly shy and withdrawn.”

I could only guess what he might be doing. If he was turned on by our affair, maybe he was taking care of his new shameful arousal. “Seeing as how you’re over here for hours, do you think he might be watching something other than anime?”

She hesitated, “Like what? It’s not like he has a sex drive. I’ve tried with him, you know I have. But he’s just not into sex. And I never find a mess. I’ve looked. The worst I’ve found is the room in a bit of a mess because he ran into the bathroom to avoid me.”

“Well, how about we go over there tonight? It’s your house, if you want me to be a guest, I’m sure you’re allowed to bring me over without asking permission. Right, kitten?” The look she shot me in response to my goading tone was absolutely being flipped off. A smile tugged at my lips as I continued with my teasing, “If we’re going to do this, we should go in through the back door as quietly as we can.”

Olivia rolled her eyes at me and sighed, “You’re a mess, but it’s not a bad idea. Maybe we’ll catch him talking to someone.”

“I really don’t get the feeling that Ricky is the kind of guy to cheat on you, Olivia. Honestly, he’s been more supportive than we could have expected him to be,” I said.

It was my honest assessment, not just words I was telling her to soothe her. There was no denying that she was a little conflicted about her feelings regarding Ricky. The two of them were undeniably friends. But she didn’t want a friend, she wanted a lover. That didn’t mean she wanted him to suffer, though. Ricky hadn’t had sex with her in the two years they’d been together. They met online, his money did help woo her, but he truly was a sweet person. It was a complicated web to unravel.

“Guess we’ll find out,” she huffed. “It just feels off in our house now. It’s fine when the morning after I come back. If I take a second recovery day, he starts getting crabby with me. Which makes me just as prickly. It’s really fucking getting to me, Serenity. You’re right, he’s probably not talking to someone else, but something is up.”

“It sounds like there is. Let’s hurry this up, we usually watch a movie before you go back home. I’ve got to get an energy drink in me before I crash, but we should have about an hour window that he’d be doing whatever, right?” I asked.

“Yeah, about that. And it’s not like he’s really keeping up with it. For the past three weeks or so, he’s been darting off into the bathroom. He’s never just ready for me to come in the door. We could catch him, I know we could,” she said. “But I guess I just never wanted to catch him. Not really. I’m not sure what I’d find. Serenity, he’s been really honest with me about almost everything. This isn’t like him and it’s scaring me. People call me a gold digger, and I know I’m over here fucking a damn neighbor of mine, but I do love him. I really do. If I don’t get some answers about this, I’m going to drive myself insane wondering what it is.”

Her fears made sense to me. It stung a little to know that this was going on for weeks without her bringing it up to me, but I wasn’t entitled to their business. She probably tried to work it out with him on her own.

I cared far more about Ricky’s situation than I could admit to Olivia at that moment. She might have thought I was taking sides. But I was just being fair to him. While he might not be everyone’s idea of what a man should be, he was a good person beneath the mountain of insecurity that the slender femboy couldn’t carry. I wanted to help Ricky get Olivia back to being comfortable.

I could feel my mood slipping a bit, but that wasn’t a bad thing. It wasn’t all sunshine and rainbows in my life. For as much as I tried to enjoy the passion I found in my life, there was still a considerable amount of weight that I carried as well. “I guess we should finish up then.”

It made me feel like such a piece of shit to think that I was directly responsible for their current situation. While everything was still consensual between all three of us, Olivia’s affair was causing their current problem. That was my fault. How could I feel like anything other than scum when I was living in a house that I once had to work my ass off to appreciate? Ricky made that pain go away. He let me have a comfortable life.

I wanted to scream, to talk to someone and find some semblance of solace from my thoughts. But Beth wasn’t going to be in town for another few days. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to bother her with a phone call. The line was supposedly open to me at any time, but damn it, reaching out to her felt so wrong. It was easier to just wait for her to come over and talk then.

“Serenity?” Olivia asked quietly. “You don’t have to do this tonight if you don’t want to.”

“I do want to, Olivia,” I assured her. I wasn’t going to fake a smile for her, she would be able to see right through that. “I just hope that trying to help doesn’t end up hurting both of you.”

“I wouldn’t have asked for your help if I didn’t think you could, Serenity. Something is different about him, but it’s not entirely bad. He’s been doing more around the house to help out. I’m just too much of a pussy to figure out why, Mistress.”

Her words did help to calm me down. Once the tension faded away, it only us a few minutes to get ready to go, but soon we were out the door with her purposefully walking a few steps ahead of me. Each step she took made her flared hips sway hypnotically. Her heart-shaped ass looked amazing in anything, everything, and nothing.

When we got to their house, we went around the back to avoid the doorbell camera. She unlocked the back door and let me inside. I slid off my shoes and casually made my way through the first floor of the incredibly dark house. Most of the homes in the area were of a similar design with a first floor meant mostly for living and dining and the upstairs for living. While there were a few that broke the mold, this wasn’t one of them.

And so I walked through their home with eerie familiarity toward the master bedroom walking on the balls of my feet to be as quiet as I could be. Inside, I could hear a woman’s soft voice. It almost sounded like she was reading from a book or something, the words weren’t random, but it sounded more like a descriptive scene from a fantasy novel than anything dirty.

A few pieces of information clicked into place all at once. I’d called him a femboy more than a few times mentally, but I kept that observation to myself. He was never ready for Olivia to come home because he was waiting for her to get home. The shyness, the embarrassment, the chores getting done around the house… I knew what was waiting for me on the other side of the door before I opened it.

I backtracked and found Olivia downstairs and whispered “Wait for me down here. It’ll be well worth it, kitten. I doubt you’ve got anything to worry about but give us a couple of minutes alone.”

She kept her voice low as she responded, “I will, Mistress. I appreciate what you’re doing.”

I went back upstairs and then burst into the room with Ricky. From his position on the bed, I could see right up his black and red checkered skirt. Ricky was wearing some lingerie he’d bought Olivia to wear for me, a cute set of bra, panties, and stockings. His makeup was perfect, not too much to make him look like he was trying too hard, but also enough to mask any trace of masculinity. He didn’t need a wig, not with his gorgeous blonde hair. Really, he probably didn’t need makeup to pass as a woman. It just made him so much fucking sexier than he had any right to be.

Shock kept him silent as I crossed the distance to the bed and climbed into it with him. I let my hand run up Ricky’s smooth stocking towards his hip where his cock fought pitifully against the confines of Olivia’s sexy black panties. I didn’t hesitate to let my fingers caress his shaft through the thin cotton, “Mm, such a cute girl with such a cute cock.”

I’d never seen anyone blush as intensely as Ricky. His well-practiced feminine voice sounded so damn cute as he whimpered, “What are you going to do to me?”

“Oh, you adorable little slut. I’m going to make you watch your girlfriend suck my cock,” I purred as a filthy fantasy started playing itself out in my mind. It was obvious that he wanted someone to catch him dressed like this. It shouldn’t have surprised me that Ricky would be comfortable with that person being me. “Then it’ll be your turn.”

The End
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Being cheated on never felt good, but if there was one comforting thing about it, it was that I had already been warned it was going to happen. I didn't want to believe Kyra, but I knew she wasn't the kind of woman to lie about anything. Still, that didn't make it any easier on me... at least, not until she let me come over to her house. If I had a thousand years to think about what was going to happen when I stepped through her front door, it still wouldn't have been long enough to predict what happened.
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An ashamed party-loving woman meets a billionaire that changes everything she thought she knew about herself.

I never thought that I'd ever escape my reputation as the 'easy' chick. I never tried to change it. What I wanted was a dirty, passionless night of things I'd eventually regret. But... my best friend Jasmine didn't want me to live that way. She wanted me to get into a relationship with someone that might actually care about me. At least, that's what I thought she wanted. That was why I agreed to meet the mysterious transgender woman in the first place.

How could I have known that she would topple everything I believed about myself with the way she... Well, Mistress wouldn't want me spoiling our story…
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