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"You're married, aren't you?" the clerk asked as she took my money, her eyes flicking up to meet mine with a playful gleam.

"Why would you ask that?" I replied, trying to keep my tone light.

She gave a knowing smile, like she'd already figured me out. "Evading the question. Yep, definitely married—and for quite a while, too." There was something so cheeky in her smile that I couldn't help but crack.

"Yes, as a matter of fact, I am," I admitted. Even though technically, I wasn’t anymore. But it was still so recent; it felt like I was.

Her grin widened like a kid who had just won a game. "I knew it! And judging by what you're buying, I'd say she's out of town."

I shifted uncomfortably, my hands fumbling with the change in my pocket. She was more than just out of town; she was gone, and heaven wasn't exactly a place you could get to on a weekend trip. But that wasn’t something I wanted to get into with a stranger.

The clerk's smile faltered, her eyes softening as she seemed to pick up on my unease. "Hey, it's alright," she said gently. "I don’t mean to pry. I just like guessing stuff about people. It makes my job a bit more interesting, you know? Plus, I don’t really care what you buy as long as I get to ring it up and make my commission."

I latched onto the new topic like a lifeline. "You work on commission here?" I asked, genuinely surprised.

"Yep," she nodded. "What I make depends strictly on sales. We rotate departments pretty often. The girls downstairs rake it in with clothing, but up here, movies are probably our best sellers."

"I never would’ve guessed a place like this would work on commission," I said, feeling the tension ease a bit from the conversation shift.

"Hey, are you in a rush?" she asked, her tone casual but with a slight hint of hopefulness - at least in my head.

I hesitated for a moment before answering, "Not really, no."

"Awesome," she said with a grin. "Listen, it's pretty dead around here this time of day, and I haven't had my dinner break yet. If I don't take it now, I probably won't get another chance—especially with a big party coming in soon. How about you head over to that fast food place across the street and grab me a number 4 with a Diet Coke? Get something for yourself, too. Come back here, and we can eat together and chat for a bit. What do you say?"

I found myself walking out of the store, a little bewildered by what had just transpired. I drove over to the burger joint, got her order—and mine, too—almost on autopilot. I returned, still feeling like I was in a fog as if I had just been blindsided by a cute little 20-something freight train.

"Great! Follow me. The break room downstairs is empty for a while," she said, motioning me to come along. As we descended the stairs, I couldn’t help but wonder what the hell I was doing.

I had only stopped by this upscale adult store (it definitely wasn’t the usual rundown porno store we see often) in Springfield—just a quick detour to pick up a couple of movies and maybe an erotica book or two. I was genuinely surprised by how nice and spacious the place was. The signs pointed to a fetish-wear sale in the basement, and there were shelves packed with DVDs, VHS tapes (who even buys these anymore?!), and an impressive selection of toys. My plan was simple: grab what I thought I  needed and head home. It wasn’t the most exciting life, but I was still adjusting to being alone after my wife passed away.

But then this clerk, who looked surprisingly innocent for someone working here—early twenties, with a fresh, open face—struck up a conversation with me. Before I knew it, I was following her down to the break room to have dinner. Sure, she had charmed me into buying more than I planned, but I didn’t mind. Should I let my imagination run wild? No way. She was cute, probably just a college student trying to make some extra cash. I was twice her age—not in terrible shape, but not someone a young girl like her would be interested in. Maybe she was doing some psychology experiments for class, and I was the unwitting subject.

But you know what? Sitting down to eat with someone beats microwaving a frozen dinner alone at home any day.

Her name tag read Emma. As we sat down, conversation flowed easily, as if we were old friends catching up after years apart. She was so easy to talk to—attentive, genuinely curious, and remarkably insightful. She mentioned she was in college—so I had guessed right; she was a student, at least some of the time. I ended up talking about my family, and she even got me to open up about my wife. Emma listened with a depth of understanding that felt comforting without being patronizing. She seemed wise beyond her years, and for the first time, I didn't mind talking about everything.

We finished our burgers, and just when I thought we were winding down, she caught me off guard with her next question.

"Have you ever met one?" she asked, her tone casual but her eyes sharp.

"Met one what?" I replied, a bit confused.

"A TG," she said.

"A what?" I asked again, still not following.

"A Shemale, silly. Like the ones in the movies you just bought. Have you ever met a real transgender woman before?"

"I don't know," I stammered, feeling a bit out of my depth.

"You mean you can't tell?" she pressed.

"Well, I've seen cross-dressers and drag queens, but I think a real transgender woman would look just like any other woman, right? Isn’t that the idea?"

Emma nodded, a small smile on her face as if she appreciated my honest curiosity.

"You wouldn't believe the variety of people we get in here," Emma said with a knowing smile. "Some of the trans girls who come in are still so new to it all—they're nervous but really sweet. They feel more comfortable shopping here than in the mall, which is why we have such a big clothing section. And don’t even get me started on the drag queens. They're so flamboyant and always such a blast. So, you’ve never met a trans person before?"

"Not that I’m aware of," I admitted.

"So, what’s with the interest?" she asked, raising an eyebrow.

"I wouldn’t call it an interest exactly," I said, trying to explain myself. "I was just browsing your movies and saw a cover that caught my eye. It looked intriguing—something totally different from what I usually watch."

She leaned back and studied me for a moment. "Look, don’t take this the wrong way, but you don’t seem like the usual type."

"Type?" I asked, a bit defensive.

"Yeah," she continued. "You came in and wandered around the movie section for a while. I noticed you kept pausing at a particular spot—the one where we keep some of our raunchier shemale videos." she winked with a knowing smile.

I could feel my face heating up, probably turning bright red, because Emma reached out and gently placed her hand on mine.

“Hey, don’t worry about it, sweetie,” she said softly, her voice calm and reassuring. “I’m not judging you at all. I just find it interesting. I think sexuality is something that should be expressed, not repressed. That’s why I love working here. The movies, the books, the toys, even the clothing—they all help people explore who they really are. And I love being a part of that.” Her hand was warm, her touch unexpectedly tender, and for a moment, I wasn’t sure how to respond.

She continued, “From my perspective, here’s what happened: A handsome gentleman walks in, and right away, you catch the eye of me and the other clerks. We gossip about our customers all the time, guessing where they’ll go and what they’ll pick up. It’s just our way of passing the time. You know, most guys head straight for the movies. Women tend to go for the toys, and then there are those who head straight down to our ‘dungeon.’”

“Dungeon?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Oh, it’s not an actual dungeon,” she laughed. “That’s just what we call the basement area. We expanded last year to include a whole range of clothing and specialty items, so that’s all down in the basement now. We even used half our storage space just for the leather and latex wear. It’s pretty cool, honestly. Maybe I’ll take you on a tour if we have time… but then there’s that party coming in.”

“You mentioned the party earlier. What’s happening?” I asked, trying to steer the conversation away from my embarrassment.

“We have a bunch of ladies coming in for a bachelorette party. When we know they are planning to get really wild, we use part of our basement to give them some serious privacy. They can get as crazy as they like. We cater to it and provide costumes, toys, entertainment, and whatever else they want. It makes a cool profit for us and we can usually have some fun too.”

I didn't realize how big this place really was. I just assumed movies and books. Emma was so matter-of-fact about it all. I think that helped me relax.

"Nyxi, the young girl who was at the counter when you came in, guessed you were here for a romantic erotic movie, maybe to spice things up with your wife," Emma said with a grin. "Stephanie—the tall, sexy brunette—thought you looked too nice to be as innocent as you seemed, so she bet on you picking out something really dirty. Natalie was tied up with another customer, so I didn’t get her take. But me? I was surprised when you kept going back to the shemale section. It definitely piqued my curiosity."

I chuckled nervously. "So, what was your guess?"

She smiled mischievously. "Oh, I'll never tell you."

I sat there, thinking it over. Honestly, picking up those movies had been a spur-of-the-moment decision. I was probably leaning more toward something closer to Stephanie's guess than anything else.

"I guess I could have chosen something more explicit," I admitted, "but the shemale movies just seemed to catch my eye. And to answer your earlier question, no, I haven't knowingly met a trans girl before."

Emma leaned in a little closer, her voice dropping to a soft, almost intimate tone. "Would you like to?" she asked quietly almost in a whisper.

I paused, feeling a gentle squeeze on my hand. I had nearly forgotten she was still holding it, her touch warm and reassuring.

"I'm asking for real," Emma said, her tone suddenly more serious. "Would you like to meet a real trans woman? She's incredibly feminine, lives her life as a woman, and nobody would ever guess what's under her clothes unless she told them. Would you want to meet her? Think carefully before you answer, because if you say no or make some kind of smartass comment, I'll drop it and we won't bring it up again."

She wasn’t joking around. I could see the sincerity in her eyes, and I knew this wasn’t some kind of joke or dare. I really had to think about my answer. Did I want to meet a trans woman? Emma wasn’t suggesting anything beyond just meeting and talking, but the idea of sitting down with someone who was so different from anyone I'd ever known or been with made me pause. Would it feel normal, or would I end up feeling awkward and uncomfortable? Honestly, I didn't know.

“Emma, I’m not really sure,” I finally said, looking her straight in the eyes.

She studied me for a long moment, her expression thoughtful. "Wow, that was an honest answer. You know, some guys who come in here would jump at the chance so fast it would be scary. Others would get all defensive and act like jerks, which I hate. But you actually took a moment to think about it, and I respect that."

She stood up, gathering the wrappers and trash from our meal. “Come with me,” she said, a hint of a smile returning to her face.

She extended her hand, and I took it, letting her guide me down a narrow hallway past a couple of storerooms. We ended up in a smaller, more intimate break room. This room was cozier, with a couch, a couple of chairs, small tables, and some tasteful art pieces and mirrors on the walls.

"The other room is about to be used as a dressing area for the party I mentioned earlier," Emma explained. "I didn’t think you’d want to be there for that."

"Yeah, that might be a bit too much for me," I agreed, grateful for her thoughtfulness.

She motioned for me to sit on the couch, and to my surprise, she sat down right next to me. Without really thinking about it, I put my arm around her, and she rested her head against my chest. We stayed like that for a moment, just quiet, and I felt an unexpected sense of calm.

After a pause, she looked up at me. "You’re the real deal, you know," she said softly. "A thoughtful guy who’s not afraid to be honest. From what you’ve told me, you’re lonely. Your wife is gone, and your kids are grown and out of the house. I’m not offering some wild, sexual adventure. I just thought you might want to meet a trans woman in person, to talk, maybe explore a different side of yourself. Who knows where it could lead? But I wasn’t trying to set you up with someone looking for a quick fling or some sugar Daddy arrangement."

Her words hung in the air, sincere and without judgment, and I found myself considering what she was saying in a new light.

“Emma, that’s not what I was thinking,” I said, trying to clarify. “I’m not really sure how I feel. The movies I saw were intriguing, but I hadn’t thought much about this before. I know I’m not gay, but it was something different.”

“So you think it’s dirty?” Emma asked, giving me a curious look.

“No, not dirty,” I replied, shaking my head. “Maybe some scenes in the movies could be considered that way, but my interest was more about curiosity than anything else. I didn’t come in here specifically looking for a trans woman or even a trans-themed movie. I’m just not sure how I’d feel meeting one, or how to even talk to her.”

Emma smiled gently. “You’d talk to her just like you’d talk to any woman. She is a woman, after all.”

“I understand that,” I said, trying to explain. “It’s just that you caught me off guard with this. I wasn’t prepared for this kind of conversation. So, she must be a friend of yours?”

“You could say that,” Emma replied with a small smile.

“So, what do you think I should do?” I asked, still trying to make sense of everything.

She turned to face me, and then slipped off the couch and knelt beside me. “You don’t even know me. How can you ask me that?”

“You’ve got a good head on your shoulders,” I said, trying to explain. “So far, you haven’t done anything to make me think you’d steer me wrong. What do you think I should do?”

Emma took my hand again, this time opening my palm and guiding it slowly under her short skirt. My fingers came into contact with something unexpected—testicles. I was taken aback, stunned into silence. She held my hand there firmly as if to gauge my reaction. Emma was indeed a trans woman, and for the first time, I was holding something that wasn’t mine. The shock was overwhelming.

Before I could say anything, she placed a finger gently over my lips. “Shhh, just go with your feelings sweetie,” she whispered softly.

I cradled her sac in the palm of my hand, curling my fingers around it so it rested comfortably. Emma released my wrist, and with a graceful move, she settled back against me, keeping my hand exactly where it was.

There were no words exchanged—just the quiet intimacy of holding a beautiful young woman in my arms with my hand still under her skirt. If anyone had walked in, they would have definitely been puzzled, but they wouldn’t have understood what was happening.

I held her sac gently, feeling its weight in my hand. Slowly, I applied a bit of pressure, similar to how I might when I’m alone or how my wife used to when we were intimate. Emma gasped softly, clearly responsive to my touch.

I gently kneaded her soft balls, feeling their warmth and weight through the silky material of her panties. The sensation was both intimate and arousing. Across the room, a small mirror reflected Emma’s image; her eyes were closed, and her tongue darted out to moisten her rosy lips, embodying a perfect picture of excited femininity. I could see my hand beneath her skirt and the movements through the fabric. Emma’s hair carried a pleasant, elusive scent, but my focus remained on the mirror, captivated by the sexy scene unfolding.

Suddenly, the door flew open, and two women carrying various items stumbled in, their eyes widening in shock before they hurriedly backed out, mumbling apologies.

“Damn, I forgot to lock the door,” Emma said, quickly rising to secure it. As she turned back to me, I felt the sudden coldness where my hand had been. Emma locked the door and paused, meeting my gaze with an unreadable expression.

“No one will interrupt us now unless I say so,” Emma said. “I have the only key to this room. So, do you want to keep going, or would you rather leave?”

I thought it over carefully. I knew I was excited—Emma could probably tell. Her face showed she didn’t want me to go, but the moment had been broken, and I wasn’t sure if we could get it back.

“I’d rather stay,” I said after a moment of silence, “but I have one request.” I quickly added.

“Only one?!” Emma asked, tilting her head with a slight smile.

“Could you take off the panties, please?” I asked.

She seemed surprised. “Most people would want me to be naked by now. You just want to feel me without the panties?”

“I’m still not sure what I want,” I said. “But before the interruption, I was curious about what it would be like to touch you without the silky fabric of your panties.”

“Nyxi was right,” Emma said with a soft smile. “You’re a romantic at heart. You want to take things slowly and savor each moment, just like I do. You have no idea how happy it makes me that you haven’t rushed things.”

She turned away from me and reached under her already short skirt. I caught a fleeting glimpse of her perfectly shaped and undeniably feminine rear as she slowly pulled down her silky teal thong panties. Her legs were long and elegant, accentuated by the graceful way she bent at the waist, keeping her legs straight. It was a strikingly erotic pose, one of the most sexiest I had ever seen.

Emma settled back against me, her back pressing against my chest. This position gave me better access to her legs. I ran my hand gently over her thighs, eliciting a soft sigh from her. When I finally touched her testicles, I could feel her warm skin without the barrier of her panties. To my surprise, but not really, there was also her cock hanging down with her balls. It all felt semi-solid and natural in my hand.

As I rolled and teased her testicles lightly, her cock twitched in response, showing signs of excitement. Though her skirt still concealed the view, when I tried to lift it, her hands gently pushed it back into place. Through the mirror, I saw her smiling at me, and I smiled back.

Emma guided my hand, encouraging me to squeeze her more firmly. Despite my concern about causing discomfort, her cock responded eagerly to the increased pressure. Moments later, I was holding her erect penis, stroking it with a rhythm that felt natural. Emma seemed to enjoy it, pressing her ass against my hip with each motion. My own excitement was evident, with a noticeable stain forming on my khakis from the precum.

“Yes, Emma, I would very much!” I gasped, barely able to contain my excitement.

She caught my eye in the mirror, smiling with a mix of teasing and understanding. Slowly, she took hold of the hem of her skirt. I could see the tip of her cock pressing against the fabric, a hint of what was to come. She held the skirt there for a moment, building the suspense until I could hardly stand it, every nerve in my body screaming for her to let me see.

Then, with a quick flick of her wrists, she lifted the material, revealing herself completely. My breath caught in my throat at the sight of her cock. It was stunning, more beautiful than I had imagined. My hand was wrapped around the base, squeezing just the way I loved it when my wife did it to me. The shaft was thick and flushed with blood, the head a deep, dark red, almost like the color of red wine. A bead of moisture glistened at the tip, a sign of her arousal.

I began to stroke her cock up and down, feeling its weight and warmth in my hand. Each movement was slow and deliberate, savoring the sensation. As I pulled down, Emma pushed her ass back against me, her movements full of a sensual rhythm that drove me wild. She was so responsive, her hips swaying in time with my strokes. Each time I pulled down, Emma would push her ass against me in such a sexy way.

I think she was close to cumming! I grabbed her hair, and she paused for just a moment, but as soon as our lips met, she melted into the kiss.

I was passionately kissing a shemale, and I was completely lost in the moment. Emma turned to face me, and as she did, my hand slipped away from her cock, leaving me with a brief feeling of emptiness. But then she pressed herself against me, practically draping her body over mine. She kissed me back with a fierce intensity, our tongues colliding, hot and insistent as if we were both desperate to dominate the other. Her body felt electric against mine, her cock pressing against my own as I parted my legs, inviting her closer.

Before I could catch my breath, Emma pulled away and stood up, taking me by the hand with a sudden, commanding urgency. She led me to one of the chairs and pushed me down onto my knees in front of her.

Now I was face-to-face with her cock, just an inch away. I could see every detail—the veins running along the shaft, the thick, dark seam at the underside. Her cock was throbbing, eager and ready. I cupped her testicles in one hand, feeling their weight, while my other hand wrapped around the base of her shaft, holding her steady as I prepared to take her in.

I looked at her cock from only an inch away. The veins were standing out; there was a dark seam along the bottom. My hand held her testicles again, and my other hand grasped the base of her shaft.

I looked up at her, and she still had that angelic smile that told me all was right with the world. Without any prompting, I tasted her cock and licked the very tip lightly. It felt hot and tasted somewhat sweet. I ticked her glans and was rewarded with a sigh. Stroking her cock at the same time, I was fascinated by how the head would expand and contact. I popped the head in my mouth, and I could feel it as it changed. Emma was moving now, pushing against me. She was fucking my face; it was great. When she pushed forward, I sucked her completely in my mouth. When she pulled out, I tightened my lips as tight as I could. She grabbed my hair and started getting frantic. Suddenly, with a huge scream, the first jet of her cum caused me to choke a little. I swallowed the bitter stuff as best I could, but there was so much, I could feel it dripping down my chin.

When she fell back, her cock had softened, and there was cum on it. I stared at it, unable to believe what had happened. I don't know if it would ever happen again, so I placed my head back in her lap and licked the rest of her come from her cock.

“Knock, knock.” The sound of a light rap on the door pulled us both back to reality.

Emma stirred beside me, her expression shifting from blissful relaxation to a hint of frustration. “What is it?”

The voice from the other side was soft but urgent. “Miss Emma, we have a problem upstairs. Stephanie really needs you.”

Emma sighed, brushing a stray lock of hair from her face. “Just a sec.”

She turned to me, her face softening as she took in the situation. "Sweetie, I gotta run for a few. Nyxi is a good girl and a good friend. She'll help you get cleaned up." She pointed down, and I could see the mess I made when I came. I didn't even realize I had. "It's OK, baby, just don't leave until we can talk. This may take a little while." She kissed me and stood up. A few brushes of her hands down her skirt, and, other than her tight nipples, she looked like an angel again.

When she opened the door, a pretty Latina girl peeked in. "I am so sorry, but it is important."

Emma gave her a small, reassuring smile. “It’s fine, I’m going already.” She glanced back at me one last time. “Look, Nyxi, would you help my friend here get cleaned up and presentable again? I’ll be back soon, I promise.”

Nyxi came in, and I struggled to my feet, still dazed.

"She's pretty amazing, isn't she?"

"That she is."

Nyxi caught some of Emma's cum from my cheek with her finger and licked it off. "Delicious too!"

We both laughed, and any feeling of embarrassment at my predicament evaporated against Nyxi's laughter.

"Let me get you a couple of wet clothes and a towel. Go look at yourself in the mirror. You have that 'just fucked' look that I love in a man."

I looked like a wreck. My hair was matted, my shirt wrinkled and cumstained. My tan Dockers look like I pissed in because the cumstain was huge. I also had a smile that refused to go away.

Nyxi came back in, all business. "We aren't a department store, so you'll have to make do. Get undressed."

Her no-nonsense attitude got through, but her hands with those two warm and wet clothes weren't business-like. She cleaned me in places only my doctor had ever touched before. It was getting to her as well. "I gotta stop this; Miss Emma will kill me."

I grabbed her hands. "I can't have your blood on my conscience." I took the towel and dried myself off in the mirror. Nyxi sat on the couch behind me.

"How old are you?"

I told her.

Nyxi also had her own hand up her skirt. "I heard Miss Emma cumming while I was outside the door. I've never heard her scream like that, not even with me!"

I felt a strange sense of pride about it, but my attention quickly turned to Nyxi. Her skirt rode up, and she was not wearing panties. She was rubbing up and down, and several not-very gentlemanly things popped into my head.

"Oh fuck, Daddy. Please, Daddy, Eat me, Daddy. I need to come!"

Her eyes were closed, but her voice got to me, and my dragging Peter jumped up.

She looked right at me and opened her legs wide. "Make your baby girl scream, Daddy."

That was too much for me, and once again I was on my knees. My hands holding her legs wide open and my mouth feasting on a delicious wet and hair-free pie. Nyxi was a wild one; she was pushing herself against me with complete abandon.

"Ahhhhuuuummmmmm!"

Nyxi jumped up. "Oh shit, Miss Emma, I'm sorry I couldn't..."

"Oh, pipe down your little slut. I was expecting more self-control from you." Her eyes froze against me.

As I started to rise, Emma shoved me back down. "You might as well finish what you started. This little slut will be unbearable for the rest of the night if you don’t get her off."

Nyxi squealed in delight, pulling my head back between her legs with surprising strength. For a moment, I hesitated, a flicker of guilt running through me, as if I had crossed some unspoken line. But her taste was intoxicating, and the way her body responded to my touch quickly pulled me back into the moment. Soon enough, she was grinding herself against my face, lost in her own world of pleasure.

Behind me, I felt Emma's presence growing closer, her hands finding their way to my balls and then teasingly trailing down to my ass. She leaned her body against mine, her breath hot in my ear. "Tongue fuck the little slut; she loves it," she whispered seductively, her voice like velvet.

Her weight pressed down on me, adding to the intensity of the moment, and I could feel the warmth of her body against mine, every touch igniting a spark. As she knelt there, I felt the pressure of her cock growing harder, pressing insistently. Emma was getting excited! She trailed her tongue down my back, spreading my ass cheeks wide, and without warning, she began to lick my asshole.

A mix of fear and thrill shot through me, the sensation of her tongue there was almost too much to handle. My mind was racing, but before I could process it all, Nyxi let out a scream, her body convulsing as she came hard, shaking with the force of her orgasm.

When she got up, Emma was once again in my ear. My asshole was wet, and her cock was pushing against me. I knew what she wanted, but I wasn't sure about it.

"Get out, slut; I'll deal with you later. In a few minutes, send Stephanie down."

Nyxi scampered to obey, and Emma pushed me against the couch. "With the hormones I take, I rarely get two woody's in a week, and here it is, and my clit is straining so quickly again. I imagine you know what I want to do. Have you ever had anything in your ass?"

"No," I replied nervously.

"Hey, hey, I'm not mad at you. I just have to keep Nyxi in line, or she would fuck anyone who walked in. She really is a sexy little slut. I am not surprised you went down on her. Hell, I would have been more surprised if I came down here and found you dressed.

I breathed a sigh of relief, and then she touched my asshole again.

"I really want this; the question is, will you give it to me?"

She pressed against me, and I felt her bare chest. She had heavy breasts, and she ran them up and down my back. Her cock was free, and it pushed against mine and my balls.

She got up and pulled me over to a chair. "Here, now you can see us in the mirror."

She leaned back against me, her warm, feminine body pressing into mine, and the feeling of her soft curves against my back sent a surge of excitement through me. She pulled away slightly and got on her knees, positioning her cock so that the tip teasingly brushed against my balls. Then she leaned back in, her breasts sliding sensuously along my back, repeating the motion several times. Each touch and graze made my cock grow, and soon I was rock hard once more. Her finger found its way to my asshole, and she gently pushed the tip inside. "You have such a tight little pussy, honey," she murmured.

Suddenly, the door opened, but I couldn't see who entered. My eyes were glued to the mirror, where I could see Emma miming the act of fucking me. It was incredibly erotic, watching her every move.

Then a tall brunette woman climbed into the chair in front of us. She was completely naked, with a slim, toned body and a nicely shaped chest, her pussy fully shaved and glistening. Without a word, she pushed me back slightly, spreading her legs wide, and with a silent command, she pulled my face toward her inviting, wet pussy.

"Go ahead and eat her out, honey. Watching you devour Nyxi was so hot that I figured you'd enjoy a taste of Stephanie, too. And while you're doing that, I'm going to take your cherry," Emma purred.

A mix of nerves and excitement coursed through me, but I was completely at her mercy, willing to obey her every command. Emma moved out of the mirror's view briefly, returning with a bottle of lotion in her hand. She squeezed some onto her palm and then touched me with her cold, slick fingers. The sudden chill made me yelp into Stephanie’s pussy, but that only encouraged her to pull me in closer. She lifted one leg, giving me even better access to her wet pussy, but it also blocked my view of the mirror.

Emma’s hands continued to work their magic on my ass and balls, spreading the cold, slippery lotion. It was clearly a lubricant. Slowly, she pushed a finger inside me, gently fucking me with it.

"Oh damn, honey, you've got such a tight pussy," she whispered with desire. "I can't wait to fuck you!"

Emma's voice was back in my ear, whispering hot words that sent shivers down my spine, but Stephanie was making it hard to concentrate with the way she was bucking her hips against my face. Then, with a swift motion, she turned over, spreading her ass cheeks wide open. Her voice, deep and sultry, cut through the room. "Lick my ass, bitch."

Emma’s hand landed sharply on Stephanie’s ass, making a loud smack that echoed. "Sweetie here is not a bitch. You better show some respect, or I’ll send you back upstairs with an itch you can’t scratch and no relief."

"I'm sorry, Miss Emma. I got carried away," Stephanie muttered, sounding a bit more subdued.

"Don't apologize to me, apologize to Sweetie," Emma commanded.

"I'm sorry for being such a bitch, Sweetie. You’ve got a fantastic tongue, and I need it real bad," Stephanie said, her tone dripping with need.

I was about to correct her, to tell her my name wasn't Sweetie, silly me, but Emma guided my head back to Stephanie's ass. My tongue eagerly dove in as far as it could go. Stephanie let out a loud moan, pressing her body back harder against my face, forcing me closer to Emma, who had started to tease my ass with two fingers. Each time her fingers brushed against my prostate, I felt like I was going to explode, my cock throbbing with intense desire.

Stephanie went into light convulsions as Emma pressed something larger to my virgin ass. The head of her cock popped in, and the pain was bad for a few seconds. It took my breath away.

She paused for a few moments, allowing me to look up at the mirror. The angle was just right so that all I could see was the metal bar connecting us. As she slowly leaned forward, the iron rod inside me felt like it was heating up, almost like molten steel. When she was fully in, she stayed there, pressing her body against mine. The sensation was overwhelming; it felt as if my entire body was supporting her weight through my ass. The pressure started as a burn, then cooled, only to burn again as she shifted, though it was less intense.

By the time she began to pull almost all the way out, the burning sensation had faded, leaving a persistent feeling of fullness. I squeezed my sphincter tightly, and she moaned in response. "Oh, honey, you feel so fucking incredible. I can’t believe how perfect you are."

She moved inside me with an excruciatingly slow rhythm. Stephanie slipped off the chair, and I found myself leaning against her for support. Emma pressed her body into mine, and we became a tangled mass, with me caught in the middle. My throbbing cock found its way to Stephanie’s cunt, and though I couldn’t move much, every shift Emma made was transferred through me and into Stephanie. Her hand found its way to me and guided me into her asshole in a smooth, single motion. Now we were fully engaged in our rhythm.

Emma’s thrusts became more intense and rapid. To keep up, my own movements mirrored hers, meaning I was driving into Stephanie with the same force and speed. The sensations were mind-blowing. My heart raced as my cock pistoned in and out of Stephanie's tight ass. I shut my eyes and surrendered to the overwhelming pleasure. I lost track of time, but the sheer intensity drove me to climax. I filled Stephanie’s ass with my cum but remained rock-hard. Emma’s relentless pounding seemed to have an incredible effect on me; it was like the ultimate stimulant. I continued thrusting into Stephanie, oblivious to whether she had reached her climax. Emma’s intensity only increased, making the mirror shake along with our movements. I could barely see anything. Emma’s body tensed, reminiscent of how she had been before my first taste of cum. I drove into Stephanie one final time and heard her scream. At that moment, Emma came hard inside me, and she kept going until overwhelmed by the sheer pleasure, I felt myself fading into unconsciousness.

I woke up on the couch, disoriented and slightly aching. Emma’s lap was beneath my head, offering a comforting warmth. Stephanie sat nearby, her face etched with concern, while Nyxi busily attended to me, cleaning up the aftermath of our wild encounter.

Emma looked down at me with a satisfied, almost reverent smile. "That was incredible, Sweetie," she said softly. "I’ve never seen a guy perform like that before. It was like watching a masterpiece unfold."

Stephanie, her worry evident in her furrowed brow, glanced between Emma and me. "It never happened before to me," she admitted quietly, her voice tinged with awe and disbelief. "Sweetie, I couldn't believe it. You fucked me unconscious, and when I came to, you were still fucking me!" and then, without waiting for a reply, she blushed, turned, and ran upstairs.

Nyxi was smiling. "That was pretty impressive, Sweetie."

"My name isn't..."

Emma stopped me. "Here you are, my Sweetie. I hope you can live with that. You know your life has changed tonight."

I looked at Emma. "It changed to the moment you tucked my hand under your skirt.”

She smiled. "There is one last little detail."

Stephanie came in with a couple of things. She handed me a bracelet. It was in between masculine and feminine, and it just said "Sweetie." I put it on rather proudly when I realized Nyxi and Stephanie were also wearing similar bracelets.

The next item was an envelope. In it was a shitload of money.

I was totally floored.

"Don't get angry. The mirrors have cameras, and everything we did was seen by the bachelorette party in the other part of the basement. These are your tips. I think they all have a Daddy fantasy."

"And when you went down on me,“ Nyxi added, "half of those girls went nuts. The other half went totally insane when Emma copped your cherry. Right now, we have a room full of twenty women who are all getting themselves off to the point of exhaustion."

"No, Emma! This isn..."

Emma stopped me gently. "I understand, Sweetie. We could have let you leave without knowing anything, but we don’t lie to our loved ones. You have the right to know everything, and we're ready to face any consequences. If you feel hatred towards us, we will accept that. There is only one copy of the tape, and it’s right here. You can destroy it if you choose."

I looked at the small flash drive in my hand, confused. "Why the tape?"

Emma explained, "We sometimes need to protect ourselves. The tape serves as ‘evidence’ in case things go wrong. It’s our way of safeguarding against potential legal troubles."

I mulled over her words. Emma continued, "What I’ve admired about you from the start is your honesty. I assure you, this is the only copy."

"I believe that," I replied, "but I’m not sure I can bring myself to destroy it."

Emma’s smile was warm. "You don’t have to destroy it. You can leave it here for safekeeping. If you ever want to watch it again or if you have any other reasons, you’re welcome to return. This isn’t just a place for one-time encounters. You can visit us anytime, for any reason."

"Any reason?"

"Yes, Sweetie, any reason. You are welcome here, whether you want to explore further or just drop by to say hello. This isn’t a whorehouse. The money you received was earned, even if you didn’t realize it at the time. You are part of our family now."

A smile spread across my face, and I was surprised when tears welled up in my eyes. "Family!"

***
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