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After more than a little complaining, my sister convinced me that her trainer friend, Tess, would help with my posture and maybe with some fitness goals of mine.

That was the pitch. Nothing complicated. Nothing weird. Just… someone who knew what they were doing.

I believed her.

But the first time Tess looked at me, I realized how incomplete that explanation had been. How fucking quickly she saw through the half-assed reasons I gave.

She didn’t introduce herself right away. Just walked a slow circle around me, like she was assessing something I couldn’t see.

Up close, she was… a lot.

Taller than I expected, built lean but defined in a way that made every movement feel deliberate. Not bulky. Controlled. Her shoulders were strong without being broad, her waist narrow, her hips just enough to shift the way she carried herself. Her hair was pulled back in a loose tie, a few strands slipping free around her face, softening features that were otherwise sharp in a way that made it hard to look away.

Late thirties, maybe. Confident enough that she didn’t need to prove anything. And the way she looked at me… like I’d already told her everything without saying a word.

"And you're wanting tone over bulk, correct? More of a runner's build than anything else?" She stopped in front of me, arms crossed, her eyes narrowing in a way that made me shift on my feet.

I didn't feel like she wasn't really asking about muscles.

“Uh, yeah. That’s the idea.”

Even to me, I didn’t look like someone who belonged there. A little soft through the middle, arms that didn’t quite match the idea of “working out,” posture that felt like I was trying to take up less space than I actually did. Nothing dramatic. Just… unfinished.

Tess tilted her head, a faint smile tugging at the corner of her mouth. "You sure you're in the right place, Alex?"

I blinked, caught off guard. "What do you mean?"

"You don't look like someone who usually comes in for this kind of help." Her gaze was steady, like she was waiting for me to admit something.

I laughed, trying to brush it off. "I mean, I'm not exactly a pro at fitness stuff. My sister said you were good, so I figured I'd give it a shot."

"Mhm." Tess didn't buy it, but she didn't push either. She just nodded, as if she'd already decided something about me. "Alright, Alex. You've got your motivation, so there's nothing other to do but to get into it. We'll start simple. Stretching. I want to see how you move."

And just like that, the first session began.

At first, it was just a normal workout. Tess had me stretching, bending, holding poses that seemed easy at first but quickly left my muscles trembling. She moved around me, adjusting my posture, her hands firm but not rough.

"You're tighter than I expected," she said, her fingers pressing into the back of my thigh. "You're going to need to keep up with a few stretches between our sessions as well. Within a few weeks, we'll be able to move onto more strength and conditioning, but for now we're going to stick to getting you comfortable going through ranges of motion. Try to dress in something that gives a bit more when you move."

She gave my leg a squeeze before stepping back. "How's that feel?"

"Uh, fine." I swallowed, trying to ignore how her touch lingered on my skin. "I can do this."

Tess smirked. "Yeah, you can. But you're going to feel it tomorrow."

I left our first appointment with quite a bit of excitement. While I wasn’t entirely sure what I wanted from my body either, I did know that I was tired of feeling like I was wasting my life in a gaming chair. When I wasn’t having particularly lonely nights, I didn’t even feel like I looked all that bad. But if my body was supposed to be a temple, I suppose forgotten ones existed as well.

The morning after the workout, the excitement dulled just a bit. She wasn't wrong. My body ached in ways I hadn't expected, but I kept going back.

There was something about the way Tess looked at me, the way she commanded my attention, that made it hard to say no. I didn’t constantly worry about who might have messaged me, what notifications I might have missed… I just listened to her and turned my brain off.

I caught myself thinking about the way she’d said things. Not just what she said but how the words landed. Like it wasn’t a suggestion.

The first few sessions stayed normal. Structured. Predictable. At least, that’s what I told myself, because the truth was it didn’t stay in the gym.

I started noticing it in small places first. Sitting at my desk, I’d straighten my back without thinking about it, adjusting my shoulders the way she had. When I walked, I became aware of how my weight shifted, how my steps landed, how much space I was taking up without realizing it.

It wasn’t something I was actively trying to do, which made it harder to ignore. I’d catch myself mid-motion, realizing I was doing something because she would have corrected me if I didn’t. That thought stuck longer than it should have. I didn’t like the idea of disappointing her, didn’t like how easily that feeling settled in and stayed there.

I started stretching more, not just when I remembered or when it was convenient, but before bed, when I woke up, in between things I normally wouldn’t have interrupted. It wasn’t about flexibility anymore. It was about staying where I thought she expected me to be.

The more I noticed it, the harder it became to ignore everything else, like the way I paid attention when she spoke, or how I waited for her to say something before I moved.

It wasn’t dramatic. Nothing about it was obvious enough to call out. It was quiet, subtle, easy to miss if I wasn’t paying attention. Which somehow made it worse, because it meant I wasn’t being pushed into anything. I was just… adjusting.

But then our sessions quickly became more... intense. The more familiar I got with the work that was being done, the less reason we had to stick to talking about that. As the weeks folded into a month, I started noticing her eyes lingering on me longer, the way her hands would brush against my skin a little too deliberately.

"You're flexible," Tess said one day, her voice low as she adjusted my hips during a stretch. "Almost too flexible. I'm not entirely used to clients actually doing their work at home."

I’d started noticing it too.

Not in a big way. Just small things. The way my body moved a little easier. The way my clothes sat differently on me. Softer, somehow. Less rigid.

I shook my head, my face flushed. "No, I just... I don't know. I guess I've always been decent at listening to people when they know better than me." My voice sounded weak, even to me.

Tess didn't say anything at first, just held me in place, her hands firm on my waist. Then, she leaned in close, her breath warm against my ear. "You're a very good listener, Alex. I like that."

Something about the way she said it stuck. Not praise, not really. More like she’d identified something useful.

I shivered, but I didn't move. I couldn't. Her presence was too overwhelming, too... everything. I didn’t know why that made me wish she would say something else, to cross a line that I could have at least pointed to.

From then on, it was like something had shifted between us.

Tess' touches became more frequent, more deliberate. She'd "accidentally" brush against me, her fingers grazing my inner thigh or sliding along my back, each touch making my breath catch.

And I didn't stop her. I couldn't. There was something thrilling about the way she took control, the way she didn't ask for permission but just acted like it was already given.

And it made sense to me, I had no issue rationalizing it. Of course she needed to guide me through the yoga poses. It only made sense that she would knead her fingers into my chest when explaining where I should feel the stretch during the movements.

I didn't even have the presence of mind to be confused when she started to touch me in ways that had nothing to do with working out.

One afternoon, after we'd finished a particularly intense session, Tess' hands didn't leave my hips once I racked the weight, lingering on my lower back.

Looking into the mirror, I saw her eyes ready to meet mine.

And for the first time since starting this journey, I really saw myself.

The weight I’d been carrying didn’t sit on me the same way anymore. My waist had pulled in just enough to give shape where there hadn’t been any before. My shoulders weren’t as tense, my posture straighter without feeling forced. Even my arms—still slim, but cleaner somehow.

My hair had grown out more than I realized. It brushed just past my jaw now, soft where it used to feel messy, framing my face in a way that made everything look… lighter. My features didn’t feel as hard as they used to. Softer around the edges. Easier to read. Less awkward. There was something almost delicate about it.

About me.

I swallowed, my eyes flicking away for a second before returning, like I wasn’t sure I was allowed to look too long. I didn’t recognize the instinct. That hesitation. Like if I stared too long, I’d have to admit I liked what I was seeing.

"You've made so much progress. I'm impressed," she said, her voice soft.

"Thanks," I mumbled, my face heating up. "It's mostly because of you."

Tess smiled, but it wasn't her usual confident smirk. It was something sharper. More deliberate.

"I'm not surprised. You're eager to please, aren't you?"

I swallowed hard, unsure how to respond for a second.

And just like that, her hands drifted away and she asked, "Would you be interested in fine tuning your diet? You're making incredible progress as it is, but if your goal is to keep bringing out the more feminine traits you have, I could help."

What? I... I wasn't trying to get more feminine. I was just getting in shape, and I was paying attention to her directions.

But... I didn't find much will to argue as I looked in the mirror. I couldn't reasonably call myself skinny fat anymore. I wasn't entirely a shrimp anymore. The muscle I did have didn't make me feel like a gym bro, but... feminine?

I kinda saw it.

Any distraction would be welcome from the thoughts in my head. "Uhh... What kind of diet would we be talking about?"

She wrote down a grocery list for me. Nothing crazy. Low calories, high protein, healthy fats. Low carbs. Meal prep so I didn't have to put much thought into it during the week.

But there was a section at the bottom that made me pause.

"And these?" I asked.

"You'll have to trust me. Yoga pants are unbelievably comfortable, especially since we're going to start taking our cardio outside. The weather has been getting nice enough."

“I don’t… I’ve never…”

The words felt weaker than they should have.

I could somewhat understand that I might have looked good to someone in yoga pants. But, I wasn’t that kind of guy. Even if I was going to crossdress, why the hell would I do it in public?

“Think of it as a uniform,” she said as she let her eyes linger on my hips. “You’re my little athlete now.”

Her eyes flicked over me again, slower this time.

“So we’re going to start dressing you like one.”

I should have said something. I didn’t. I just nodded like an idiot. Like I wasn't signing away whatever shreds of self-respect I had left.

But... if I had enough self-respect to have taken care of my body in the first place, I never would have needed Tess' help. And, whether I wanted to say it out loud or not, Tess made me feel special.

I didn’t throw the list away.

Instead, I folded it up and kept it, like I was waiting for the right moment to decide whether I was actually going to follow through.

I told myself I didn’t have to. That I probably wouldn’t.

I still bought everything on it, including the extra cans of shaving cream so that I could make it easier to wear the very thing that I kept telling myself I wasn’t sure about.

I didn’t try them on right away. They sat folded at the bottom of the bag for a day, then another, like if I left them there long enough I wouldn’t have to decide anything.

I unpacked everything else first. Groceries into the fridge, containers stacked, the normal routine that didn’t require thinking. The shaving cream stayed where it was, still in the bag, like if I didn’t touch it then I didn’t have to acknowledge why I bought it in the first place.

It wasn’t a big deal. People shaved. It wasn’t even unusual.

That didn’t stop it from feeling like one.

I ended up taking it into the bathroom with me anyway.

The shower started hot, steam filling the small space faster than I expected. It gave me something to focus on, something simple. Get in, clean up, get out. No overthinking.

That lasted about thirty seconds.

The mirror was already starting to fog, but I caught a glimpse of myself before it fully clouded over. Enough to notice what had been changing. The same things I’d been pretending not to look at too closely.

My shoulders didn’t sit as tense. My waist had a shape to it now, subtle but there. Somehow, I found it unsettling as I turned to walk to the shower just how nice my own ass looked to me.

I stepped under the water before I could stare too long.

The heat helped. It always did. Muscles loosened, thoughts slowed, everything a little easier to ignore. I washed like normal at first, quick and mechanical, until my hand brushed lower and I hesitated.

The hair on my thighs and around my crotch didn’t look right to me anyway. That thought stuck longer than it should have.

I exhaled, reaching for the shaving cream before I could think too much about it. The can felt colder than everything else in the room, grounding in a way I wasn’t expecting.

“Just try it,” I muttered to myself, like that made it less of a decision.

The foam spread easily, lighter than I expected, disappearing against my skin until it was more about texture than anything I could see. My hands followed, careful at first, then more confident as I worked.

It wasn’t complicated. It shouldn’t have meant anything.

But the longer I stood there, the more aware I became of everything. The way the water ran over smoother skin where I’d already passed. The way my body reacted to the attention, even when I wasn’t trying to make it react.

That was the part I didn’t like.

Or… didn’t want to like.

I shifted slightly, trying to ignore it, but that only made it more obvious. My breathing changed, just a little. My focus narrowed in a way that had nothing to do with what I was actually doing.

“Seriously?” I muttered, more frustrated than anything.

It wasn’t like I hadn’t been turned on before. That wasn’t the problem. It was why. The context. The fact that it wasn’t about anything external.

It was just… me.

I finished quicker after that, rinsing off before I could overthink it further. The water carried everything away, foam, stray thoughts, anything I didn’t want to sit with too long. I grabbed a towel a little too quickly, drying off like I could move past it if I didn’t give it time to settle.

As I was going to get dressed, I found myself stalling when it came time to pick clothes, and ultimately, I knew why I didn’t want to get dressed.

My curiosity had gotten the better of me, and I told myself I just wanted to see if Tess might have been onto something. Nothing more than that.

Pulling them on felt different than I expected. The fabric was soft and close, stretching with me instead of resisting, and for a second I just stood there, adjusting slightly, feeling how everything settled.

When I turned to look at myself from the side, I saw it again. That same shape I’d noticed before, subtle but clearer now. My waist pulled in just enough, my legs looked longer, cleaner, less like I was trying to hide behind anything. The clothes didn’t feel like they were disguising me. They felt like they were showing something.

I exhaled slowly, my fingers brushing against the fabric at my hip as I shifted my weight. This shouldn’t have felt good. I knew that much. But it did, not in a way that made sense, just in a way that felt… right. I stood there longer than I meant to before finally changing, but when I folded them back up, it wasn’t the same as before. I didn’t tuck them away like something I wasn’t going to use.

Three days later, I found it a lot harder to get ready for our training session. I hadn't realized exactly how tight and revealing yoga pants would be once I left the privacy of my apartment. It wasn't like I was wearing something obscene, but the way they clung to my body left nothing to the imagination.

I looked in the mirror, my face flushed with embarrassment. My legs were... shapely. Curved in a way that felt unfamiliar. The fabric hugged my thighs, my ass, the soft lines of my body that I hadn't even realized were there. And having to pair the yoga pants with a shirt long enough to cover the, admittedly, small bulge of my cock?

It was humiliating.

And yet... I didn't take them off.

Once I was as ready as I was going to get, I headed to the gym, my heart pounding in my chest the entire time. I knew Tess would be proud of me, and, shamefully, that was more important than anything else.

Every step from my car to the door felt exposed. Like people were looking. They probably weren’t. But it didn’t matter. I was aware of myself in a way I hadn’t been before. The way the fabric moved when I walked. The way it clung when I stopped.

I almost turned around.

I didn’t.

When I walked in, Tess was already there, leaning against the wall with her arms crossed. Her eyes lit up when she saw me, a slow smile spreading across her face.

"Look at you," she said, pushing off the wall and walking toward me. "I knew those would look good on you."

I shifted uncomfortably, my face heating up. "They're... tight."

"They're perfect." She reached out, her fingers grazing my thigh and lifting the hem of my shirt to take a peek beneath for just a split-second, and I couldn't stop the shiver that ran through me. "You've got the body for them, Alex. You should wear them more often."

I swallowed, my throat dry. "I... I don't know if I can."

Tess laughed, her hand sliding up to rest on my hip. "You can. And you will. They're just too comfortable to not."

She didn’t touch me again right away, which felt strange after everything that had led up to it. Usually her hands were already on me before I had time to think about it, adjusting something, correcting something, guiding me through whatever she wanted me to do next.

This time, she just stepped back like nothing had changed and told me to start.

I didn’t follow her right away. I just stood there for a second, hyper-aware of everything. The way the fabric clung to me. The way my legs looked in them. The way I was standing. How my weight shifted slightly, how hips angled without thinking about it.

I adjusted my shirt, tugging it down again, even though I already knew it didn’t really hide anything. Tess hadn’t said anything else. She didn’t need to.

I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror again as I moved toward the mats. It wasn’t just the pants. It was the way I was holding myself in them. Careful, aware. Not trying to hide, exactly. Just… not fighting it.

She had me do a few stretches, her hands on my body the entire time, adjusting my posture, guiding my movements. It felt like she was everywhere, her touch firm and possessive, and I couldn't focus on anything but the way she made me feel.

Small. Submissive.

"Good boy," she murmured as I bent into a deep stretch, her hand resting on my lower back. "You're so obedient."

I should have felt offended, the nearly condescending way those words fell out of her. What little pride I might have had left in that moment drained from me as I felt the throbbing of my cock in my yoga pants.

Why the fuck did I want her to keep going?

I let out a shaky breath, my face burning. "I'm just... trying to keep up."

Tess chuckled, her fingers digging into my skin. "Oh, I know you are. But it's more than that, isn't it?"

My breath hitched, and I couldn't deny it. She was right. I did like it. I liked the way she took control, the way she made me feel like I belonged to her.

"Come here," she said, her voice soft but commanding.

I turned to face her, my heart pounding in my chest. She reached out, her hands sliding up my sides, her touch sending shivers down my spine.

"You're so soft," she whispered, her eyes dark with desire. "So pliant. It's adorable."

I swallowed hard, my body trembling under her touch. "Tess..."

She smiled, leaning in close, her lips brushing against my ear. "As much as I enjoy doing this to you, there's something you need to know about me."

My breath caught in my throat. "What is it?"

She didn't answer right away. Instead, she stepped closer, her body pressing against mine, and I felt it—something hard and insistent pressing against my ass.

My eyes widened, and I gasped, my mind reeling. "Tess... you're..."

"I am," she said, her voice more reserved than usual. "And if that changes things, we can stop. I can assign you to another trainer."

My brain tried to catch up. To file it somewhere that made sense.

It didn’t.

All I could focus on was the way she was still looking at me. Not uncertain. Not apologetic. Just… waiting.

I stared at her, my mind racing, my body thrumming with a mix of fear and excitement. I should have been horrified. I should have run.

But I didn't.

Instead, I reached back, my hand brushing against her, feeling the length of her impressive cock through her shorts. She let out a soft moan, her hips pressing forward, and I felt a rush of power—of control.

"No," I whispered, turning my head to look at her. I had time to stop. She gave it to me. That should’ve made it easier. It didn’t. So I gave her the permission she wanted, "I don't want to stop."

Tess' eyes darkened with lust, and she smiled, her hands gripping my hips. "That’s my good boy."

She pulled me closer, her cock pressing harder against me, and I felt myself melting into her touch. Her hands slid under my shirt, her fingers tracing the lines of my body, and I let out a shaky breath.

"You're perfect," she murmured, her lips brushing against my neck. "So fucking perfect."

I moaned softly, my head falling back as she kissed me, her teeth grazing my skin. "Tess... please..."

"You're lucky that I can't get away with more while we're here, sweetheart," she groaned as she slowly pulled away from me. "But if you wanted to go somewhere more private, I know a few spots we could disappear to." Her hands found their way to my ass, kneading softly, making my knees go weak.

I nodded, my mind too foggy with desire to think straight. I wanted her. I needed her.

"Where?" I whispered, my voice trembling.

Tess smirked, her hands sliding down to grip my thighs one final time before she stepped away and readjusted her shirt to hide the bulge in her shorts. "I'll show you. But first, we're going to finish up here. We've got a workout to finish."

I let out a frustrated whine, but I didn't argue. I couldn't. Not with the way she was looking at me, like I was already hers.

The rest of the session was torture. Tess kept her distance, her touches brief but deliberate, each one making my cock twitch in my pants. By the time we were done, I was a mess, my body aching with need.

When we left the gym, she led me to her car, her hand resting on the small of my back the entire way. I didn't ask where we were going. I didn't care.

The drive was short, and when we pulled into a deserted parking lot, my heart was pounding in my chest. Tess turned off the engine, her eyes locked on mine, and I knew this was it.

"Get in the back," she said, her voice low and commanding.

I didn't hesitate. I climbed over the seat, my body trembling with anticipation.

I heard her shuffling around for a second before she tossed a pair of panties into the back seat with me, slightly damp, a little musky, and clearly hers.

"Swap these out for your boxers," she said while staying in her seat up front.

Again, I didn't argue, I just obeyed, eager to please. Her panties felt so soft against my skin, and the way they cradled my cock was unlike anything I'd ever felt before. Even though they were tight, the fabric felt delicate and sensual. Once they were on, I pulled the yoga pants back on, assuming by now that Tess wanted me dressed up for a reason.

I shouldn’t have been this aware of it. The difference. The way it felt like I’d crossed something I couldn’t uncross just by putting my own clothes back on later.

She chuckled softly to herself while she climbed into the back seat behind me, her eyes dark with lust. "You look so fucking hot right now," she growled, her hands gripping my hips so she could pull me into her lap. "So submissive, so breedable."

I whimpered, my body pressing back against her. "Tess... please..."

She didn't make me wait any longer. Her hands slid up my sides, her fingers tugging at the waistband of my—no, her—panties and yoga pants. She pulled them down just enough to free my slender cock, her hand wrapping around it, stroking me slowly.

I moaned, my head falling back against her shoulder as she touched me, her other hand sliding between my cheeks, her fingers teasing my hole. "You're so tight," she murmured, her lips brushing against my ear. "But we'll fix that like we did the rest, won't we, baby girl?"

I gasped, my body trembling as she pressed a finger inside me, the sensation overwhelming, "B-Baby girl?"

"Shh," she whispered, her voice soothing but firm. "Just relax. I've got you, princess."

Why did my cock love the degradation? I didn't want to like it, and I certainly didn't want to admit it, but the humiliation only made me drip precum.

Her finger moved deeper, stretching me, preparing me for what was to come. I couldn't think straight, my mind foggy with pleasure, my body begging for more.

"Tess... I need you," I whimpered, my hips grinding against her hand.

She chuckled darkly, her cock pressing against my ass. "You'll get me, princess. But first, you need to be a good girl for me. Just relax, enjoy yourself. Trust me. I'm not strong enough to keep myself from ruining this beautiful hole of yours."

I nodded, my breath coming in ragged gasps as she added another finger, stretching me further. It hurt a tiny bit at first, a dull ache that only made me want more as soon as it had faded.

When she finally pulled her fingers out, I felt empty, my body aching for her.

"I think it'd be a little cramped in here if we fucked like this," Tess purred as I heard the light snap of the door handle as she popped it open. "Why don't you kneel on the edge of the seat here so I have room to work, baby girl?"

"O-Of course, yeah," I stammered as I moved to where she wanted me. "Is it weird that I'm excited to have you inside of me?"

"No, darling," she chuckled as she freed her cock from her shorts. "You've wanted dick for a while, I could tell that much when you walked in. The problem you have is how much you think people care that you want to be an adorable little cocksleeve."

I shuddered, completely unsure of how to feel about that assessment. I didn't think I wanted to be a cocksleeve, but I also knew that I'd get wetter the more she talked me into it. I just had to accept it and hope that she'd be gentle with me, seeing as how she clearly knew more about me than I seemed to.

Her tip pressed against my hole, and I tensed, my body bracing for the burning stretch. Instead, a shockingly cold liquid dripped onto my pucker. Tess used her cock's head to spread the lube around the outside of my rim before very slowly starting to sink into me. Her hands gripped my hips, her fingers digging into my skin as she pushed inside, filling me inch by inch.

"Fuck, you're tight," she groaned, her voice rough with desire. "I knew you'd be perfect, but fuck... I didn't expect it to be this damn good."

I moaned loudly, my hands clutching at the seat in a vain attempt to gain traction as she buried herself deep inside me. The stretch was intense, but it was exactly what I needed. I felt full, complete, like this was where I was meant to be.

When she finally stopped, her cock fully seated inside me, I let out a shaky breath, my body trembling with pleasure. "Tess..."

"You okay, princess?" she asked, her voice soft.

I nodded, my head spinning. "Yes... fuck, yes."

She smiled, her hands sliding down my thighs to trap themselves in the bunched up fabric of my yoga pants and her panties. That was hot enough, but then I felt the tension around my thighs as she twisted her hands and got a pleasantly painful tight grip on them.

"Good, but I don't think you will be for long," she whispered before she slowly started to move, her cock sliding out of me before thrusting back in, each movement sending waves of pleasure through my body. "And I won't be happy until you're nothing but a little, useless fuck doll for me."

She wouldn't have to wait long to be happy.

I whimpered, my hips pushing back to meet her thrusts, my body begging for more. "Harder... please, Tess... harder..."

She growled, her grip on me tightening further as she obeyed, her hips slamming into me, her cock pounding into my ass with a primal rhythm that left me breathless. The car rocked with each thrust.

As blissful as her cock felt, the way she was snatching me back onto her cock with each thrust, how she was genuinely forcing my body to sate her lust... it was far hotter than just the thought of being filled with her cum. If this was what it meant to be hers, if yoga pants and panties were the price to pay, then it may as well have been free admission.

I was lost in the pleasure, my mind blank except for the feeling of her inside me, the sound of her moans, the way she called me her baby girl. I felt like I was floating, my body trembling on the edge of release.

"Tess... I'm close," I gasped, my voice broken.

"Me too, princess," she grunted, her thrusts becoming erratic. "Fuck, I'm gonna fill you up... you're going to take all of it, you're going to be bred like a good girl, aren't you?"

I moaned, my body tightening around her as the pressure built inside me. "Yes... yes, please... fuck me, Tess... fill me up..."

"I want to hear you say it," she growled, her cock slamming into me, her hips grinding against my ass.

"I'm yours," I cried out, my body shaking with pleasure.

"Mine to do what with?" she hissed as she viciously pounded my hole, each thrust driving my sanity further and further away.

"Breed me... fucking breed me... I'm yours... I'm your fuck doll... I'm your fucking good girl..."

With a final, deep thrust, she came, her cock pulsing inside me as she filled me with her cum. The sensation pushed me over the edge, and I came with a loud cry, my body clenching around her, my orgasm ripping through me like a tidal wave. I could feel my cum splatter against the seat, and a tiny, still reasonable part of me felt embarrassed about that.

The rest of me just wanted to be used more.

We stayed like that for a long moment, both of us panting, our bodies tangled together in the backseat of her car. Eventually, she pulled out, her cum leaking out of me, and I felt empty again, but in a good way.

Tess chuckled, her hand brushing against my ass. "You're a mess, princess."

I blushed, my body still trembling. "Sorry..."

"Don't be," she said, leaning in to kiss my shoulder while she pulled my clothes back up, securing some of the mess inside them. "You're perfect."

I smiled, my heart swelling with a mix of love and desire. "I'm really glad you think so."

Tess grinned, her hand sliding up to cup my cheek. "I don't just think it, Alex. I know it."

And as she helped me back into my seat, my body still buzzing with the afterglow. My body still felt… full. Not just physically. Everything sat heavier than it should have, like the moment hadn’t decided whether it was over yet.

I let my head rest back against her shoulder, eyes half-lidded, trying to catch my breath without thinking too hard about why I didn’t want to move.

Tess’s hand traced slowly along my side, not demanding anything now. Not guiding. Just there.

That felt different.

Quieter.

“Hey,” she murmured, softer than I’d heard her all day.

I made a small sound in response, not trusting myself to say anything that wouldn’t break whatever this was.

Her fingers slipped under my shirt again, slower this time, almost absentminded as they brushed along my stomach.

“You okay?” she asked.

I nodded before I even thought about it.

“Yeah,” I said, my voice coming out rougher than I expected. “I… yeah.”

That wasn’t a full answer.

She didn’t push for one.

“Good,” she said, like that was all she needed.

Her hand settled on my hip again, steady. Familiar already.

I shifted slightly, and the movement sent a dull, lingering warmth through me that made my breath catch for just a second.

It didn’t embarrass me this time. If anything, it just made me more aware of how close I still was to everything that had just happened.

How easy it would be to fall right back into it if she wanted.

That thought stayed longer than it should have.

I didn’t question it.

If she wanted me, I didn’t want to be anything else.
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