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Chelsea loved the sight of a hunk at a bar, more so when they were in this particular bar. The Lusty Lady has been around for quite a few years, but only recently did it get more popular. A catalyst for that spike in popularity was the new culture within the bar.

The Lusty Lady was a place for transgender women to find partners. Very few people expected to have a casual conversation when they came here. This was a den of debauchery, and it would always be if people like Chelsea had her way.

Chelsea pulled a mirror from her purse and checked her makeup before she made her way over to talk to the man. The way he looked away from her made it clear that he must have been new here. She took a seat on the bar stool beside him and let her eyes wander his body. She drank in the sight of his large arms, his firm torso, and his nice toned ass.

She waved down the bartender and called out, “Can you grab me a shot of vodka and get this handsome devil here a beer?”

“Of course, Chelsea, on your tab or his?” came the response from the bartender.

“Kendra, you know that I always put them on my tab,” Chelsea said.

Kendra winked at Chelsea and poured the shot and put it in front of Chelsea. She popped the top of the beer and handed it to the gentleman.

Chelsea waited a moment for Kendra to take a few steps away before she raised her shot glass to the man, “Cheers.”

“Cheers,” he said and lifted his glass to hers before taking a drink.

Knocking back the shot as if it were casual for her, Chelsea asked, “So am I going to have to beg you for a name?”

“Jason,” he said. Jason continued to stare ahead.

Chelsea could see that he was uncomfortable. Her hand moved to his shoulder and that got him to look at her. She smiled and whispered, “You know that it’s okay to want what you are here for, don’t you?”

His face flushed and Chelsea used her other hand to pat her lap. She saw his eyes glance down at her crotch. Wearing her tight skinny jeans, her wholesome bulge was impossible to miss. His eyes widened for a moment before he looked away again and she continued, “It’s okay. Don’t worry, no one's here to judge you.”

Her hand drifted lower, moving to rub the small of his back, “But if it would make you more comfortable, we could always step into a back room?”

Jason nodded his head at the suggestion. Standing from her stool, she pointed to his beer, “You can bring that if you want it.” He remained silent. She hoped that he would say something before she asked him to take his clothes off. Making her way through the crowd, she glanced back to ensure that Jason stayed close. Making it through to the other side of the bar, she looked at the doors that led to the back rooms. Picking one of the two available rooms, she pushed open the door.

They were intended as a place to put people that got too drunk and passed out. The kind hearts of the previous owners helped fuel the sinful desires of the new patrons. Inside the room was an assortment of furniture: a bed, a couch, two nightstands, and a table. The rooms were meant for functionality, not presentation.

Chelsea ushered Jason inside and put her bracelet on the door handle to let others know the room was taken. Closing the door, she locked it for extra security. With their privacy ensured, Chelsea asked, “So you seem like the shy type. Are you here to experiment or do you already know you love girl-cock?”

Jason looked at her on the couch and crossed his hands over his groin to hide his growing manhood. Speaking in a quiet tone, he said, “A little bit of both. It’s all I watch, but I’ve never had my own.”

“So you want to try my cock?” she asked. Her hands moved to her jeans and unbuttoned them so she could push them to her ankles. Under them were a pair of black lace panties and her large cock’s head was peeking out of the panties. She heard him gulp and she smiled, “Don’t worry. It’s not that bad. They keep lube in these places for big boys like you.”

He took a step towards her but stopped his approach. Chelsea groaned and pushed her shoes off her feet. She stood up and stepped out of her pants. Getting close to him, she looked up to him and asked, “Do I have to tell you what to do or are you going to be a good cock slut for me?”

Jason looked surprised at the outburst but shook his head, “I’ll do whatever you ask.”

“So you’ve got no clue what you want?” she asked.

“I want a beautiful woman to tell me what she wants from me,” he said.

“Flattery will get you almost everywhere, almost. I’m going to assume you’re no different from the sissy boys that come through here begging for a taste of cock.”

He shot her a dirty look, “I’m not a sissy, and I’m not begging.”

Chelsea laughed as she pulled her shirt off and tossed it aside. Her bra fell away next, her natural C cup breasts taking a little wind out of Jason’s sails. His slack jaw made it obvious that he thought she was appealing, “Oh really? Jason, you’re what, six foot tall?”

“Six foot two.”

“Right, I’m five foot four. You’re like double my size, but you’re the one that’s going to be getting fucked tonight. What’s that make you?” she asked.

“Someone that wants to enjoy life,” he said with a measure of arrogance.

Smiling at the answer, she let her left-hand cup his crotch, her thumb stroking along his length. “I’ll give you that one, that wasn’t a bad answer. But I’ve gotta teach you a bit of a lesson,” Chelsea said as his cock hardened in her hand. She led him to the bed by his manhood and let him go.

Hooking her thumbs in her panties, she pulled them down and let her soft six inches greet him, “Take off your clothes.” She knew her size was intimidating, but he did not seem too afraid. Jason started with his shirt and pulled it away. Chelsea smiled when she saw his dog tags.

“Ooh, thank you for your service, soldier. I’m glad you know how to take orders though, we’ll make a good boy out of you tonight,” she teased.

“Don’t know if you’re being sarcastic or not, but you’re welcome,” he mumbled and finished removing his clothes. His cock was not small, but her size was already almost bigger than his.

Chelsea pulled grabbed one of his wrists and pulled his hand towards her shaft, “Don’t be shy. I won’t bite too hard. You know, it’s usually the women that panic when they see my cock.”

“I’m more jealous than scared,” he said while taking her length into his hand. Stroking her cock to life, Chelsea noticed that he seemed more willing to please her.

For all her tough talk, she moaned as he played with her cock. Once her ten inches was hard, she took a step back. Shaking her hips a few times to let him see what he would be working with, she called out, “Get on your knees. I want to see how much of this cock you can swallow.”

He did not move as he looked at her with his brow crinkled, “Do I have to do that part? Look, I’m not sure I want to suck someone’s dick. No matter how cute they are.”

“I wasn’t asking. You want me to fuck you, don’t you? So get on your knees and suck my cock like I told you to. Don’t think you’re special Jason, I can go pick any other person out there that wants me,” she threatened.

He let out a huff before he sunk to his knees. Closing his eyes, he opened his mouth. Chelsea shrugged her shoulders and stepped forward. She put her cock’s head at his mouth, “That’s a good boy. Don’t use your teeth, you know the basics don’t you? As many women as you’ve probably had in your position right now.”

The humiliation of her words made him turn red as he sucked her head into his mouth. She groaned as his tongue started dancing around her sensitive tip. Chelsea let her hand slip into his short brown hair, fingers gently scratching to help relax him.

“See, not so bad is it? Take some more, sweetie. You’re barely starting,” she said.

Jason looked up to her for a moment and then closed his eyes again as he took a few inches into his mouth. His wet tongue continued to curl around her shaft as he bobbed on her massive length. Her hand moved to the back of his head and she pulled him further onto her cock.

“I said to take more. Jason, you’re already sucking a cock, you might as well do a good job. You wouldn’t want me to only put the tip of my cock in your ass, would you?” Chelsea got her answer as he took as much of her length down his throat as he could. Jason gagged around her cock but she held him for a moment before letting him pull away for a breath of air.

“Good boy. I’d offer to suck your little cock, but I don’t want to. You’ve already been acting like you’ve got a say in what happens. Get off my cock and bend over the bed,” she said.

He pulled away and took in a few deep breaths of air. Jason bent over the bed and crossed his arms to rest his head on. Moving to the nightstand, Chelsea pulled open the drawer and looked inside. She shuffled a few things around and pulled out a bottle of lube. She spotted a collar with a leash and she pulled those out as well.

She chuckled and stepped beside him. Chelsea gave his ass a quick spank, “You said you weren’t a sissy. But you also said you weren’t begging. One of those two things needs to change.”

He turned his head to look at her. Jason let out a sigh when he saw the collar and leash, “Do I really have to beg?”

“Unless you want to be a sissy, yeah, you do,” she said, a smirk formed on her lips.

“Fine, Chelsea, can I please have your dick?” he asked with no enthusiasm.

Chelsea gave his ass another spank. She was not physically gifted, but the stinging would add up, “I want you to beg to be my collared slut.” She stepped behind him and teased his pucker with her thick cock’s head, “Unless you don’t want this after all.”

Jason groaned and buried his head in the bed for a moment. When he came back up, he looked her in the eyes and pleaded, “Please, can I be your fuck toy? It would mean the world for me to have you put a collar around my neck and fuck me like a slut.”

“Was that really hard?” she asked. She reached for the collar and leaned over him. Her cock nestled between his cheeks as she clasped the leather collar around his neck. Chelsea wiggled to tease him with her length as she fastened the leash to the collar.

“No,” he said as he turned to face away from her again, his cheeks red once again.

Chelsea opened the bottle of lube and started applying it to her cock, “Of course it wasn’t. You just wanted to be difficult. Just like you wanted to be difficult earlier.” She smiled and applied a glob of the lube to his hole. “Oh! I must have forgotten, silly me. We wouldn’t want you to get loud would we?” she asked.

Chelsea went to pick up her pair of panties. Stepping back over, she saw his eyes widen and she poked them into his mouth, “Now be a good boy, keep those there or I won’t keep my cock in you.”

He seemed to calm down once she put the stakes back on the table for him. Chelsea got into position behind him and eased the head of her cock into his ass. The tight grip around her cock brought a soft moan from her. She heard a muffled groan through the panties in Jason’s mouth.

Easing another few inches into him, she grabbed the leash and pulled until he had to arch his back, “Is this what you wanted?”

He nodded his head a few times. She released the leash and put her hands on his hips, “That’s a good boy.” Chelsea sunk further into his ass until she felt her hips pressed against his. With nearly a foot of cock in him, Chelsea gave him another spank, “It was worth begging for, wasn’t it?”

Chelsea heard his muffled moan and smiled. She pulled half of her cock from his ass and slid it back in, “The only part I don’t like about gagging someone is they’re so much less playful. I don’t suppose I have to keep talking then, do I?”

There would be no real answer, Chelsea understood that. Instead, she started rocking her hips back and forth into his. She took her time to build up a steady rhythm. Each stroke into him tested her resolve, she wanted the satisfaction of filling him with her cum. But if she let herself do that, she would be cheating herself out of the buildup.

Her slow motions came to a stop and she pulled out of his ass. Chelsea then climbed onto the bed and patted it, “Come on up. Lay on your side.”

Jason did as requested, facing away from her. She positioned her cock back at his entrance and slipped back inside. Groaning from the pleasure his warmth brought her, she called out, “Do you want to cum for me?”

He nodded his head and reached for his cock. A giggle escaped her, “Take the panties out of your mouth.”

Jason pulled the panties from his mouth. She reached for them and wrapped them around his cock and started stroking. As her hand picked up pace quickly, so did her hips, “You don’t have to be a sissy. But you’re going to wear these cum-soaked panties under your jeans.”

“Please, just… that’s fine. Just let me cum, please!" he begged.

A smile crossed her lips as she went quiet. Her hips crashed into his, the slapping sound of her testicles against him filling the room. Chelsea leaned in to bite down on his shoulder. She did warn him earlier, she would not bite too hard.

Chelsea’s soft, whimpering cries escaped her as she neared her climax. She could feel his cock throbbing in her hand and bundled the panties over the head of his cock to catch his cum. Her cock continued to slam into him until she felt her climax knocking at the door. Her toes curled and her teeth bit harder into his shoulder.

Her orgasm rocketed through her cock, ropes of hot, sticky cum releasing deep into Jason. Letting her jaw relax, she pulled away from his shoulder and rolled onto her back. Panting as she looked over to him, her left hand moved onto his shoulder and weakly tugged on it until he rolled over.

They rested for a few moments like that, exhausted but happy. Once she finally recovered enough to talk, she called out, “So how was it?”

He gave her a sheepish smile before answering, “Better than I could have imagined. I would have rather you cum in my mouth, though.”

“Well, that’s a damn shame. If you would have said something, I wouldn’t have minded at all,” she said.

“Are you doing anything tonight?” he asked.

“Just you. Did you bring that beer by the way? I could use a drink after that.”

“I didn’t bring it, I wasn’t sure if I was going to follow through at all.”

“That’s a crying shame. Are you broke?” she asked.

He looked at her apprehensively before he shook his head, “Not really, but I’m not loaded, why? That’s not usually a question most people ask.”

“I was asking because you’re going to buy me dinner. Can you drive?” she asked.

“I only had a few drinks from that beer, you caught me pretty early in the night. And who says I’m buying you dinner?”

“You’re going to get me dinner. Then I’ll whip you up dessert. We are going to have some problems if you couldn't figure that out,” she said.

The light bulb went off for Jason and he nodded, “In that case, what are you in the mood for?”

“Nothing fancy, I figure some fast food joint on the way to your place?”

He nodded and looked at the panties, “Do I still have to wear those? What if I rip them? Surely you don’t want to rip them?”

“They’re panties, it’s worth so much more to know that you put on a pair of cum-stained panties because I told you to. So yeah, if you want me to cum in your mouth later, you’re going to wear them,” she said.

Jason sighed, getting the panties on took him a few moments. He managed to pull them over his hips, even if they were far too small. Chelsea got dressed and giggled when she saw him standing around looking lost, “Put the rest of your clothes on. Just put the boxers on over the panties. Keep your package nice and warm. We can always shower when we get to your place.”

He put on his clothes as directed and waited for Chelsea to take the lead. Not one to wait around without reason, Chelsea moved to the door and checked her outfit. She was fine, but looking over Jason, she called out, “Your zipper is down.”

Jason fixed that issue and she unlocked the door and opened it. Taking her bracelet back, she put it back over her wrist and walked to the bar to pay her tab. Having a quick conversation with Kendra, she was given her card back and she continued out of the bar. Jason joined her and she looked at him, “Did you drive here?”

“Yeah, the black pickup,” he pointed to his truck.

“Real fucking responsible of you, what would happen if you got drunk?” she asked.

“The same thing that always happens? I’d call a cab or a friend. Not like I wanted to get drunk anyway,” he said.

She wanted to have a comeback that would make her feel like she won the trade of words, but he had her there. Catherine shook her head, “You mean to tell me that you are so confident in bringing someone home before you get drunk that you bring your truck?”

Jason unlocked the two doors of his truck, “Yeah? You weren’t wrong earlier, I’ve had quite a few other people on their knees for me. This was the first time I’ve done something that was for my more unique tastes.”

Chelsea got in his truck and buckled up. Once he got in the vehicle, she said, “Don’t make me feel like some kind of object. I do have feelings and shit too.”

“That’s not what I meant. Don’t Ask Don’t Tell was repealed, but that doesn’t mean people don’t talk about others. Some people never get out of that high school mentality,” he said.

“Well, I guess that makes sense. Still, I don’t see why you can’t be proud of who you are.”

“I never said I wasn’t proud of who I am. I don’t see the reason in pushing that down someone’s throat. And before you go there, you were the first person with a dick that I’ve slept with. I have all the reason in the world to be nervous,” he said.

She gave his thigh a gentle pat, “I was only going to make a few jokes about it. On a less serious note, I’m hungry.”

He turned the truck on and pulled out onto the road towards his house, “Anything, right?”

“Pretty much, I’m craving a burger with tomatoes. If it falls into that category, we’ll be fine,” she said. Her hand moved from his thigh to his crotch and started rubbing his covered bulge, “Hell, I might make it worth your while later.”

He shifted his left leg as much as he could to give her better access, that made Chelsea smile, “Not quite yet. That would leave you with a vicious set of blue balls.”

“Such a damn tease,” he said as he turned into the entrance for the drive-through.

Chelsea continued rubbing his cock, “That’s fine then. I’ll keep going, get me the number one.”

Jason looked at her with his mouth agape, “No, I was joking, I don’t think it’s a smart idea for you to keep playing with it.”

“Oh, we’ll be fine. Order the food,” she said.

Jason placed the order and pulled to the window. He avoided looking at the woman that stood on the other side of the window. Chelsea, on the other hand, called out, “Heya! Sorry, my boyfriend had an itch, just wanted to take care of that.”

“If you say so. Pull on ahead,” came the response from the tired middle-aged woman.

Chelsea giggled at the woman’s words and they continued through the drive-through. At the second window, Chelsea did pull her hand away from Jason’s cock. They were given the food and Chelsea pulled the bag into her lap and grabbed her fries. Without any other stops, Jason pulled back out onto the road.

For a moment, Chelsea felt happy. She knew better than to get attached to this lost puppy, but she could feel herself being content with him. Maybe not, in the long run, she did not know him at all. He did let her get away with more than most people did. Quite a few people at The Lusty Lady were only interested in being serviced by a woman with a cock.

She looked over at him and smiled. This is what her life could look like if she found someone that was willing to be with her. Casual nights of being playful while still enjoying what life had to offer. Her cock was not disappearing any time soon, and she did enjoy using it. To pretend that sex did not feel amazing with her male bits would be lying to herself.

She noticed him slowing down and putting on his blinker. Chelsea looked to the apartment complex and shrugged. He was in the military and looked to be in his early twenties, she did not expect a mansion. For a moment, she felt old at the age of twenty-six. He parked in his designated parking space.

Pushing his door open, he asked, “So we taking this party inside?”

“Yeah, sure. I mean, that was kind of the plan. Can you grab the drinks?” she asked. Jason grabbed the two cups and sat one on top of his truck. He grabbed his keys and then locked the truck doors. Picking the other cup back up, he walked to the door to his apartment and had to set the cup on a railing to unlock the door. Chelsea noticed him struggling and grabbed the cup for him.

He stepped inside, “It isn’t much. One bedroom, we’ll be in the living room for a bit though. I don’t want my bed to smell like fast food.”

“Something wrong with fast food?” she asked.

“Aside from the fact that it has so damn many calories, not really? I don’t want to crave it because I smell it all night,” he said.

Chelsea walked past him and went into the cozy living room. There was nothing to judge, the place was bare, but she did not judge him for that. He lived by himself and that was more of an accomplishment than she could say for her own situation. Her roommates annoyed her, there was always something dramatic to deal with.

Taking a seat on the couch, she pulled the food out of the bag and unwrapped her burger. Jason joined her and while he gave fast food a hard time, he demolished his food. Eating took Chelsea a little longer, she was procrastinating. The sexual side of things was not something she felt afraid of. What scared her was that she did not want this normal moment to slip away.

Her life felt dictated by sex, not that she would complain about that. The taste of normality refreshed her and if Jason was not in a hurry, she would continue to enjoy the feeling. Once she finished her burger, she moved back to the fries. Having already eaten quite a few of them earlier, the fries did not last long.

Her stalling game came to an end. She kicked off her shoes and started removing her clothes. Chelsea took her time removing her jeans, the desire was not there right now.

Jason reached over to pat her leg, “You know, I’m not stupid. I might look like it, but I’m not. We don’t have to do anything tonight. I was looking forward to it, but like you mentioned. You’re more than a cock.”

Chelsea looked at him and offered a weak smile. He rubbed her thigh for a moment before he stood up, “Do me a favor?”

“Sure, what’s up?” she asked.

“Throw the trash away. I need to shower, the kinky aspect has kind of faded. These panties are gross now and they’re super fucking tight,” he said.

Nodding, she started collecting the trash and watched him go to the bathroom. She washed her hands and then joined him in the bathroom. Stripping as well, she leaned against the wall and called out, “Can I join you?”

“You know, that wouldn’t usually be a problem, but you can see this thing is tiny. How about a bit of a compromise? You can sleep with me in my bed,” he offered.

Her heart fluttered in her chest at the proposition. She knew that she should not expect this to mean anything significant. That did not stop her from getting her hopes up. The idea of him being more than a partner for one night interested her. That did not She asked, “What are you doing tomorrow?”

“You?” he asked.

“Oh real original, I was being serious,” she said.

“Yeah, I figured. I wasn’t really joking though. I don’t have much of shit going on. It is Friday, so it isn’t like I’ve got shit to do.”

“Well, if you’re free, we could just do this in the morning and see where things go?” she asked.

He got quiet for a moment while he was washing his short hair. Stepping out of the shower, he left the water on for her as he grabbed a towel, “And where would you like things to go?”

“Time will tell, but for now, they’ve already gone further than I thought they would have. Usually, nothing leaves the club,” she said. Stepping into the shower, she cleaned herself as fast as she could.

“So what are you looking for in a partner?” he asked.

Chelsea turned off the shower water and stepped out. He had a towel in his hand for her and she took it. Patting herself off, she answered, “Someone who wants more than my cock? I’m not very particular on gender, as long as they’re not a piece of shit, that’s about all I can ask for.”

“Then we’ll see where things go. I don’t think I’m a piece of shit, but I could be wrong.”

“Oh, definitely wrong,” she gave him a light tap on the shoulder and smiled. “I'm fucking with you, I don’t know if we should look at that route at the moment. It’s only sex.”

He gave her a smile and moved to scoop her up into his arms. Carrying her bridal style to his room, Jason said, “But sex doesn’t mean things can’t be real. If anything, it’s getting the hard part out of the way early on. There isn’t anything wrong with that.”

Wrapping her arms around his neck as he lifted her, she felt scared he might drop her. Once he put her down on the bed, she got under the cover. “It makes it a little harder to imagine that we’ll be much more past that. What happens if I get uncomfortable or something? Then you wouldn’t be getting the thing that started all this.”

“Then I try and make you feel comfortable again. Yeah, I’ll be honest with you, your dick is amazing. Felt great, and the toy I did buy has nothing on you. So with the embarrassing shit out of the way, I can admit that I want to have sex,” he said.

“And if I never wanted to again?” she asked, that circumstance would never come to pass, but she wanted to hear his answer.

“Honestly, I’d ask you if I could get my fix from someone else. But that implies that we clicked and were getting serious. If you stopped wanting to have sex tonight, I’d assume you weren’t interested and move on.”

She smiled at the answer he gave her. Chelsea pulled the thick cover back to invite him to join her, “Well don’t worry, I don’t think I’m going to lose my sex drive any time soon. I’m glad you are honest about things. If you want to bring someone else into the bedroom, make sure you bring it up to me first!”

“Of course. I’m not exactly looking for that, I wasn’t really looking tonight,” he climbed into the bed and pulled the covers over his waist. “But that’s kind of why it feels real to me.”

“You might have to explain that one,” she said.

“So think about it like this. If I were actively looking for a date, and you were as well, we would be searching for these specific qualities. You following me?” he asked.

“Kind of, so you’re saying that if we were looking for these things, we would be more or less putting on a show?”

“Something like that. Instead, you approached me and asked for what you wanted. Which is what I wanted. I hate taking the lead all the time. Not to say I wouldn’t enjoy being on top,” he said.

Chelsea scooted closer to him and then put her hand on his groin. Her fingers wrapped around his soft length and started stroking, “I don’t mind being fucked. I really don’t, but at the same time, I never like to feel like I’m not the one in control. That would be going into a story I don’t want to talk about. As long as you’re fine with that, we can work something out.”

“I’m pretty sure they call that being a power bottom or something like that. Either way, it isn’t about control for me, it’s about the pleasure that comes from what we're doing,” he said. His head dug into the pillow as he let out a groan.

“Seems like you’re enjoying the feeling right now,” she teased. Chelsea pulled her hand away and patted his thigh before rolling onto her side, “But like you said, wait until the morning, see where it goes.”

Jason let out a sigh, “You’re a real tease, you know that?”

“Something like that. I like to call people’s bluffs,” she said. Chelsea backed her butt against his side. Jason took the hint and rolled over, his hard manhood pressing against her lower back. Content to leave him like that for the night, Chelsea closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep.

Chelsea woke up to the sound of Jason’s phone blaring an alarm. She nudged him with her elbow a few times before she gave up. Chelsea rolled over him to swipe at his screen until it stopped making noise. The damage was done, Chelsea was awake, and Jason stirred beneath her.

Rolling out of bed, she gave his chest a few pats, “Bathroom, I’ll be right back.” She trudged to the bathroom to take care of business and washed her hands. Walking back into his room, she asked, “Can I use your toothbrush?”

Jason was out of bed already, “Yeah, that’s fine. Want me to start on breakfast?”

“Please?” she asked before she made her way back into the bathroom to brush her teeth. Chelsea came out of the bathroom to the smell of eggs. Heading into the kitchen area, she called out, “Well you work fast.”

“No reason to let the day pass us by,” he said.

“Yeah, speaking of, why the fuck do you have an alarm set for Saturday morning?” she asked.

“I always have alarms set. Keeps me from sleeping in and messing with my sleep schedule.”

“Kind of makes sense, but that still sucks ass to wake up to on a weekend,” she walked behind him and rested her hands on his hips.

He turned and flashed her a smile before he went back to his cooking, “Don’t get too frisky while I’m cooking. I’d rather not make you burnt food.”

“Hell, you could make me a bowl of cereal and I’d praise you as a legend. I usually skip breakfast because I’ve slept too late,” she said.

Jason scooped the eggs onto a plate and then started cooking the turkey sausage links, “That’s not a smart thing to do. It sets you up to fail for the rest of the day.”

“I skipped breakfast yesterday, seemed like a good enough day to me,” she teased.

The banter continued for a few minutes while he finished making the food. Once he finished, he took the plates to the living room and sat them on the small coffee table, “Better than eating on the floor. I need to get a dinner table.”

“It’s fine, you got anything to drink?” she asked, detouring to the fridge to open it. Chelsea found the answer to her own question. Pulling two bottles of water out of the fridge, she brought them to the living room. “Never mind, I got it,” she sat down beside him and looked to her plate.

“You forgot the forks,” she looked at him with a smirk.

Jason sighed and got off the couch to get the forks, “I cooked it, you could try and be a little less lazy, ass hat.”

“I’m not the one that sets alarms on the weekend,” she shot back. Jason put her fork on her plate. They ate their food in silence, once they finished, Jason looked at her with a puzzled expression.

“Oh don’t think I’ve forgotten, we’re still going to have our fun. So then, you’re a good slut, right?” she asked.

Jason rolled his eyes, “Something like that.”

“Well, you want to swallow my cum, so that means I have to get off. So how do you want to do this?”

Jason looked at her and took her cock into his hand, “I don’t have any lube, so how about we start with what we’re going to finish with?”

She watched him lean in to take the head of her cock into his mouth. “That’s a good boy, you’re a misleading one, you know that?” she asked.

Looking up to her and giving her a wink, Jason bobbed on her engorging cock. Her hand fell to the back of his head and rubbed his neck and upper shoulders. Chelsea let out soft moans as she closed her eyes and relaxed into the couch. Having him work towards her pleasure much more enthusiastically than last night made her feel warm inside.

He seemed confident in his acts with her now. Chelsea opened her eyes to look at him for a moment, his eyes already meeting hers. “Where is the shame from last night?” she asked.

Jason pulled away from her cock for a moment to answer, “What is there to be ashamed of?” He went back to sucking her cock. Managing more than seven inches of her massive length, Jason worked his tongue as best he could around her shaft.

His efforts were paying off as she lifted her hips from the couch. Whining cries came from her as she felt the need for more. Her hand slid from his back towards his hand and she pulled it towards her ass. Jason moved to cup her balls and she called out, “Finger my ass, damn it!”

Chelsea felt his finger invading her hole and she gasped. She wanted more, but for now, one would do. Her hips rocked to try to get her cock further down his throat. Jason took her as far as he could into his throat, he pushed a second finger into her.

“Oh fuck yeah, just like that. I’m almost there, work for my cum!” she said. Her hands moved to his back where her fingernails dug into his skin. Chelsea sucked in a deep breath and let it out as she felt her cock throbbing in his mouth.

“I’m cumming!” she screamed. Jason pulled back until only the head of her cock remained in his mouth to catch her hot seed. His free hand stroked her shaft to continue pleasuring her.

Chelsea’s cock sent six thick ropes of cum into his waiting mouth. Once she was finished, she relaxed her hands and panted for breath. Chelsea felt him pull away from her cock and she looked at him in time to watch him swallow her load. With her pleasure secured, Jason asked, “So you said you were fine with being on bottom sometimes? Could this one of those times?”

She gave a weak nod. Moving onto her knees on the couch, she tried to recover from the blissful orgasm. She still needed more time to be able to talk. Jason got off the couch and got behind her. She felt his tongue pressing against her pucker. The pleasure felt strange, yet it was arousing as her cock stiffened once more.

Jason continued until her hole was slick. He stood up straight, then he spat on his cock. Rubbing in the saliva, he put the head of his length against her pucker and pushed himself inside.

“Son of a bitch! Hold up, I need a second!” she said. Chelsea looked back at him and took a breath before she continued, “I need to catch my breath.” Jason did not have to wait long before she pushed against him. Feeling his thick cock delving further into her, she let out a soft moan.

Jason continued easing himself into her after she pushed against him. Once she felt his hips against her ass, she let out a content sigh.

“Is it okay for me to keep going?” he asked.

Chelsea nodded her head and moved a hand to the back of the couch. Bracing herself against it, she called out, “You don’t have to be gentle if you don’t want to be. I don’t mind if that’s what gets you off.”

He ran his hands along her hips and then up her back, “I want you to enjoy this. You’ve given me more than I could imagine.”

“You’re going to give me a cavity if you keep being sweet, just fuck me already,” she said.

His hips started slowly rocking into her, but he continued talking, “Maybe I want this to be a little more than a fuck session?”

Chelsea looked back to him, “Are you sure you want to have this conversation right now? Why not after you’ve filled my butt up with some cum?” She felt conditioned that sex needed to be about the physical release. He was throwing a wrench into her system.

“If that is what you really want, I can give that to you. But what if I don’t want that?” he asked.

Her brow crinkled as she pulled away from him. Once his cock was free of her, she got off the couch and took the plates to the kitchen. After putting them in the sink, she walked back and finally found words to talk to him, “I’m not sure what you want, Jason.”

His relaxed posture made her feel even more uncomfortable. If she pulled that stunt with any of her previous partners, she would have been interrogated. He said in a smooth tone, “I want you, but I want you for more than the body you’re sporting. Don’t get me wrong. I find you hot as fuck, but that is only the surface with you.”

Chelsea’s head tilted to the side, “And how do you know what’s under the surface?”

“I don’t know your story yet. But I know you were willing to come home with a stranger. So you showed some trust, didn’t you? And you slept in my bed. Showered at my place. Had breakfast with me. These are all things you don’t do when you’ve had a quick fuck. If that’s all you wanted, you would have been fine to leave after last night in the bar,” he said.

She did not see expect him to have an actual argument. Calling him out was meant to weaken any potential argument he might have, but now she was left with facts. Chelsea clung to the idea that he did not know what he was getting into, “I don’t think you’re the right fit for me. Think about it, you were saying it earlier. People have a high school mentality and once they find out that I’ve got a cock, they’re going to make your life uncomfortable.”

“And?” he asked.

“And then you’re going to get stressed out, and you’re going to take it out on me. Because I’m me, no other reason!” her voice was getting higher as the conversation continued.

“Chelsea, you’re assuming I care about what they say. Look, I’m not pretending we’re going to be some perfect couple right now. What I do think is going to happen is that you’re going to agree to stop thinking so much about this.”

She huffed as she stepped closer to him, “You’re so sure of that, huh? And why is that?”

Jason wrapped his hand around her cock and pulled her in for a kiss. She did not resist at all as she let his tongue push into her mouth. Chelsea ran through the events of last night again in her head: She plucked him off of a bar stool because he was attractive. She humiliated him by making him beg for her. She made him wear her panties back to his place. She teased him in the car on the way home for someone else to see.

Even after all that, he continued to show interest in her. Jason had his hand wrapped around the thing that left her barren of a real love life for years. She let herself melt into the kiss until it ended. Chelsea tried to think of another argument to throw at him.

Before she could, he was talking again, “Because I want to see where this goes. Not for the sex, but for who you are. You know what you want, most of the time anyway. So if I can be someone you want to be with for more than my apparently slutty ways, tell me. Yes or no?”

She hesitated to answer. Her thoughts were a mess, every time she tried to plan a sensible argument her train of thought fizzled. Her shoulders slumped, defeat was upon her, “Yes.”

Jason let out a deep sigh and hugged her. She gave a weak smile and wrapped her arms around his waist. The moment felt too perfect for Chelsea. All she wanted from last night was someone to take her away from the normalcy of life for a little while. If Jason was serious, he offered her something that no one else had proposed before. A genuine relationship.

She squeezed him for a moment before her arms fell away. Smiling up to him, she whispered, “I might be ruining your mood, but I kind of was wanting to have you fuck me.”

“Then we can do that on my bed, not on the couch like we’ve got something more important to do,” he said. Jason’s hands moved down to cup her butt and he hoisted her up. She wrapped her legs around his waist and held on as he carried her to his room.

“Should we throw on jazz and make copious amounts of eye contact?” she asked.

Jason gave her ass a light spank, “Maybe not that corny, but it would be nice to be able to see your face.”

He put her down on the bed and she smiled up at him. Spreading her legs, she patted her inner thighs, “Well, you can see me. Fair warning, I’ll make weird faces if you stare at me.” She gave a nervous giggle. Even if things felt right, she did not know if he would still feel the same about her in a week.

Jason moved between her thighs and grumbled for a moment. Unable to hear what he was saying, she pieced it together when he started putting pillows under her thighs, “You know, you could always have me get on my side.”

“This is fine, I want to be able to see you completely. Like I said earlier, I have nothing to be ashamed of. I want you, so let me see you,” he said.

While his presentation was cornier than a field of maize, she nodded her head and watched as he positioned himself at her back door. His insertion was slower this time, as was the angle. If she had to pick one thing that she enjoyed about sex as a transgender woman, it was that her prostate was still a source of pleasure.

With her hips lifted to be level with his cock, she was in the perfect position to have that shaft rubbing against her sensitive prostate. Before he even fully inserted his length into her, she let out a soft moan. Jason pressed on and once he was as far into her as he could get, he pulled out and repeated the process.

Each stroke brought her pleasure that she had not felt in months. Her eyes closed as she took a moment to try and process the moment. She failed at that as well when his cock plunged into her again. Chelsea felt trapped in a moment of perfection, everything was too right. The bottom had to drop out, that was what life taught her.

But instead of anything terrible, Jason continued driving his length into her. Chelsea looked to him with half-lidded eyes. The world around her could have been on fire, but that did not matter. She reached out for his arms, holding on to his forearms. Jason whispered, “That’s my good girl.”

The implications of what he said did not bother her as much as she believed they would have. Instead, she responded with weariness creeping through, “Something like that.”

Jason continued pumping into her. The pace of his hips continued to grow until every stroke brought a moan from Chelsea. His own grunts were growing ever more present as he got closer to his climax. His hand pulled away from Chelsea’s grip and he started stroking her cock.

The attention to her penis overwhelmed her. She cried out in bliss as she came on her stomach and breasts. The thick cum on her torso brought a smile to her lips, not because of the taboo aspect. She smiled because Jason made it a priority to help her finish, even before he had his first orgasm.

Chelsea hoped that he would finish before she could got aroused again. Her cock was already getting sensitive from the care it was receiving. She looked at Jason and whispered, “Please?”

“Please what, baby?” he asked.

“Cum in me,” she said. He freed his hand from her cock and grasped her thighs. Using them to help increase the force of his thrusts, Jason groaned as he rutted his hips into her a few final times. She felt his seed pouring forth to claim her insides. Chelsea felt complete in that moment.

They rested together for a few minutes to recuperate. Even after they had their breath again, they remained silent. Neither of them wanted to make the wrong move. Jason ended up breaking the silence, “Want to shower?”

After a moment, she answered, “You called me baby."

“I did do that, do you have a problem with that?” he asked.

“Not really, I don’t know how to respond though.”

“First, you can respond by getting in the shower. You’ll have to tie them, but I’m pretty sure I’ve got a pair of pajama pants you can throw on. At least until I can get your clothes washed and dried,” he offered.

She got off the bed and winced when she felt the cum running down her stomach. She hurried to the bathroom. Getting cum on his bed would be a horrible way to pay him back for being taken care of. She turned the water on and got in the shower. Jason did not take long to join her.

Chelsea went through the process of cleaning herself, opening his various bottles and picking the ones that smelled most like him. Once she got the three bottles that she liked, she washed herself using them.

“Do you sniff everything? Or is that only shower items?” he asked with a cocky grin.

“Don’t question my motives!” she called back in a playful tone. Chelsea danced in the shower, humming a tune to herself. Once she finished in the shower, she stepped out with the water still running.

Jason waited with a towel in one hand and a set of clothes for her in the other. She took the towel and patted herself down and gave him a show, her hips dancing for him. By the time she finished drying herself, his cock had signs of life again, “Aww, poor mini-Jason, you’re not going to get taken care of for a few hours at least.”

“Don’t worry about getting me off again right now, I was hoping to go get something to eat in a little bit. Maybe have a conversation about what kind of things we can expect from one another?” he asked.

“That sounds like a responsible discussion. Gross,” she paused, “but I guess I’ll go with you. Might as well let you get to know me before you run away screaming.”

“I don’t think that’s going to happen, babe,” Jason stepped into the shower and cleaned himself off. He did not take as long as Chelsea, the military broke him of that during boot camp. Chelsea fiddled with the strings on the pajama pants, trying to get the pants to stay up. His large tee shirt looked almost like a dress on her, but she did not mind at all. Comfort was the current goal.

“So after the clothes get done, what do you want to eat?” he asked.

She thought for a moment as she finally tied the knot for her pants, “I’m feeling sushi, they usually have nice ambiance as well. You seem like the romantic type.”

“Something like that. Sushi sounds fine to me, I know a place we can go.”

They continued to talk. Any time the conversation seemed like it might be about the relationship, Jason steered it away. Once the clothes were dried and she could get back in her outfit from the night before, they prepared to leave.

“What the fuck, I know I had my phone like three seconds ago,” Chelsea complained.

“It’s on the living room table,” Jason called back from the bathroom.

Walking to get the phone, she then met Jason in the bathroom. Looking through his various hygiene products, she did not find anything to wear. Chelsea wrapped her arms around his waist, “You know what?”

“What?”

“I could get used to this,” she said. Her hands moved to cup his ass through his jeans, “And this.”

Jason’s rear tensed up when she grabbed it, “Yeah. I’m going to hope that you know better than to tell everyone about our sex life though.”

“Understandable, I wouldn’t want everyone to know how much you moan when I fuck you anyway,” she teased.

Jason sighed at the comment, “You know, I’m looking forward to seeing how this goes.”

“Which part?”

“All of it, babe.”

“Don’t worry about it, you already have me, all you have to do now is keep me.”
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