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Josh sat hunched over his latte, the steam fogging his glasses as his friends debated the latest RPG release. At twenty-three, his body still carried the softness of someone who spent more time in virtual worlds than under sunlight. Pale skin stretched over narrow shoulders, his hoodie a second skin that had seen better days.

"Did you see the new rendering engine?" Adam leaned forward, his voice cutting through the café's ambient chatter. "They finally fixed the shadow artifacts."

Josh nodded, his fingers instinctively tracing patterns on the condensation-wet cup. "The patch notes said they optimized for multi-threading too."

Pascal scoffed, adjusting his beanie. "Optimization means nothing if the storyline is garbage."

Adam waved a dismissive hand. "Gameplay mechanics matter more than plot."

Josh remained silent, their voices washing over him as he stared at the reflection in his coffee. A distorted version of himself stared back: messy brown hair, eyes that avoided direct contact, shoulders permanently curved from too many hours at his desk. Outside their circle of gaming talk, he felt invisible.

"You've been quiet," Adam nudged his elbow. "Still hung up on that neck pain?"

Josh flinched at the mention, his hand automatically rubbing the tight muscles. "It's getting better." The lie felt heavy on his tongue as images of Miriam's hands, warm and firm, flashed through his mind.

Pascal leaned back, crossing his arms over his chest. "Hey Josh, remember my aunt Maria? She works at this massage studio downtown. You should check it out for that neck pain."

Josh shifted in his seat, hand still rubbing the tense muscles. "A massage place?"

"Yeah, they've got some really good therapists there." Pascal glanced between his friends. "Maria says they're all professionals, really skilled."

Adam snorted, stirring his coffee. "No thanks. I'm not letting some dude rub me down for an hour."

Pascal rolled his eyes. "Dude, you're missing the point. It's mostly women working there. Hot women, according to Maria." He winked at Josh. "So no worries on that front."

Josh felt heat creep up his neck as the three of them laughed, though he wasn't entirely sure what was funny.

Adam pulled out his phone, thumbing through screens before turning it to the group. "Here's the staff page." The light reflected off his glasses as he squinted at the small text. "Maria wasn't kidding."

Josh leaned closer, the movement causing his neck to protest with a dull throb. On Adam's phone, a gallery of smiling faces filled the screen. Each woman was strikingly beautiful, dark hair cascading over shoulders, warm smiles that reached their eyes.

"Damn," Pascal whistled, leaning over to get a better view. "These are the therapists?"

Josh's gaze drifted from image to image until one captured his attention completely. Her hair fell like silk past her shoulders, framing a face with high cheekbones and full lips painted a bold red. Dark eyes seemed to look directly through the screen, confident and unapologetic. Unlike the others who posed with soft, professional smiles, hers carried an edge of challenge.

"Who's that?" Josh asked before he could stop himself, his voice barely audible above the café's background noise.

Adam scrolled through the bio section. "That's Miriam. Twenty-seven years old. Says here she specializes in deep tissue and... something about therapeutic presence." He chuckled. "Whatever that means."

Josh couldn't look away. Miriam's bio photo showed her in a fitted black dress, one hand resting casually on her hip. She stood slightly angled, as if aware of exactly how the camera would capture every curve. Something about her posture commanded attention, a quiet strength that made the others appear softer in comparison.

"You should book with her," Pascal nudged Josh's shoulder. "She looks like she could work out those knots in your neck."

Josh nodded absently, his thumb reaching out as if to touch the screen before catching himself. His neck tingled where the pain had settled, a different kind of tension coiling in his gut.

Pascal set his phone on the table with a soft click, the screen still glowing with images of the studio's staff. Laughter rippled around their small table as Adam leaned back, a mischievous glint in his eye.

"You know," Adam said, tapping the screen to bring up Angela's profile, "I might just book with her. Or maybe ask her out on a date." He laughed, a loud confident sound that drew stares from nearby tables.

Pascal joined in, slapping his thigh. "Good luck with that, man. Those women probably get hit on all day." Adam shook his head, still grinning. "Besides," he added, "women like that would never give guys like us a second look."

Pascal nodded in agreement, his coffee cup halfway to his lips. "Yeah, we're not exactly their type."

Josh said nothing, his eyes still fixed on Miriam's photo, wondering if that was true.

Josh managed a weak smile, but his thoughts had drifted away from their teasing banter. His fingers traced patterns on his coffee cup again, the condensation cool against his skin. All he could see was Miriam's face, those dark eyes that seemed to see right through the phone's screen and into parts of himself he kept carefully hidden. The others' laughter faded into background noise as his mind lingered on the confident tilt of her head, the bold red of her lipstick, the quiet challenge in her smile.

Adam headed home, the evening traffic blurring into streaks of red and white. He still lived with his parents, the familiar smell of his mom's cooking greeting him as he walked through the door. The dining room table was set, but he bypassed it, grabbing a plate from the table and heading straight for his room. The door clicked shut behind him, isolating him from the sounds of family dinner. He settled at his desk, the computer monitor glowing in the dim light as he balanced the plate on his knee, steam from the meatloaf rising to fog his glasses.

A soft knock echoed through the door. "Josh?" His mother peeked inside, her silhouette framed against the hallway light. "Are you joining us for dinner?"

He swallowed a bite of meatloaf, shaking his head. "Can't. Got studying to do."

Her brow furrowed briefly before softening. "Alright, sweetheart. Just save room for dessert." She paused, hand still on the doorknob. "Love you."

"Love you too, Mom."

The latch clicked softly, plunging his room back into semidarkness.

Josh opened his browser, fingers hovering over the keyboard for a moment before typing in the massage studio's name. The website loaded with soft amber hues that matched his memory of Pascal's description. He clicked on the "Staff" tab, the cursor trembling slightly as it hovered over Miriam's profile. Her photo was just as captivating as he remembered, those dark eyes seeming to track his movement across the screen.

His breath caught as he navigated to the booking section. The calendar for tomorrow showed an open slot at 2:00 PM. Without allowing himself second thoughts, he clicked it. A series of disclaimers appeared, his eyes scanning the text until one paragraph made him pause: "For deep tissue and therapeutic massage, therapists may work on areas near sensitive zones to address underlying muscular tension. All professional boundaries are maintained at all times."

Josh's heart thudded against his ribs as his mouse pointer hovered over the "Confirm" button. He thought of Miriam's hands, imagined them working the stubborn knots in his shoulders, perhaps drifting lower to address the root of his discomfort. With a sharp exhale, he clicked.

A confirmation email appeared in his inbox moments later. 2:00 PM tomorrow. With Miriam.

Josh woke early that morning, the unfamiliar anticipation making sleep impossible after six. His classes stretched until 1:00 PM, the professor's voice droning on about algorithmic complexity while Josh's mind remained fixed on the clock. The moment the lecture ended, he gathered his belongings and nearly ran from the building.

The massage studio stood on a quiet street corner, its amber windows glowing against the afternoon sun. Josh paused at the door, his reflection showing a pale young man with disheveled hair and shoulders hunched forward. He straightened as best he could before pushing through the door.

A small bell chimed softly above him. The reception area smelled of sandalwood and vanilla, warm and inviting. A woman with silver hair looked up from behind the counter, her smile gentle.

"Josh?" she asked, though she clearly already knew.

He nodded, unable to find his voice.

"Miriam is running just a few minutes behind," she said, gesturing to a plush armchair. "Please, have a seat."

Josh sank into the chair, his hands clasped tightly in his lap. The clock on the wall ticked louder than it should have, each second stretching into an eternity as he waited.

The receptionist looked up from her computer screen, her silver hair catching the light as she tilted her head. "Is there anything specific you'd like Miriam to focus on today?"

Josh shifted in the plush armchair, his hands tightening where they rested on his knees. "Deep tissue," he managed, the words coming out too quickly. "In my lower back. It's been bothering me."

A knowing smile touched the woman's lips as she typed his notes into the system. "I'll let Miriam know. She specializes in that area."

A voice, smooth and measured, cut through the gentle music. "Josh?" He looked up from the scuff on his own shoe. There she was, leaning against the doorframe of a hallway that led deeper into the studio. She wore a soft pink lace top that draped elegantly over full breasts, and black leggings that hugged sculpted hips and a round, powerful ass. Her body was taut with muscle, a testament to discipline and strength, yet she moved with a fluid grace that made the strength seem effortless. Her long dark hair was swept over one shoulder, and her warm brown skin seemed to absorb the amber light of the room.

Miriam's gaze met his directly, her eyes dark and intelligent. She saw him, she saw the way he looked, the way he held himself, the slight parting of his lips. A small, knowing smile touched her lips, but didn't quite reach her eyes, which remained assessing.

"You're Josh," she stated. It wasn't a question. She already knew. She took in his hunched posture, the way he clutched the strap of his backpack like a shield, the faint blush creeping up his neck. Her presence filled the small space, confident and absolute. He felt a jolt, a mix of intimidation and an unnerving pull. He just nodded, his throat too dry to form words.

"I'm Miriam." Her voice was low, a calm command that resonated in his chest. "Please, follow me." She turned, and he had no choice but to rise from the plush chair and fall into step behind her.

He followed, his eyes tracing the perfect curve of her ass where the black leggings hugged each muscle. The sway of her hips with each step held a hypnotic rhythm, pulling him deeper into the corridor. She glanced back over her shoulder, catching his stare, and his cheeks flushed hot. A slow smile spread across her lips, confident and knowing.

"This is your room," she said, pushing open a door to reveal a softly lit space with a massage table at its center. Her voice dropped to a near whisper. "Remove everything except your boxers. Lie face down on the table. I'll return in two minutes."

The door clicked shut behind her, leaving him alone. His fingers fumbled with his hoodie, then his t-shirt, his movements clumsy. He folded them neatly on a chair, his heart thudding against his ribs as he unbuttoned his jeans and slid them down his legs. The air in the room felt suddenly cooler against his bare skin. He positioned himself on the table as instructed, his face pressed into the cradle, the faint scent of lavender filling his senses. Two minutes. The words echoed in his mind as he waited, his body already responding to her command.

The door clicked open and Miriam entered, her movements silent and deliberate. The scent of sandalwood followed her into the room as she approached the table.

"Relax, Josh," she said, her voice a low murmur that vibrated through his shoulder blades as her hands made contact with his upper back.

He flinched at the initial touch, his muscles tensing involuntarily.

"Pascal mentioned you're a friend of his," she continued, her fingers finding the knots between his shoulder blades with practiced precision.

Josh nodded against the face cradle, his voice muffled. "Yeah, we are good friends."

Miriam's thumbs pressed deeper, working in slow circles. "The receptionist noted you requested deep tissue work."

His breath hitched as she found a particularly stubborn knot. "Yes. That's right."

She paused her movement, her hands resting flat against his skin. "You spend a lot of time sitting, I imagine." It wasn't a question. "Does the discomfort travel down your back? All the way to your rectum?"

Josh felt his face flush hot against the vinyl of the cradle. He hadn't considered that connection before, but now that she mentioned it, he realized the tension did indeed travel lower than he'd acknowledged.

"I... think so," he managed, the words catching in his throat.

Miriam's fingers resumed their work, firmer this time. "Good. That helps me understand what we're working with."

Her hands slid down his spine, palms pressing firmly into the muscles that ran alongside his vertebrae. The pressure was intense but not painful, a deep, steady force that made his body yield beneath her touch. Each thumb found tension he hadn't known existed, working in slow, deliberate circles that sent shivers up his back.

"You have a lot of stored tension here," she murmured, her voice low and close to his ear. Her fingers moved lower, pressing into the small of his back with a practiced rhythm that bordered on intimate. The contact felt both therapeutic and electric, his skin tingling where she touched him.

"Do you have a girlfriend, Josh?" Her question came without warning, her hands still working the muscles just above his hips.

He swallowed against the face cradle, his breath catching in his throat. "No."

"Good." The single word landed with finality, her voice dropping slightly as her fingers pressed deeper into a particularly stubborn knot near his sacrum. The intimacy of her touch combined with her unexpected response sent a jolt through him, his heart hammering against his ribs as he processed the implications of her answer.

Miriam's hands moved with practiced expertise from his lower back down to his legs. Her fingers traced the defined muscles of his thighs, pressure building gradually as she worked through layers of tension. Josh felt his breath hitch when her touch neared the sensitive skin where his thighs met his buttocks.

"You carry a lot of stress here," she murmured, her thumbs pressing into the flesh just below his glutes. The contact sent a jolt straight to his groin, his body responding despite his attempts to remain still.

He felt himself growing hard against the massage table, the thin cotton of his boxers suddenly offering no barrier to his arousal. Miriam's hands crept higher, her fingers splayed across his ass cheeks, kneading with slow, deliberate movements that made his hips press involuntarily against the table.

"Relax," she commanded softly, though her touch suggested anything but. Her thumbs traced the division between muscle and flesh, working deeper with each pass. Josh swallowed hard, his fists clenching at his sides as her touch grew increasingly intimate, each press sending waves of pleasure coursing through him.

Miriam draped the sheet over his ass cheeks, the fabric barely covering the cotton of his boxers. "For deep tissue work, these get in the way," she said, her voice firm but smooth. "None of my clients wear underwear during sessions."

Before Josh could respond, her fingers hooked the waistband of his boxers. With a single, decisive tug, she pulled them down to his knees. The cool air hit his exposed skin as he instinctively clenched, panic flaring in his chest. He reached for the sheet, pulling it tighter against himself.

"Relax," she commanded, her hands pressing firmly on his lower back, holding him in place. "I've seen it all before. Now stop fighting me."

Josh's fingers released their death grip on the sheet, the fabric sliding through his trembling hands. "Good boy," Miriam murmured, the words washing over him like warm honey. His cock throbbed in response, growing rigid against the table's padding.

Her palms resumed their journey, gliding up the backs of his thighs. Each finger pressed deep into the muscle, thumbs working in relentless circles that made his hips twitch. Higher they traveled, tracing the curve of his ass cheeks, kneading the flesh with practiced expertise.

Then, without warning, her fingers dipped into the crease between his thighs and his groin. Josh gasped as the tips brushed against his tightening sac. His breath hitched, panic mingling with arousal as he imagined how visible his erection must be. Miriam's touch feathered closer to the base of his shaft, her knuckles grazing his balls. The sheet did little to conceal his hardness now, the thin cotton tenting around his arousal. He squeezed his eyes shut, certain she could feel every pulse of blood rushing to his cock.

Miriam's fingers traced the curve of his ass, circling slowly inward toward his exposed hole. Josh's entire body went rigid, his breath catching in his throat as he felt himself clench involuntarily.

"Shhh," she murmured, her voice a low vibration that traveled up his spine. "I need to release the tension here. All of it."

Her index finger pressed deliberately against his puckered opening, circling the tight muscle as Josh felt his face burn with shame. The sheet rode higher with her movements, his ass now completely exposed to her gaze, his most private area laid bare.

"Every muscle in your body is fighting me," she whispered, her free hand pressing firmly into his lower back, pinning him to the table. "But I can feel how badly you want to let go."

The sheet bunched around his knees as she adjusted her position, his naked buttocks now completely exposed to the cool air. His heart hammered against his ribs as her fingers continued their intimate exploration, each touch sending conflicting waves of humiliation and arousal through his body.

Miriam's hands worked methodically around his tailbone, her thumbs pressing deep into the muscles of his sacrum. With each upward sweep, her fingers inevitably traced the valley between his buttocks, the contact sending shivers through his already tense body. Josh felt his breathing shallow, each pass of her hands making him more aware of his exposed state.

"You're still fighting me," she murmured, her voice lower now, edged with something that bordered on command. Her palms flattened against his lower back, pressing him more firmly into the table. "I need you to surrender."

Her fingers slid lower again, deliberately this time, tracing the cleft of his ass with slow, measured strokes. Josh gasped as her knuckles brushed against his hole, the contact unexpected yet somehow intentional.

"This tension here," she continued, her voice dropping to a near whisper, "it's connected to everything. You hold yourself so tightly, even when you're trying to relax." Her thumbs pressed into the flesh just beside his spine, working in circles that made his hips twitch against his will. "Let go, Josh. Let me do the work."

Her fingers dipped lower again, more deliberately this time, circling his puckered opening with a pressure that made his entire body go rigid. The sheet was bunched uselessly around his knees now, leaving him completely exposed to her touch and her gaze.

"Breathe," she commanded, her voice firm as she maintained contact with his most intimate area. "Deep breaths. Don't hold it in."

Josh tried to follow her instruction, but the air caught in his throat as her finger pressed more firmly against his entrance, circling slowly, teasingly.

"That's it," she murmured, sensing his yielding. "Good. Now keep breathing for me."

Her other hand moved to the small of his back, holding him steady as her fingers continued their intimate exploration. The dominance in her voice was unmistakable now, each word a command he found himself wanting to obey despite his rising panic. Miriam readjusted the sheet, the fabric barely concealing his naked form. Her voice cut through his panicked thoughts, sharp and commanding. "Turn over."

Josh's body seized. His erection throbbed beneath the sheet, a traitorous testament to his arousal. Five and a half inches of hard flesh pressed against the padded table, feeling both inadequate and utterly exposed. Humiliation burned hot in his cheeks as he fumbled to comply, the sheet tangling around his legs. He rolled onto his back, his hands instinctively moving to cover his shame.

Miriam's gaze drifted down to the tented sheet, then slowly back to his flushed face. A slow, predatory grin spread across her lips, her eyes dark with amusement and something else—something that made his cock twitch in response. She didn't speak, but her expression said everything. She saw him. She knew exactly how he felt.

Her hands returned to his body, starting at his chest. Her palms glided over his skin, thumbs pressing into his pectoral muscles with a firm, deliberate pressure that made his breath catch. Each stroke traveled lower, her fingertips trailing through the fine hairs on his stomach. Josh watched, mesmerized, as her hands approached his waist, then drifted down to his groin. He held his breath as her knuckles brushed against the base of his shaft through the thin sheet. The touch was fleeting, intentional, and sent a jolt of pleasure straight through his body. Her fingers lingered there for a moment, tracing the outline of his erection before retreating, leaving him aching for more.

Miriam's gaze dropped to the sheet, where a dark circle had formed at its peak. A wet spot—his pre-cum—marking the fabric. She raised an eyebrow, a flicker of amusement in her eyes as her hands moved to his inner thighs. Her fingers pressed deep into the sensitive muscles, working with practiced precision that made his legs tremble.

Her touch crept higher, millimeters from his tightening sac. Josh held his breath, his body rigid with anticipation.

"You're quite sensitive here," she murmured, her thumbs circling inches from his balls. "I suppose you must be, given your... proportions."

Her fingers brushed against his perineum, the touch making his hips buck involuntarily. The sheet shifted, revealing more of his length.

"Some men are built to take charge," she continued, her voice dropping to a near whisper as her hands worked deliberately close to his groin. "Others... well, their bodies seem designed to yield, don't they?"

Josh's face burned with humiliation as his cock twitched at her words, betraying his arousal to her keen eyes.

"Pascal told me you've never had a girlfriend," she said, changing subjects abruptly while her knuckles grazed his tightening balls. "That doesn't surprise me, really. You seem more suited to... other arrangements."

Her fingers pressed deeper into his thigh, the contact sending waves of pleasure through him as he struggled to understand her meaning.

"The best receivers tend to be a bit smaller," she added, her voice casual as if discussing the weather. "Less intimidating. Easier to... accommodate."

Josh's mind raced, the implication of her words settling in his stomach like lead as his erection throbbed against the sheet, desperate for her touch.

Her hands stilled on his thighs, the sudden cessation of movement sending a fresh wave of panic through him. Josh scrambled upright, his hands flying to shield the traitorous hardness tenting the sheet.

"We're far from finished," Miriam said, her voice dropping to that low, commanding tone that made his cock twitch against his palm. "I'll need you to come again."

His eyes remained locked on her, searching her face as his mind struggled to process her words. Then his gaze drifted lower, past the curve of her breasts, down to the snug leggings hugging her hips. There, between her legs, a thick, unmistakable bulge strained against the black fabric. Even soft, it was substantial—a heavy weight that promised significant girth and length when aroused.

Panic seized him, cold and sharp. He could barely breathe as realization washed over him. Miriam wasn't just a therapist; she was something else entirely. And she wanted to use him.

Miriam's voice was professional, detached. "Thank you for coming today, Josh. I'll see you tomorrow."

Josh pushed himself up from the table, his limbs stiff as he dressed in silence. The fabric of his clothes felt rough against his sensitized skin, each movement a reminder of how thoroughly he'd been examined. He kept his eyes down as he approached the receptionist's desk.

"Miriam's booked you for the same time tomorrow," the receptionist said without looking up from her screen.

Josh's throat was tight. "Okay."

He walked out into the afternoon light, the door clicking shut behind him.

The drive home was a blur. Josh gripped the steering wheel, his knuckles white as streetlights streaked past. Each bump in the road sent judders through his body, phantom echoes of Miriam's touch still tingling along his skin. When he pulled into his driveway, he killed the engine and sat for a long moment, the ticking of the cooling engine the only sound.

The front door opened before he reached it. His mom stood there, wiping her hands on a dishtowel.

"You're late," she said, her eyes narrowing as she took him in. "Josh? Are you okay? You look... pale."

"I'm fine, Mom." He brushed past her, the scent of her roast chicken making his stomach clench. "Just tired."

Her hand on his arm stopped him at the bottom of the stairs. "Did something happen at school? You seem... shaken."

Josh forced a smile that felt like cracking ice. "Long day. That's all."

She didn't look convinced, but she let her hand drop. "Dinner's ready in ten."

"I'll be there." He took the stairs two at a time, his footsteps thudding against the wood. Once inside his room, he twisted the lock and collapsed onto his bed. The silence felt heavy as he stared at the ceiling.

The image of Miriam's bulge burned behind his eyes. He could still feel the phantom weight of her hands on his skin, the deliberate intimacy of her touch. His phone sat on the nightstand, a cold slab of glass and metal. With unsteady fingers, he grabbed it and opened Instagram. The search bar glowed white. He typed her name.

Her profile appeared instantly. The profile picture was a professional headshot—the same confident smile, the same dark eyes that had undressed him on the massage table. But below her name, a small, bi-colored flag—blue, pink, and white stripes—caught his attention. His breath caught in his throat. The trans flag. The air left his lungs in a rush, the confirmation hitting him with the force of a physical blow.

The world tilted on its axis, reality twisting into a sickening new shape. Miriam. The name echoed in his skull, a mockery of professionalism. She had a cock—a thick, heavy presence straining against her leggings that had promised things his body had instinctively understood before his mind could catch up.

His mind replayed their "session" in excruciating detail—her words twisting into cruel shapes now. "Some men are built to take charge," she'd purred, her fingers hovering near his balls. "Others... well, their bodies seem designed to yield, don't they?"

A flush of shame burned his cheeks hotter than before. Yield. The word echoed, dripping with condescension. She'd been sizing him up from the start, cataloging his five-and-a-half-inch erection like a hunter assessing prey. "The best receivers tend to be a bit smaller," she'd remarked, casual as discussing the weather. "Less intimidating. Easier to... accommodate."

His stomach churned. That thick bulge flashed behind his eyes again, and his own traitorous cock twitched at the memory, a pathetic little thing compared to what she was packing. She hadn't been talking about massage therapy at all. She'd been measuring him, gauging his capacity to take whatever she wanted to give.

The trans flag on her profile clicked into place like the final piece of a horrifying puzzle. She wasn't just some woman with a kink—she was a predator who'd identified him as prey, her "professional" touch nothing more than a thinly veiled assessment of his body's potential uses.

"You seem more suited to... other arrangements," she'd said. His humiliation burned anew as he finally understood what those "arrangements" entailed. Him. On his back. Taking her.

The next day, Josh met Adam and Pascal for lunch at their usual spot in the school cafeteria. Trays clattered around them as conversations buzzed through the crowded space.

"So I finally beat that boss level last night," Adam was saying, jabbing his fork at Josh. "The one you said was impossible."

Josh managed a weak smile. "No way. What strategy did you use?"

Before Adam could respond, Pascal leaned forward, his eyes gleaming with excitement. "Guys, you won't believe who I saw last night."

Josh's fork froze halfway to his mouth.

"My aunt Maria had dinner with hersister," Pascal continued, oblivious to Josh's sudden stillness. "And guess who showed up? Miriam."

Adam rolled his eyes. "The massage therapist? So?"

"No, man, listen." Pascal's voice dropped conspiratorially. "She mentioned you, Josh."

Josh's chest tightened. "What about me?"

Pascal grinned, oblivious. "She said she really liked working with you. Said you were... receptive." He paused, trying to remember.

"Actually, she couldn't stop talking about you. My aunt told me that she has never seen her so enthusiastic about a client before."

Pascal's words hung in the air between them. Josh stared at his untouched plate, the cafeteria noise fading to a distant hum.

"Weird, right?" Pascal added, finally noticing Josh's silence. "She was practically gushing."

Adam snorted. "Maybe she's just being nice. It's her job."

But Josh knew better. Every word from Pascal's mouth twisted in his gut, each casual observation a reminder of how thoroughly he'd been assessed, measured, and... liked.

Adam pushed back from the table, his tray scraping against the worn plastic. "Be right back. Bathroom."

As Adam disappeared into the crowd, Pascal leaned closer across the table, his voice dropping to a near whisper. "Hey, man, there's something else."

Josh looked up from his plate, his stomach twisting. "What?"

Pascal glanced around, then leaned in further. "Miriam... she was asking some weird questions about you last night."

Josh's fork clattered against his tray. "Like what?"

"Well..." Pascal shifted in his seat. "She wanted to know if you were... you know... submissive. Or gay." He lowered his voice even more. "And then my aunt told me something else." Pascal paused, making sure no one was listening. "She's trans, Josh. I guess that's not common knowledge or anything."

Josh's blood ran cold. His fingers tightened around his fork until his knuckles whitened, but he forced his expression to stay neutral.

"Huh," he managed, the word barely audible. "I had no idea."

"Yeah, and get this," Pascal continued, oblivious to Josh's rigid posture. "According to my aunt, she's known for being... really dominant. Like, in relationships and stuff." He grinned. "Guess you lucked out with a hands-on therapist, huh?"

Josh forced a chuckle that sounded more like a cough. "Yeah. Lucky me."

The cafeteria bell rang, signaling the end of lunch period. Students began gathering their trays, the noise level rising as chairs scraped against the floor.

"We should go," Josh said, already standing. "Don't want to be late for class"

Pascal nodded, still chattering about Miriam as they made their way through the crowd. But Josh barely heard him, the words "trans" and "dominant" echoing in his mind with each step.

Josh's mind spiraled. Was he gay? The thought struck like a physical blow. But no—he'd never looked twice at a guy in the hallway, never fantasized about a classmate's body. Girls. Always girls. The soft curves, the sweet scent of their perfume—that's what fueled his late-night sessions behind his locked bedroom door. And lesbian porn? God, that was his go-to. Two women together, touching, kissing—the sight made him harder than anything else. So why now? Why was the image of Miriam's bulge, thick and threatening against her leggings, making his cock twitch with a traitorous eagerness that contradicted every fantasy he'd ever had?

The final bell of the day rang, echoing through the nearly empty hallways. Josh slung his backpack over one shoulder, his movements stiff as he made his way to the parking lot. Each step felt heavier than the last, the afternoon sun casting long shadows across the asphalt. He glanced at his phone—1:40 PM. His appointment loomed just twenty minutes away.

The drive to the studio passed in a blur. Streetlights flickered past his window, traffic noises a distant buzz.

He pulled into the studio's parking lot, killing the engine before he could change his mind.

The bell above the door chimed as he entered. The receptionist looked up, her lips curving into a knowing smile that made Josh's stomach clench.

"Miriam will be with you shortly," she said, her eyes scanning him from head to toe. "Please have a seat."

Josh sank into one of the plush waiting room chairs, the cushions doing little to ease the tension coiled in his muscles. The receptionist returned to her typing, the click-clack of her keyboard filling the silence. Each tick of the wall clock marked another second closer to whatever awaited him behind the closed door.

Miriam emerged from the back, a red tank top clinging to her torso, black leggings shimmering as she moved. Josh's eyes locked on immediately, drawn to the familiar bulge straining against the fabric between her legs. He tried to look away, to focus on her face, but his gaze kept drifting back down like a magnet.

A slow smile spread across Miriam's lips as she watched him. She'd seen his stare—no use pretending now. She took her time crossing the reception area, the soft click of her heels punctuating the silence. Josh's throat went dry as she stopped before him, her shadow falling over his chair.

"Ready for today?" she asked, her voice smooth as velvet.

He could only nod, his mouth refusing to form words. His face burned with heat, but his traitorous eyes remained fixed on what lay beneath those leggings. She knew. She'd seen him staring, and the knowing look in her eyes told him this was exactly how she wanted it.

Josh's footsteps echoed hers down the short hallway, each step taking him deeper into the lion's den. The click of the lock behind him sounded like the final turn of a key in a cage.

Panic fluttered in his chest, hot and sharp. He turned to face Miriam, his hands clenched at his sides.

"You can—uh—you can go out while I—" he stammered, but Miriam cut him off with a look.

Her smile didn't reach her eyes. "I've already seen what you have, Josh." Her voice dropped, smooth and dangerous. "Every inch."

She leaned against the door, her arms crossed beneath her breasts, making the red tank top stretch taut. "Now undress." Her eyes narrowed slightly. "Or would you prefer I help you with that too?"

Josh's fingers trembled as he fumbled with the buttons on his shirt, each movement feeling clumsy and exposed. He peeled the fabric from his skin, letting it drop to the floor before hesitating at his jeans. The sound of his own harsh breathing filled the room as he unzipped them slowly, his eyes fixed on the tiled floor. When only his boxers remained, his hands froze at his waistband.

"Those too," Miriam's voice cut through the silence, sharp as a razor. "All of it."

Josh's throat worked, but no sound came out. He stood frozen, the cotton fabric of his boxers suddenly feeling like his last line of defense.

Miriam's sigh was heavy with impatience. "Really, Josh? Must we go through this every time?"

He watched her approach, each step deliberate, her eyes never leaving his face. When she stood before him, the scent of her perfume—something spicy and commanding—filled his nostrils. Her fingers hooked into the waistband of his boxers, her knuckles brushing against his stomach as she yanked them down in one swift motion.

The air hit his bare skin, cool and unforgiving. Her hand grazed his penis on the way down, a fleeting touch that sent electricity through him despite his shame. Josh squeezed his eyes shut, his entire body burning with humiliation as his cock, soft and exposed, lay vulnerable to her gaze.

He felt the weight of her stare before he dared to open his eyes. When he did, Miriam was looking directly at his soft cock, a slow, knowing smile spreading across her lips. She made no effort to hide her appraisal, her eyes tracing every inch of him with clinical interest.

"Well," she said, her voice dripping with condescension. "There it is." She gestured toward the massage table with her chin. "Lie down. On your back."

She lifted the crisp white sheet, letting it settle over his body with a soft whisper of fabric. The cool cotton brushed against his skin as she reached for the massage oil, the cap popping with a decisive click.

Her hands were warm as they slicked over his chest, the oil creating a smooth glide that made his breath catch. She worked in deliberate circles, her palms pressing into muscle while her fingers traced patterns across his skin. Then her touch changed, shifting from therapeutic to intimate as her fingers found his nipples.

She circled one with her thumb, watching his face as the bud tightened under her attention. Josh's hips shifted restlessly, a soft gasp escaping his lips before he could stop it. Miriam's lips curved into a knowing smile as she rolled the hardened nub between thumb and forefinger, applying just enough pressure to send jolts of pleasure-pain through him.

"That's it," she murmured, her voice low and smooth as honey. "Just let go."

As she leaned forward to attend to his other nipple, the unmistakable weight of her bulge pressed firmly against his thigh. The thick outline of her cock strained against the shimmering fabric of her leggings, a rigid presence that made his own traitorous response stir beneath the sheet. She shifted closer still, her body molding against his side as if staking her claim, her bulge now a constant, throbbing reminder of who was in control.

"Breathe," she commanded, her fingers pinching down harder on his sensitive flesh. "Feel how your body responds to me. Feel how it wants to submit."

The pressure against his thigh increased as she pressed herself flush against him, her breasts brushing his arm while her bulge pulsed with deliberate rhythm. Josh's cock began to swell beneath the sheet, responding to her dominance despite his mind's protests, a physical betrayal that Miriam seemed to savor as she continued her intimate assessment of his willing submission.

Her hands glided over his chest and neck, the warm oil creating a slick, hypnotic rhythm. As she leaned forward to work the muscles along his shoulder, her breasts pressed close to his face—the soft weight of them a tantalizing presence against his cheek. Josh's breath hitched, the scent of her skin filling his nostrils.

Then her palms traced a deliberate path down his torso, fingers splayed across his stomach. "Turn over," she murmured, her voice low and commanding.

Josh complied without hesitation, his body moving instinctively to obey as he shifted onto his stomach, the cool sheets brushing against his hardened nipples as he settled into place.

She peeled away the sheet in one smooth motion, exposing his bare ass to the cool air. Panic seized him—his muscles clenched, heart pounding against his ribs. He started to twist away, but her voice cut through his rising fear.

"Relax, Josh." Her hand rested lightly on the small of his back, warm and firm. "I've already seen your ass." Her words, casual as they were, held an undertone of ownership that made his stomach flip. "Just breathe."

Her palms glided over his ass cheeks, spreading the warm oil in smooth circles. Josh's muscles tightened as her fingers traced the crease between them, inching closer to his most private place. No one had ever touched him there, let alone seen him so exposed.

"Just breathe," she murmured, her voice low and commanding. "Let me in."

Her thumb pressed against his tight entrance, sending shockwaves through his body. Josh gasped, his hips instinctively pressing back against her touch. Humiliation burned through him, even as his body betrayed him with a desperate need for more.

"Such a tight little hole," she observed, her voice dripping with satisfaction. "Perfect for taking what I have to give."

Her finger circled his entrance, teasing but not entering. Josh's breath came in ragged pants, his cock straining against the sheet. The contrast between shame and arousal left him dizzy, confused, and terrifyingly aware that she owned every response his body gave her.

Panic seized Josh's throat like a fist. "I'm not gay," he blurted out, the words tasting like ash in his mouth. "I've never—I don't—"

Miriam's chuckle was low, throaty. "Oh, I know that, Josh." Her hands resumed their work, thumbs pressing deeper into his flesh, fingers spreading him wider. The oil made her movements slick, deliberate. "I didn't ask if you were gay. I asked if you'd submit."

Her thumb circled his tight entrance again, the pressure just shy of breaching him. "With a cock like yours..." She leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. "You're a born bottom. Some men are just made to take it."

The words hit him like a physical blow, each syllable a fresh wave of humiliation that made his skin flush hot. But beneath the shame, his traitorous cock throbbed against the massage table, leaking pre-come onto the crisp sheet. His body betrayed him again, arching back to meet her touch, hungry for more of her probing fingers and degrading praise.

"Feel that?" she murmured, her voice thick with satisfaction as she felt his muscles relax beneath her hands. "Your body knows its place, even if your mind is still catching up."

Josh felt the pressure of Miriam's thumb pressing against his tight entrance, then sliding slowly inside him. Something shifted deep in his gut—an involuntary surrender that made his hips lift, pressing back to meet her touch. A soft sound escaped his lips as he gave himself over to the invasion.

Miriam's fingers tightened on his hip, steadying him as she worked deeper. "That's it," she murmured, her voice thick with satisfaction. "Good boy." Her other hand came to rest on his lower back, a grounding presence that made his entire body relax further. "I'm proud of you."The table shifted under her weight as she climbed on, settling herself behind him. Josh felt the smooth fabric of her leggings press against the back of his thighs, the unmistakable bulge of her erection nestled between his ass cheeks. He froze, every muscle in his body tensing at this new violation.

"Relax," she murmured, her hands coming to rest on his lower back, thumbs pressing into the muscles on either side of his spine. "I'm not going to hurt you."

Her weight increased as she leaned forward, her breasts pressing against his shoulder blades. The warmth of her body seeped through the sheet, surrounding him. Her bulge pressed deeper, a deliberate pressure against his exposed entrance that made him gasp.

"I told you," she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. "Some men are just made to take it."

Her thumb breached him slowly, sinking deeper until her knuckles rested against his cheek. Josh gasped, his back arching as she held the position, letting him adjust to the intrusion. When she began to move, stroking in and out with deliberate precision, the air caught in his throat.

Each press of her thumb sent jolts through his body, sparking sensations he'd never known existed. His fingers curled around the edge of the massage table, knuckles white as he fought to maintain some semblance of control. But as her movements grew more confident, exploring deeper inside him, a sound escaped his lips—soft at first, then growing louder with each thrust.

It wasn't a sound he recognized as his own. Higher-pitched than his usual voice, breathy and uncontrolled, it hung in the air between them. Josh's face burned with shame as Miriam's rhythm quickened, her other hand pressing firmly against his lower back, holding him in place.

"Listen to yourself," she murmured against his ear, her voice thick with satisfaction. "Your body knows what it needs."

Another moan escaped, louder this time as she found a spot deep inside him that made his toes curl. He buried his face in the cradle of the table, the sound muffled against the vinyl as his hips began to rock back, meeting each thrust of her thumb with an urgent rhythm of their own.

Her words grew filthier, each command dripping with dominance as her thumb worked him open. "That's it, take it deeper," she purred, her voice low and possessive. "You're so tight around me, Josh. So desperate to be filled."

She paused, her thumb buried to the hilt inside him. His hips rocked back instinctively, seeking more of her touch, more of her control.

"Ready for the real thing?" she asked, her voice thick with satisfaction.

Josh's mind fogged with pleasure and confusion. "I... what do you mean?" he breathed, his face burning against the table.

A throaty laugh vibrated through her chest, pressed against his back. "Oh, don't play innocent now." Her hand tightened on his hip, nails digging slightly into his flesh. "We both know I'm going to fuck you."

She emphasized the last word with a deliberate thrust of her thumb, making his whole body jerk. "That's what you came here for, isn't it? To feel my cock stretching you open, claiming every inch of that tight little ass?"

Her bulge pulsed against him, a thick, rigid presence that promised exactly what her words described. "Say it," she commanded, her voice dropping to a near whisper. "Tell me you want me to fuck you."

The words tore from his throat before his mind could catch up, high and reedy as if belonging to someone else. "Yes... fuck me, Miriam."

Her smile widened, predatory and triumphant, as she shifted her weight. The fabric of her leggings brushed against his bare skin as she reached down, her movements deliberate and unhurried. Josh heard the distinct sound of her waistband snapping as she freed herself from the confines of her clothing.

"I knew it," she purred, her voice thick with satisfaction as she positioned herself behind him. "That's my good boy."

The warm weight of her bare cock settled against his ass, thicker and more imposing than her thumb had prepared him for. Josh's breath hitched as she gripped his hips, pulling him back against her. The slick head of her cock pressed against his entrance, not entering, just resting there—a promise of what was to come.

"Look at you," she murmured, running a hand down his spine. "Already trembling with anticipation. Your body knows exactly what it needs."

She leaned forward, her breasts pressing against his back as she whispered against his ear. "Beg for it again."

Heat washed over him, pooling in his groin as his cock throbbed against the sheet. A desperate ache bloomed deep inside him, an emptiness that craved to be filled. His hips rocked back against her, a silent plea before the words tumbled out.

"Please," he gasped, voice cracking with need. "Miriam, please... I need it. I need your cock inside me."

He pushed back harder, shame forgotten as primal desire took over. "Fuck me, please. I'll do anything, just... please fuck me now."

His face burned against the vinyl, but the words kept coming, ragged and urgent. "I'm so empty. I need you to fill me up. Please, Miriam, I'm begging you."

She climbed off the table, her movements smooth and deliberate as she positioned herself on the floor. With practiced efficiency, she peeled down her leggings, revealing a red lace thong that hugged her hips. The delicate fabric strained against her, emphasizing the substantial bulge beneath—undeniable evidence of her arousal and the promise of what awaited him.

Miriam peeled away her leggings with deliberate slowness, the red lace thong beneath clinging to her curves. The fabric strained against her arousal, revealing the substantial bulge that promised to claim him completely.

"Down on your knees," she commanded, her voice low and authoritative.

Josh's body responded before his mind caught up, sliding from the table to settle on the cool tile floor. His knees made a soft sound as they met the ground, his gaze fixed on the floor between his legs.

Miriam stepped closer, her toes almost touching his knees. "This doesn't get hard on its own, Josh." Her fingers hooked under the delicate lace of her thong. "You're going to help me with that."

"Take my panties off," she commanded, her voice low and authoritative.

Josh's fingers trembled as they hooked under the delicate lace of her thong. The fabric slid down her hips, revealing her cock—soft yet substantial—hanging in front of his face.

Her fingers tangled in his hair, forcing his head up until his gaze met hers. "Take it in your hands," she commanded, her voice rough with authority. "And get me hard with that pretty mouth."

Before Josh could process the order, Miriam hawked back and spat directly onto her own cock. The glob of saliva landed with a wet splat against her soft flesh, sliding down the shaft in a glistening trail that made his stomach clench with a mixture of revulsion and shameful fascination.

"Now," she growled, tightening her grip on his hair. "Suck it."

His fingers closed around her semi-hard shaft, the texture foreign against his palm as he guided her toward his mouth. The scent of her spit mingled with her skin as his lips parted, engulfing the tip with hesitant acceptance. Humiliation burned through him as he tasted the lingering evidence of her degradation on his tongue, yet his own cock betrayed him by twitching where it rested against his thigh.

Josh's movements were clumsy at first, but Miriam's guiding hands quickly established a rhythm. "That's it," she praised, her voice thick with satisfaction as she began to thrust shallowly into his mouth. "Take it deeper. Let me feel that throat open up for me."

Her length hardened between his lips, growing thicker and longer with each passing second until Josh's jaw ached from the stretch. Tears streamed down his cheeks as she pushed further, violating his throat with controlled precision. The obscene sounds of his submission filled the room—wet, choking noises interspersed with her low grunts of pleasure.

"Look at you," she marveled, pulling back just enough for him to gasp for air. "Taking my cock like you were born for it." A cruel smile twisted her lips as she rubbed her spit-slicked length across his face. "This is what you wanted all along, isn't it? To be used like the hungry little cocksucker you are."

Josh could only nod, his throat too raw to form words as she guided herself back into his waiting mouth.

Miriam's cock now stood fully erect, thick and imposing before Josh's face. A string of spit connected his lips to her tip as he pulled back, breathing raggedly.

"Lick my balls," she commanded, her voice rough with arousal.

Josh lowered his gaze, his movements hesitant as he leaned forward. His tongue darted out, tracing the sensitive skin beneath her shaft. The taste was musky and intimate, another layer in this surreal surrender.

As his ministrations became more confident, Miriam shifted her hips. Her cock, now fully hard and impressive in length, slapped against his cheek with a wet sound. The contact was both shocking and electric, a reminder of the power dynamic between them.

Josh flinched but didn't pull away, his tongue continuing its work as Miriam's length rested against his face, a weight of ownership that sent shivers down his spine.

Josh's tongue worked with increasing confidence, exploring the sensitive skin beneath Miriam's shaft. She shifted suddenly, turning away from him and presenting her back. "Rim my ass," she commanded over her shoulder, reaching back to spread herself wide.

Her hands gripped his hair, pulling him forward as she bent at the waist. Josh's breath hitched as he stared at her exposed entrance, the most intimate part of her now offered to him. He hesitated for a heartbeat before leaning in, his tongue tracing tentative circles around the tight ring of muscle. The taste was clean, slightly salty against his palate. When Miriam's grip tightened, urging him closer, he pressed his tongue flat against her, feeling her body shudder beneath his touch. Kneeling on the cool tile, Josh's face burned with shame as his tongue worked Miriam's tight hole. The humiliation of being on his knees, worshiping her most private place, sent electric currents through his body. His cock throbbed painfully against his thigh, leaking pre-come that stained the fabric of his pants. The more degraded he felt, the harder he became—a twisted response that left him breathless and desperate. Each taste, each whimper that escaped his lips, only fueled the fire in his groin until he was trembling with need, his body betraying him completely.

"On your feet," Miriam commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument. "Bend over that table and spread those legs for me. I want to see that tight little hole you've been teasing me with."

Josh scrambled to obey, his muscles protesting as he positioned himself over the edge of the table. The vinyl was cool against his palms as he leaned forward, his body exposed and vulnerable. He spread his legs, the position making his ass cheeks part instinctively, presenting his most private place to her hungry gaze.

A soft gasp escaped him as Miriam's hands gripped his hips, holding him steady. Then he felt it—the wet heat of her tongue tracing circles around his entrance. The sensation was electric, sending jolts through his body that made his toes curl. Each pass of her tongue against his sensitive flesh sent waves of pleasure-pain coursing through him.

"You taste so good," she murmured against his skin before spitting directly onto his tight hole. The warm saliva coated him, making his entrance glisten in the dim light. Her thumb pressed the moisture into him, preparing him for what was to come.

Josh felt the shift as Miriam positioned herself behind him. The thick head of her cock replaced her thumb, pressing against his entrance with insistent pressure. His body tensed automatically, muscles clenching against the inevitable intrusion.

"Breathe, Josh," she commanded, her voice low and commanding. "Push out against me. Let me in."

The pressure increased slowly, maddeningly. Josh gasped as he felt himself begin to stretch, his tight ring of muscle yielding to her persistent advance. It burned, but beneath the pain was a curious pleasure that made his cock throb against his thigh.

"That's it," she praised as the head of her cock finally breached him. "Just a little more. You're taking me so well."

Josh felt every inch of her as she sank deeper into him, stretching him wide, claiming territory that had never before been explored. His knuckles were white where he gripped the table, his body trembling with the effort of accommodating her thickness.

Miriam paused when she was fully seated inside him, allowing him a moment to adjust to the intrusion. "Feel that?" she murmured, her hands tracing patterns on his back. "How perfectly you take my cock? This is where you belong, Josh. Wrapped around me, taking what I give you."

Josh could only nod, his breath coming in ragged pants as his body surrendered to the pleasure of being so completely filled.

The burn seized him—sharp, searing, an intimate fire that stole his breath. Josh's body went rigid, muscles clamping down around her thickness as he struggled to accommodate the invasion. His fingers scrabbled against the vinyl table, seeking purchase that wasn't there as a strangled sound escaped his throat.

"So fucking tight," Miriam grunted from behind him, her nails digging into his hips. "Relax, Josh. Let me in. I know you can take it."

He couldn't. He wanted to pull away, to escape the stretching pressure that threatened to tear him apart, but his body betrayed him. A desperate whimper escaped his lips as his hips began to move—not away from her, but against her, seeking more of the painful pleasure that was already overwhelming his senses.

"Look at you squirming," she murmured, her voice thick with satisfaction as she began to move, slow shallow thrusts that made him see stars. "Your ass is gripping me so tight. You don't want me to stop, do you?"

Josh shook his head frantically, tears streaming down his face as she drove deeper, her massive cock claiming territory he never knew existed. Each thrust sent bolts of agony and ecstasy through him until he could no longer distinguish between the two.

Miriam's hips stilled, buried to the hilt inside him. Josh whimpered at the sudden emptiness of movement, his body clenching around her thick length.

"Please," he gasped, pushing back against her. "Don't stop."

A throaty laugh vibrated through her chest. "Don't stop what, Josh? Tell me exactly what you want."

Heat flooded his face as the words tumbled out, high and desperate. "Please... please fuck me harder. Deeper. I need your cock stretching me open."

"Oh, you need it, do you?" Her hands gripped his hips, nails digging into his flesh as she began to move again—slow, deliberate thrusts that made his eyes roll back in his head. "Such a needy little slut, aren't you?"

"Y-yes," he stammered, his voice cracking as she picked up speed. "I'm your slut. Please, Miriam, fuck me like you mean it."

The slap of flesh against flesh filled the room as Miriam drove into him with increasing force. Each thrust punched a sound from his throat—high-pitched whimpers that transformed into guttural moans as she found her rhythm.

"That's it," she grunted, sweat dripping from her brow onto his back. "Take every inch of my cock. Feel how your tight little ass is gripping me? You were made for this, weren't you?"

Josh could only nod, his face pressed against the table as she claimed him completely. His cock leaked onto the vinyl below, evidence of how thoroughly she'd broken him.

"Tell me again," she demanded, her voice rough with exertion. "Tell me what you are."

"I'm your cocksleeve," he sobbed, the words shredded by each punishing thrust. "I'm your whore. Please, just keep fucking me. Don't ever stop."

Miriam rewarded his submission by driving deeper, her length battering against that spot inside him that made stars explode behind his eyes. His entire world narrowed to the feeling of her stretching him open, the sound of her ragged breaths, and the shameful pleasure coursing through his veins.

"Fucking take it," she growled, her movements becoming erratic as she chased her own release. "Take my big cock deep in that hungry ass of yours."

Josh's body trembled, his muscles screaming as he met her thrusts with desperate enthusiasm. "Yes! Just like that! Harder! Please, Miriam, ruin me!"

Miriam's hips stuttered to a halt, her cock buried deep inside him. With a rough groan, she pulled out in one swift motion, leaving Josh gasping at the sudden emptiness. His ass felt stretched and gaping, pulsing where she'd just claimed him.

"On your knees," she commanded, her voice thick with arousal.

Josh's legs trembled as he slid from the table to the floor, his knees hitting the cool tiles with a soft thud. He tilted his head back, mouth open and waiting like a baby bird.

Miriam stood over him, fisting her glistening cock with rapid, determined strokes. Her breasts heaved with each ragged breath, her thighs glistening with sweat. "Open wider," she panted. "Take every last drop."

The first hot rope of cum splashed across Josh's cheek, marking him with her ownership. He flinched but didn't move, tilting his head further back as stream after stream painted his face and filled his waiting mouth. The salty taste of her coated his tongue, dripping down his chin to stain his chest.

When she was spent, Miriam smeared her softening cock across his face, gathering her cum and pushing it into his mouth with her thumb. "Swallow," she commanded, and he obeyed without hesitation, his throat working as he took every last bit of her.

"Look at you," she murmured, satisfaction rich in her voice as she surveyed her handiwork. "Covered in my cum, eyes all glassy and needy." She traced a finger through the mess on his cheek. "Such a perfect slut."

Miriam bent low, her body caging him as her lips crashed against his. The kiss was deep and possessive, her tongue delving into his mouth to taste herself on his tongue. Josh responded with a desperate whimper, his hands reaching up to grip her arms as she consumed him completely.

When she finally pulled back, a string of saliva and cum connected their lips. Miriam smirked, swiping her thumb across his swollen mouth.

"On your feet," Miriam commanded, her voice sharp enough to make Josh flinch as he scrambled to obey.

His legs trembled as he stood before her, naked and exposed in the dim light. His cock hung semi-erect between his thighs, flushed with arousal but still modest in size.

Miriam sank to her knees before him, her gaze raking over his body with predatory assessment. A cruel smile curved her lips as she reached out, her fingers barely grazing his shaft.

"Look at this little thing," she purred, her voice dripping with condescending amusement. "You really thought you'd ever get to fuck me with this tiny cock?" She wrapped her hand around him, her thumb and fingers meeting easily. "I barely feel it, Josh. You'd never satisfy anyone with this."

Heat flooded Josh's face as shame washed over him, mingling with the throbbing need in his groin. His cock twitched in her grip, betraying his humiliation.

Miriam's expression shifted to one of mocking consideration. "Still, even pathetic little cocks can be amusing to play with." Without warning, she leaned forward, her warm mouth engulfing him completely.

The wet heat of her tongue against his sensitive flesh was electric. Josh's hips bucked instinctively, a strangled cry tearing from his throat as she worked him with expert precision. Her fingers kneaded his balls, her mouth creating a suction that made his entire body tense with unbearable pleasure.

Before he could process the sensations, his orgasm tore through him with violent intensity. His knees buckled as streams of hot cum flooded Miriam's waiting mouth. He trembled violently, his hands grasping at her shoulders to stay upright as she milked every last drop from his oversensitive cock.

When she finally pulled back, a string of cum connected her lips to his glistening tip. Miriam looked up at him, her eyes dark with satisfaction as she deliberately swallowed.

"Well, well," she purred, swiping a thumb across her swollen lips. "At least that's one thing you're good for."

Miriam rose gracefully, her movements fluid as she leaned in to press her lips against Josh's. The kiss was soft, almost gentle—a stark contrast to their earlier intensity. As they dressed in silence, the air between them crackled with unspoken possibilities.

Once clothed, Miriam turned to face him, her expression unreadable. "I've never done this with a client before." She paused, her gaze searching his face. "Never crossed that line."

Josh's breath hitched. "Then why.."

"You're exactly my type," she cut in, a small smile playing on her lips. "I want your number."

He blinked, processing the sudden shift. "What for?"

Miriam laughed softly, the sound warm and genuine. "I could always get it from reception, but I'd rather hear it from you." She stepped closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper."I'm looking for someone submissive," she whispered. "Not a boyfriend. Someone willing to be my bitch."

Her casual tone, loving yet possessive, sent a jolt straight to Josh's groin. He felt himself stiffening against his jeans as her words sank in. He met her gaze, his voice steady despite his racing heart as he rattled off his number.

Josh stepped through the front door, the familiar scent of his mother's lemon cleaner hitting him first. In the living room, Mom looked up from her crossword, her glasses perched on the end of her nose.

"Josh! You look... better today." She set her pencil down, studying him with that maternal intensity that always made him feel exposed. "Honestly, I was worried sick yesterday. You seemed so out of it."

His lips curved into a small smile. "Just needed some rest, I guess."

"I'm glad," she said, returning to her puzzle. As he walked toward the stairs, she called out, "Dinner's at seven!"

He nodded, his hand gripping the banister as he ascended. In the quiet of his room, Josh closed the door, leaning against it as the memory flooded him—Miriam's hands, her voice, the way she'd claimed him. His body thrummed with the echo of it. Used like a dirty slut, and God help him, he'd loved every moment.
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