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		Chapter 1 – Recruitment Agent

		

		Kyle couldn’t believe his luck. Maybe things would finally change. He had been unemployed for months in this strange city and, sure, this wouldn’t change that, but at least he would get some prime pussy after striking out over and over again. Tokyo women were supposed to be drooling and falling over themselves to get together with westerners, but that had not been his experience. Maybe it was the fact he was unemployed? Or not manly enough?

		He shook his head; it didn’t matter right now. Kyle was following the most amazing and tight little woman up the stairs, her skirt hugging an amazingly sculpted ass. He couldn’t wait to undress his first Japanese woman. Fucking her would surely be an unbelievable experience. Kimiko—that was her name—looked back over her shoulder and caught him ogling her body.

		She laughed and spoke in almost perfect English. “Do you like what you see?”

		His face turned red, and he looked away. Shit, why did he always have to behave so unmanly? He looked back to give some witty answer, but it was too late—she had already looked away again. Everything about her just oozed sex, from her high heels and perfect legs to the sway of her hips and long neck. He was getting hard just looking at her fully dressed.

		They entered an apartment that seemed incredibly luxurious, every piece of furniture working together in stylish colors of white and black. Was she some high up business woman? There were no pictures on the walls as he was lead further into the apartment. What is this place? It looked more like a hotel room than anything else, but it was an actual apartment complex.

		The lights were dim, and Kimiko suddenly stopped right in front of him. She fiddled with something, her back still turned, and suddenly her dress fell to the floor, revealing a body even better than what he had imagined. She was a small woman; Kyle was pretty short and skinny, but she was even shorter. Despite her stature, she had an amazingly well developed body with slender legs, a plump little ass, and absolutely spotless skin.

		She slowly turned, revealing the fact she had been topless under the thin fabric of her dress. Two large—for her frame—breasts came into view, and she looked up at him with a demure smile. “Well, what do you think?” she asked in a sultry voice.

		“You look amazing,” he replied with a stupid smile on his face.

		The woman in front of him was way out of his league. He was just a nerdy Japanophile, but he was hoping she wouldn’t figure it out before he had a chance to fuck her. Kyle took a step forward and leaned in for a kiss but was met only with air. Kimiko had sunk to her knees and expertly began opening the front of his pants. His already semi-hard cock exploded from his pants, and Kyle felt a sense of satisfaction at her reaction to his manhood. He might be skinny and short, he might be a pale nerd, but at least he had a large cock, at least he had that.

		She looked up at him with wide eyes. “So big!”

		He was about to reply but was cut short by a jolt of pleasure. Kimiko dove right in and took his cock into her mouth. Her tiny mouth was opened wide, and she pushed him deeper and deeper inside before pulling back. His cock came out covered in saliva, and she immediately pushed it back in. She bobbed her head back and forth, taking him deeper and deeper until she started to gag.

		Kyle pulled off his shirt, still in shock from the fact that a woman like her wanted him. “Your turn,” he said, pulling his cock out of her lips.

		He was completely hard already, and his cock glistened in the dim light, covered in the small woman’s saliva. He pulled her up and grabbed her body, easily lifting her into the air despite his own small stature. There was a bed nearby, and he put her down on her back, his hands immediately going for her tiny panties. Her hands shot down, but he was too quick. One fast pull was all he needed to get her completely naked, and he then quickly got down on his knees to work his magic on her pussy. But it wasn’t a pussy that he was met by between her legs, she had a cock! A small but rock hard cock rested against her stomach.

		“What the hell!” he said. “You’re a man?”

		“No, I’m a woman. I just don’t have a pussy. I wanted to explain before this, but you were too quick!” she replied, hiding her erection with one hand and obscuring her smooth-shaven groin. Kyle was confused.

		He was still incredibly turned on, and the rest of her body was so hot, so much sexier than any woman’s he had ever seen. The look she gave him was unreadable, and he shook his head again, trying to figure out what to do. He didn’t have to think long. It didn’t matter if a woman of this caliber had a cock; he could still fuck her.

		His stomach grumbled. God, was he hungry. Kyle pushed the hunger down and then gently grabbed her wrist, pulling her hand away to reveal her cock. It was a tiny thing that would disappear in his own small fist. He took a deep breath and then bent down to take her into his mouth. Kimiko’s cock was warm and hard. He had never given a blow job before but knew what he, himself liked. His mouth slowly went up and down the short length of her shaft, adding some extra suction at the head of her cock. A moment later, she began to moan, apparently liking the way he was treating her. He ran his hands over her smooth body, mixing her masculinity in his mouth with her incredibly feminine curves and lines. His own cock kept rock hard. His arousal was very strange and confusing, but he just went with it. What was the worst thing that could happen? One lay couldn’t make you gay, right?

		Kimiko let out a small groan. “Please, fuck me.”

		She pulled her cock out of his mouth and got up on all fours, shaking her ass to get his attention. Her erection hung down toward the bed between her legs, and it dangled back and forth with the sway of her hips. Kyle barely had time to reflect on why he thought the image so hot before he got up on the bed and positioned himself behind the woman he had just met. There was nothing masculine about her ass and not a strand of hair to be seen. It was perfect.

		He brought his cock to the entrance of her tightness and began applying pressure. Kimiko let out a small yelp and then breathed out slowly, doing her best to relax. The head of his cock slipped inside her, and an incredible warmth and tightness enveloped him. It seemed like she was used to taking it in her ass. Once the initial resistance was gone, she herself pushed back onto his cock, making it slip deeper inside.

		She had moaned at first but once his cock got deeper she had begun to squeal, making Kyle nervous. “Are you okay?” he asked. “Does it hurt?”

		“No, it’s fine. It’s good. Fuck me!” she said breathily. She arched her back even more, showing off the roundness of her small ass. Kyle did as she asked and grabbed a hold of her hips, using the grip to plunge even further into her hole. He could feel her ass straining against his cock, her insides squirming against every inch he had buried inside her. He began fucking her in earnest, thrusting with considerable force before settling into a steady rhythm, his balls slapping up against her at the end of each thrust.

		It had been a long time since he fucked a woman. That she had a cock made no difference. His pleasure was growing into a pressure around his balls. He wouldn’t be able to last long. He looked around the room and found a mirror positioned next to the bed. Their reflection was clearly showing, and he saw Kimiko’s breasts bounce up and down each time he penetrated her tight ass. Her cock was also jumping up and down, twitching wildly. The sounds she was making still sounded like she didn’t want what was happening to her, like she was in pain. Then he remembered how women in Asian porn usually sound and realized that the squealing sounds she was making was how they did it over here—a strange custom, but who was he to judge.

		Another thought hit Kyle, and he angled his cock slightly downward to see if it would have any effect. He must have hit the right spot. His cock punched up against her prostate and sent her over the brink of orgasm. Her hips began to buck, and her lower back lost its arch. Kyle watched her reflection in the mirror as her small cock suddenly released a stream of thick cum onto the bed. Her ass clenched around his cock even harder, making her incredibly tight. He released his own cum deep inside her with a groan, unable to keep himself from climax any longer.

		With his orgasm came clarity—what had he done? Had he just fucked a man? She sure didn’t look like one, and it didn’t feel like he had. His mind was in turmoil, and he belly was growling for food—maybe she had some?

		

	
		Chapter 2 – What’s the Catch?

		

		“Wait, so you did all this for a job?” Kyle asked, gesturing toward Kimiko’s now clothed body. They were eating breakfast, having just slept through the entire night entangled in each other’s arms.

		“Yes. The job market is terrible here, and I like men, anyways. It’s a good job, though. Your duties would differ from mine,” she replied.

		“My duties? What do you mean?”

		“I’m a recruiter,” she said. “My job is to find people like you who might contribute to our corporation in various ways.”

		“So what, this was just a job interview?” he asked, feeling hurt.

		A smile broke out on her face, and she looked at him with soft eyes. “You could say that, a very nice interview. Didn’t you find it strange how I zeroed in on you and immediately brought you home?” she asked.

		“I usually don’t ask questions when a beautiful girl wants to bring me home.”

		The comment made her blush slightly, her smile still remaining. “I found you on the English teaching site. You wrote that you were here but couldn’t find work—that you were almost at the point of homelessness and starving, is that true?”

		Kyle furrowed his brow. “That makes it sound like you’re a stalker.”

		“I’m a recruiter. It’s what I do.”

		“Okay, fine, it’s true that I’m having some trouble finding work. What would my job entail at this corporations you speak of? Translator?” he asked. His question made her laugh. It was a silvery feminine little sound. It was hard for him to imagine her ever being a man. Could surgery change a person that much?

		“No. We have plenty of translators,” she replied. “You’re from the US. Having you in our relations division would make other corporations want to work with us.”

		“What do you mean relations division?” he asked, confused.

		Kimiko looked at him for a long moment before taking a deep breath. “Look. I know how much you love Japan and our culture. A big part of our culture is having women and men who make sure business transactions go smoothly by taking care of whatever needs the other company’s executives might have.” Kyle tried to get a word in, but she held up a hand and continued speaking. “We have enough men and women, now we need someone in between, someone exotic.” She paused, looking up at him. “Someone like you.”

		“Wait, what? You want me to do what, exactly?” he asked, his mind racing.

		“I want you to get the kind of surgery they gave me. And then I want you to fuck and suck the cocks of whoever our boss points at,” she replied, exasperated at his thick-headedness. The exact meaning of what she was saying finally hit him. It came crashing down on his head like a ton of bricks. They wanted to whore him out as some she-male whose only purpose would be to fuck important people.

		“No way, that is not happening!” he exclaimed, standing up from the table.

		Kimiko walked over slowly and disrobed on the way, once again revealing her incredible body. She grabbed him around his waist and pressed her breasts against him. “What else are you going to do? No money, no place to go, not even any family or friends back home.” She got down on her knees and undid his pants. “I know everything about you. The fact that you only came here because of your nerdy hobbies and your desire to fuck Japanese women. I even know about the hentai you watch. Doing this would be great for you—finally give you some direction.”

		Kimiko took his cock in her mouth just as she had the day before. Kyle was already hard from her nakedness, but his face was red from shame. She knew everything: what a loser he was, even his perverted porn history. Worst of all, she knew how alone he was. He hated the fact she knew but what really made him feel immense shame was how turned on he was by the idea of being feminized and used. His climax came quickly, and she kept her mouth around his cock, swallowing every drop of cum.

		Kimiko ran her tongue over her lips and stood up to face him. “So, what are you going to do? Homelessness in a country where you’ll get no help? Or will you come with me and find a purpose in your life?

		Kyle’s cock hung limp between his legs, his face downturned and crimson red. “Okay,” he whispered. “I’ll do it.”

		His answer made her smile.

		The rest of the day was a whirlwind consisting mostly of touring the company’s facilities, signing lots and lots of papers, and finally Kyle being handed over to his new boss, Ms. Nakamura. She was a middle-aged woman with a kindly look and air about her. She brought him in to meet the others who worked the same division. Kyle walked around all day with butterflies in his stomach. The attention he was getting felt life affirming, somehow. Everyone wanted to shake his hand or comment on how pretty he would become. There were plenty of strange looks as well, most of which came from the other members of his division. Ms. Nakamura informed him early on that he wasn’t the first man to undergo the procedure, but he would be the first westerner. She caressed his skin almost reverently, often commenting on how beautifully pale it was.

		Kyle was lead down different corridors and through several sets of doors before arriving at what looked like a hospital room.

		Ms. Nakamura smiled her kindly smile. “Now, you take off clothes, and lie down for your procedures. You will sleep until healing is complete.”

		“Wait? Already? Today?” he asked, nervous at the prospect of becoming a woman.

		“Yes, today. It takes a very long time to heal even with our experts doing everything. Best to get started, no?”

		He grimaced but nodded. His nod made her smile widen, and she left the room, leaving him alone with his thoughts. Kyle undressed and sat down naked in the sterile looking room. The air was cold, which made his skin prickle. He couldn’t believe he had actually agreed to take the job, but what option did he have? His thoughts drifted to what he might look like once it was all done. Would he be anything like Kimiko? Images from their activities during the night flashed before his mind, the way her body had writhed and quivered. Could he really do that? Look like that? His cock was starting to grow. How would he look with breasts? What would they have him do?

		The doors slammed open and a team of four men, and a woman walked in, all wearing white robes. Kyle was shocked back to reality by the sound, and he had to try and hide his erection from their glances. Their faces told him he wasn’t doing a very good job of it. They didn’t introduce themselves and didn’t answer questions. It seemed like they didn’t even know English. A mask was suddenly put over his face, and Kyle drifted off to sleep in a matter of seconds.

		He woke with a weird sounding gasp. They had moved him. He was in what looked like a hotel room. Everything felt weird and off. How long had he been out for? It felt like he had gone to sleep and then immediately woken up—like only a second had passed. He turned to the side, trying to find his phone. That’s when he realized just what had happened. A weight shifted on his chest, making him pull down the cover. Two large and very natural looking breasts sat there on top of his chest—like they belonged—like they had always been there.

		His eyes widened, and he brought up his hands to cup them, to feel their weight and see if they were real, or if he was hallucinating. They were very real, and once the initial shock had worn off, he could see they were only the beginning of his transformation. His arms were completely smooth and very pale, much paler than before. He had been a pale man but this was different. It was as if his skin was made out of alabaster. So much about him was different, panic began to set in. Kyle sat up, his breasts shifting again. He noted they didn’t fall very far. The idea of him having perky breasts felt very foreign. It seemed like his body structure had changed: his stomach was flat and much more feminine looking, his hips were wider, and thighs thick but still somehow slim. There wasn’t a single strand of hair on his body. Everything was smoothed to perfection.

		He had been put into panties, but it didn’t make sense. Kyle’s cock should show through. His chest began to thump, and he got off the bed in one swift motion, his breasts pleasantly jiggling. His legs were weak but could carry him after a slight wobble. Hair had fallen in front of his face—long hair. There was a mirror standing tall against the wall, showing off his whole body. They had turned him into a woman. There was nothing he could see that pointed to him having been a man, but there should be! He pulled down the panties to reveal his groin, almost falling down in the process. Kyle’s cock was still there, but it was tiny! His eyes started tearing up. It was so small, almost feminine looking. He remembered Kimiko’s erection. He hadn’t realized his would look the same! His pride and joy was gone; only a thin and fragile looking thing dangled between his legs.

		The door to the room suddenly opened to admit Ms. Nakamura. She took one look at him and then smiled. “What a beautiful woman. Thank God, the sedatives have worn off! We need you already—an emergency.” She tossed a bag onto the bed. “Put this on, and meet me outside.” She turned to walk away.

		“Wait!” Kyle said. That made him pause—his voice! They had altered his voice, too. He no longer sounded like a man. He winced but continued. “My penis, what happened?”

		His boss looked annoyed but stopped to answer. “What did you think would happen? You’re a woman now. You don’t need that thing, anyways. It was all in the documents Kimiko had you sign. Just be happy that you’re beautiful. There’s work to be done!”

		She closed the door with a bang, and Kyle was left alone with his new body. He looked back into the mirror. They had changed his face, too. He was still in there somewhere, but it was a woman who stared back at him in the reflection—a beautiful, young woman. What a rude awakening that had been, and now he would have to work? He had just woken up!

		He sighed and walked over to where the bag was. It had a name written on it: Kim. Was that to be his female name? He shrugged and emptied the bag’s contents, too overwhelmed to think straight. Kyle didn’t know what he had expected, but he was still surprised—it was underwear only. A white pair of panties with pink flowers on them and a bra to match. Seeing and being expected to wear something like that sent him down through another spiral of confusion, but he breathed in hard to push it all down. He had accepted this job and would do his best, no matter how weird it all was.

		It was a struggle to get the bra on. The clasp was an asshole, but eventually the hooks caught into something. Was that a skill you learned growing up as a woman? The panties actually looked rather cute, and he stepped into them, pulling them up his smooth pale legs. It hid his cock easily, not showing even the hint of a bulge. Kyle gave himself a second to mourn his lost size and then looked up into his reflection. A beautiful young woman looked back at him, her breasts magnificently put on display thanks to some magic in the bra. There was a tingling sensation in his crotch, and he hurried away from the mirror, fearful he would get a hard-on watching himself.

		Ms. Nakamura waited on the other side of the door. At first, she said nothing when Kyle joined her and only gave him a nod of approval. She began walking down the corridor and spoke to him as he followed. “One of the higher ups bragged about you. Our new western acquisition. The client in question was very impressed and became adamant that he’d get to see you. He requested sex, but I convinced them it was too soon—that he would have to settle for your mouth.”

		There was a long moment of silence, giving him time to think. He would have to suck some unknown man’s cock. Was this his life now? He steeled himself but completely missed Ms. Nakamura speaking. “Sorry, what was that?” he asked.

		She looked back over her shoulder with a frown. “I said your name is now Kim—just Kim. It will probably help you think of yourself as a woman. That is what you are now.”

		He nodded again, trying to think of himself as a she. Herself? It was all very confusing. They arrived at a set of heavy looking wooden doors. Where were they, exactly? Ms. Nakamura pushed them open. “Prepare yourself.”

		Music came drifting out, accompanied by laughter and the clanking of glasses. What greeted them was a bunch of men on a large couch. They were talking in loud voices, obviously drunk. There were plenty of young men and women around them, rubbing themselves all over the men who seemed to be the mentioned clients. One man was sitting alone without anyone in his lap, Kim immediately knew he was the one who had requested her. The look in his eyes when he saw her was what gave him away. It was lust, pure lust. He wanted her. She was glad he had been made to settled with less than what he had requested.

		Kim and Ms. Nakamura walked up to the group and were greeted with a big cheer. It seemed they had been expected. The man introduced himself, but Kim forgot his name the second he had said it. She did her best to appear respectful and even curtsied with a blush spreading on her pale face. The man was middle aged and Japanese. He patted his thighs as a gesture to get her to come over. Ms. Nakamura nodded, and Kim slowly approached. His arms shot out and grabbed her now thin waist, pulling her into his lap. She let out a small squeak and was once again surprised at the high pitch of her own voice.

		Kim could feel his erection against the back of her thighs. It was a strange feeling to have that effect on a man. He began to whisper in her ear, speaking only Japanese. The few words she could understand were very explicit. He was detailing what he wanted her to do.

		Ms. Nakamura saved her by walking up to the couch and leaning in to speak. “You better get to work before he changes his mind and wants more. Use your mouth to satisfy him. We need him happy to close an important transaction.”

		There was plenty of room between the couch and the nearest table, but did Ms. Nakamura really want her to give him a blow job in front of so many people? The other men were looking at her, and some of the young women were scowling, clearly jealous of the attention everyone was giving her.

		The businessman released her with an oily smile and gave her a slight push toward the floor. This was it. Now she would have to prove herself. Kim was glad this wasn’t the first cock she would taste, thankful now for the night with Kimiko. She slid down, and the man undid his pants, pulling them down to his ankles and showing off his cock. Kim found it strange he was willing to do something like this in front of his underlings. Maybe it was a way of showing just how important he was? The briefs came down, and she was presented with her assignment. He was already erect, and there was much more hair than she would have guessed, thick and black. There was a smell about his crotch like stale sweat. She swallowed and got up on her knees, moving over his crotch and toward his cock. Her smooth skin brushed up against his hairy legs, sending shivers through her body—pleasant shivers.

		Kim thought it best not to wait—better to start right away. That way, she would finish faster and not get the chance to back away. She let his cock slide across her wet lips and into her mouth. It tasted sour at first, but that quickly corrected itself as Kim’s saliva began to slather all around it. She mimicked her actions from the night with Kimiko, and it seemed to have the desired effect. The businessman was already moaning and giving off strangled grunts, saying things in Japanese that she couldn’t understand.

		Kim applied more pressure and began bobbing up and down quickly, doing her best to pleasure the man Ms. Nakamura had sent her to. It was a strange feeling to be providing pleasure to another man as a job, but it wasn’t all that bad. It somehow made her feel sexy and desirable. A hand shot out and nestled into her bra, grabbing her breast. The nipple immediately reacted to his touch, growing stiff and sensitive. A small jolt of pleasure surged from her breast—much to her surprise—and she gave off a small and muffled moan while still working the man’s cock to the best of her ability.

		His grip suddenly hardened as his cock twitched, releasing cum into Kim’s mouth. He began to flail around and buck his hips, pushing himself deeper into her mouth, threatening to make her gag. She somehow knew she was expected to swallow his seed and did her best not to start coughing. He finally stopped and pulled out of her mouth, allowing for her to swallow and get it down into her belly. She stood, face warm, and turned to walk back to Ms. Nakamura, who looked at her expectantly.

		The businessman grabbed her wrist and made her turn, his oily smile was even wider, and he pushed a wad of cash into her hand—far more than what she would have made teaching English for a few months. She curtsied again and turned to walk. He pinched her plump ass and laughed while she walked away. Her face was red from shame and humiliation, and the front of her panties uncomfortably tight.

		

	
		Chapter 3 – Japanese Style Oil Massages

		

		Kim was allowed rest for the remainder of her day. The first thing she did back in her room was to pleasure herself in front of the mirror. She watched her female curves and cupped her breasts and ass while stroking her cock. It easily got incredibly hard but remained very small. It was perhaps even smaller than Kimiko’s, and its paleness made it seem almost feminine and much too smooth. Her knees buckled as she came directly onto the mirror, splattering her cum over the treated glass.

		The next couple of hours was spent getting used to her own body, trying out clothes she found in a wardrobe and trying her hand at some makeup tutorials she found in her adjoining bathroom. There was a knock on the door, and she was surprised to find one of the young women from the relations division standing there with a wide smile on her lips.

		She was Japanese and spoke in broken English. “Hello! You so beautiful now! You come with us for massage, yes?”

		Kim nodded slowly. Getting to know the other women was probably a good idea. “Yeah, Okay. Now?”

		

		––––––––

		

		〜

		

		––––––––

		

		There were four of them walking down the street—four young, beautiful women who drew glances from everyone on the street. Kim was the only non-native and quickly realized that being exotic made it so she was receiving the lion’s share of attention. The other women did their best to hide how much it irritated them that Kim was getting so much attention, but she saw through them pretty easily. They weren’t hired for their brains, after all. A luxurious building appeared before them. It housed several small shops on the ground floor, and the women at the front of their little group entered an establishment that looked very much like a massage parlor, but the name was slightly off-putting. It could roughly be translated to hunky oil happy massage, a name that set off quite a few alarm bells in Kim’s mind. She raised some concern in her rather lack-luster Japanese but was quickly shut down. The others apparently went there all the time. What was wrong with your masseuse being a cute man?

		They had reserved a room where they could all get their massages together at the same time. It was divided by small cloth dividers that barely covered the massage tables. Kim was placed in the middle and did her best to hide between the dividers as she undressed. She had been instructed to remove her clothes and lie down on the table with a small towel covering her butt. She caught glimpses of the others undressing—all beautiful—but hoped she had covered herself properly. For some reason, she felt like it would be weird if they saw her cock, no matter how small it was. She had seen two of the others, and they both had slits—hairy but well-trimmed as was the style in Japan. Kim got onto the table and faced down with the towel hiding as much of her as possible. It felt strange to be lying on her stomach, her breasts getting smushed.

		Men started appearing from a door at the far end of the room, and the last one to enter came to stand next to Kim. He introduced himself, but she was too nervous to listen to him speak. The young man started by rearranging the towel, making it hide very little of her naked behind. His hands touched the sensitive skin of her back and began to trace the lines of her spine. Kim tensed at first but found his tactile massage relaxing. The sound of running water came from somewhere in the room.

		A few minutes later, the man said something about oil and then his hands came back with plenty of oil on them. He spread it all over her back, making it dribble in excess. The massage turned more firm as he began to knead and stroke her back, making his way lower and lower. Kim’s eyes widened as he removed the towel in one quick motion, adding even more oil, which he then spread across her butt, massing both cheeks like they were a muscle as any other.

		Kim began to hear sounds coming from the other tables. Were those soft moans? The man’s treatment of her ass was enough to make her squirm. It felt amazingly good to be in his strong hands, having her tense body massaged into relaxation. She had half closed eyes, letting herself relax more and more with each breath, trying to ignore the now more obvious moans coming from her right. She tensed up again as the man massaging her began digging even deeper between her legs, massaging the insides of her thighs and rubbing up against her hole. Kim’s mouth opened up into an involuntary little moan of her own, one that she quickly tried to suppress. What was he doing? Was this part of it? She could feel her cock starting to react to his gentle hands. This was not a good time to get an erection. She blushed and squirmed, trying to make it stop but only making it worse.

		The man suddenly put his hand right at Kim’s crotch, cupping he cock and balls. He brought her cock back to lay flat against the table, pointing in the same direction as her legs. Oh God, her cock was now on display. What should she do? Should she make him stop? It was degrading and filled her with shame, but at the same time it felt really good. The moaning coming from behind the partitions seemed to imply the others were getting the same treatment. No one would sound like that from a normal massage, would they? The masseuse began gently stroking her cock, running his fingers across its short length, covering it with oil.  Another moan escaped Kim’s lips, and this time she let it go into the room.

		“That’s good. Relax and let him work,” a female voice said from behind the cloth wall.

		The comment made her face even redder, but another moan found its way out. Kim had become completely erect, and the man’s teasing was amazing. One of his hands returned to her butt, and all of a sudden, without warning, a finger pressed into her tightness. Kim’s eyes widened, but she did not stop him. There was no pain. He began fucking her ass with one finger at first, then two, filling her up more and more as she got more accustomed to being penetrated.

		The other women had begun to openly moan, seemingly trying to outdo each other. Their noises made Kim’s own moans less distinguishable, which made it easier to let go. The hand disappeared from her cock, but the one fucking her ass remained. The man walked up to her head, and Kim turned her face toward him. He wasn’t wearing any pants! His cock stood proudly right out from his body and pointed straight into her face. She didn’t even have time to speak before he pushed it into her mouth, making her suck it as he finger-banged her tight hole. Her moans became muffled and mixed with his grunts as she slathered his cock in her saliva, making sure to give as much pleasure back as a thank you for what he had done for her. He only let her keep his cock in her mouth for a moment before he pulled out, going back to where he was previously standing. The table creaked, and Kim felt the weight of it shift slightly. The man had gotten onto the table with her.

		She felt his hands on her hips, pulling her up into a different position. Her body followed his urging hands, placing her on all fours with him behind her. Kim only had to wonder what he was about to do for about a second, then a pressure began to build around her tightness. He was trying to enter her from behind. Her cock pointed straight down but jolted upward as her hips were brought forward and away from his cock. She wasn’t ready for something of that size yet! His hands were kind but insistent, grabbing her hips and pulling her back and onto his cock. Kim’s eyes widened, but she breathed out and tried to relax. It worked, and the man silently slid into her ass. She was getting fucked for the first time.

		Everyone was moaning now. Some sounded like they were on the verge of orgasm, and Kim was taking a man’s cock inside her for the very first time. It was exhilarating and degrading at the same time, standing on all fours with her ass up in the air to allow him to enter her easily. She had thought it would hurt, but it didn’t. The oil helped with the friction, and he easily pushed deeply inside her virgin hole. He began fucking her in earnest and settled into a rather quick rhythm with powerful thrusts that made Kim’s cock jump each time he hit a certain spot. The head of his cock was bumping up against her prostate, massaging her insides!

		Kim looked down at her breasts. They, too, were jiggling each time he bottomed out inside her. They glistened from the oil, and it was starting to feel right having them there—like they belonged. She was really getting into it, moaning and groaning, even pushing her hips and ass back onto his cock, helping his thrusts.

		At best, she had expected it to be painless, but pleasure? That had been too much to hope for. Kim had never been more wrong in her life. Each thrust was accompanied by a short wave of pleasure that emanated from her prostrate. A more familiar pressure was building around her balls. Was she about to cum without having her cock touched?

		Kim had been moaning freely for some time now and hadn’t noticed the other voices trailing off from behind the cloth dividers. She had also kept her eyes closed to focused on all these new feelings: the way his cock felt in her ass, how it felt being taken as a woman, to get fucked.

		The man suddenly leaned forward and snaked his arms under hers, bringing them up and around to pin her down by the shoulders, his hips furiously thrusting into her. He pulled them both up to their knees, making Kim gasp and her cock twitch upward. It made her open her eyes, and shock spread through her body. The other women were standing in front of her, all of them pointing their phones at her, taking pictures, laughing amongst themselves.

		Kim’s moans stuck in her throat, but only for a second. That pressure that had been building exploded as the masseuse’s cock began grinding against her prostate, sending pleasure through her lower body in a way she didn’t think possible. She moaned despite the cameras and the bitches’ snickering. The pleasure was just too much. Her small cock erupted with cum as she climaxed, sending thick ropes of pearly white into the air in an impressive arc. Everything ceased to be for a moment as Kim was hit with her first ever full body orgasm.

		The man pulled out slowly, his own cum leaking from Kim’s ass where she lay on the table, panting and spent, not sure how to continue. The other women laughed, and one of them approached the table where she was still lying in a quivering mess. “Welcome to the relations division,” she said. “I think you’ll like it here.”
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