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		My local grocery store was practically empty when I walked in. The only people there that evening were a few teenagers milling about the snack aisle, an old woman with a cart full of items, a middle-aged man in a suit browsing the greeting cards, and a handful of cashiers.

		

		I had just gotten off work and, while headed home, my husband called with dinner plans. He was cooking, but we needed a few things so he asked me to pick them up. I happily obliged, eager to be wined and dined for the evening, so he texted me the short list of items and away I went.

		

		As a young trans woman, I was floored when he asked me to marry him. Sure, I easily pass for female, and have spent my life working towards the ideal image, but it isn’t everyday that a normal ‘straight’ man asks you to spend the rest of his life with you.

		

		Titillating thoughts crept through my mind as I pulled up the store and went inside. What was he planning? I wondered. Was this some sort of special occasion I forgot about? His spontaneity was one of the many things I loved about him, so I was curiously suspicious of his endgame.

		

		Regardless, I told myself I would hurry and get home as soon as possible.

		

		It wasn’t until I was halfway through the list and near the back end of the store that something, or should I say, someone, caught my eye. It was a young, blonde, teenage boy, stocking shelves. He was short and thin, and while his company-issued polo shirt was too large, his shorts were tight and hugged his ass quite nicely.

		

		Now, I don’t usually make a habit out of eyeing down just anyone, no matter their gender, but every once and awhile… when the right one comes along, it’s hard not to, ya know?

		

		And after a long day at work, it was pleasant to have something so pretty and so androgynous to look at. Just my type, and strangely the opposite of my husband.

		

		I didn’t pay the boy much mind at first, despite his curvy body and cherubic features. I was in a hurry afterall, and was relatively tired after a long day at the office. There wasn’t any time to ogle anyone anyway, I told myself, I needed to head home as soon as possible.

		

		So I continued my shopping.

		

		And yet, even though the market was large enough for me to have navigated without seeing any of those aforementioned people more than once, the little blonde employee kept showing up everywhere I went. I needed something from the cereal aisle and he was right there next to me, reaching up to restock the tall, oblong boxes. In the baking aisle, after I tossed a bag of sugar into my cart, I noticed him crouched beside me, sliding bottles of cornstarch onto a nearby shelf. It was there we made momentary eye contact and he smiled.

		

		I returned the gesture but quickly looked away. He was an employee, I said to myself, of course he was being kind. There was no deeper meaning to it.

		

		Not that I blame him. I was quite attractive, and was used to ‘the look’ from both men and women. Though quite voluptuous I am rather short, only a few hairs above five feet tall, and was always surprised and intrigued when I saw a young man even shorter and smaller than I.

		

		As mentioned earlier, I had perfected my appearance, with long, wavy hair, full, plump lips, big fake breasts, and a curvy body; I was a walking embodiment of sin. So much in fact that I used to be legendary at the strip club where I once worked; and I had spent my first years out of college tearing through lovers like I was on a mission. That was until I got married.

		

		I was still bloody stacked you see, not to mention equipped with a toned, athletic body and an oversized cock. In college I fucked everything I set my sights on; that was until that ruggedly handsome man came into my life and swept me off my feet. I wasn’t complaining mind you, but I did miss being the one on top.

		

		I won't lie, I enjoyed the glances during my late night grocery expedition. The little stocker boy had a hot little body: lithe, honed, and athletic. Years of swimming or running had turned him into a lean little twink. Nearly every part of his tender body was trim and toned. The only part of his body that wasn’t slim and slender was his plump, bubble butt; that stuck out like a shelf from his hot, scrawny body. Those two fat globes continuously caught my eye. His round, heart-shaped ass looked as if it made wearing his tiny, khaki work shorts a difficult task, contending with his butt's constant escape attempts, eager to burst out at any minute.

		

		All this was topped off with shaggy, feathery mop of blonde hair, big blue eyes and a pair of pouty, kissable lips. He certainly was a juicy little morsel, I told myself.

		

		But I had no time for this! I had to get back home to my husband.

		

		Yet… no matter how much I tried to keep my mind on track, his recurring presence kept making my heart flutter.

		

		And my panties shrink…

		

		“Damn, I need some air,” I whispered to myself, fanning my face.

		

		But I kept shopping, intent on grabbing the rest of the necessities and getting out of the increasingly warming store. Yet despite my hasty efforts, he kept showing up either right beside me or at least in the next aisle over, with his cart full of boxes in tow. I couldn't help but notice how he was looking at me when he wasn't stocking the shelves. It was like we were playing a game, where I would stare at him as he refilled the shelves, and he would stare at me as I looked for the products I needed to buy. Then every so often our eyes would meet and we'd share a quick smile before looking away.

		

		We continued this for a while, until I finally couldn't help but approach him.

		

		"Um, excuse me?" I said.

		

		He turned to face me and I glanced at his nametag, ‘Matty.’

		

		Why hello little Matty, I thought, aren't you a little hottie.

		

		I also noticed the cute smattering of freckles on his nose and cheeks, barely visible even when up close. His blue eyes were striking, hidden by occasional golden strands hanging down off his scalp. He had a lush head of hair, I said to myself, I wonder what it felt like…

		

		“Hi!” He smiled, breaking down an empty cardboard box and tucking it amongst the others on his cart, "Can I help you with something, miss?"

		

		"Yeah, I was looking for this specific kind of… pasta. They're like, little bow-ties in a green bag."

		

		He nodded, "Aisle four.”

		

		I pouted, feigning ignorance. True I could have probably found it, but I just wanted to hear his voice some more.

		

		From the moment he spoke I felt my panties tighten. Not only did he look the effeminate, androgynous part but he spoke with the same soft, angelic grace as his long, smooth legs.

		

		“By the canned goods?” He giggled at my expression. “Oh, nevermind. Here, follow me."

		

		I let him lead me down a few aisles, and I watched his hips sway back and forth as he walked in front of me. He moved with a sauntering, sashaying stride, like a model on a runway, swinging his beautiful ass too-and-fro. Affording a better look, I could see his ass literally devouring his tiny khaki shorts. His hefty cheeks hung out the bottom, giving me two, cheeky peaks at his blemish-free bottom. Once in the aisle he bent down in front of me, pushing his succulent ass into the air to look at one of the bottom shelves.

		

		I had to catch myself from gasping.

		

		"They should be…” He mumbled, sifting around boxes of noodles. “Down here somewhere…"

		

		He leaned down deeper, pushing his ass somehow higher into the air. He had to know what he was doing at this point, considering how long he stayed with his head buried in the shelf. I could feel my girlcock straining the fabric of my pants, so I tried to hide the growing tent with my shopping basket.

		

		My cheeks flushed, eyes still locked on the juicy posterior.

		

		Then, to my shock and surprise, he looked back at me, smiled, and said, "Enjoying the view?"

		

		Before I could come up with any response, he got to his feet, spun around, and tucked his hands behind him. "Sorry, it looks like we're all out."

		

		“Oh, well that’s a shame I-”

		

		He stepped close to me, cutting me off. "If you want, we can go look in the back and I can find some way to make it up to you."

		

		His eyes traveled down my body, then back up to meet mine. Unlike every other man in the world he wasn’t eyeing my tits. No, instead this little tart’s gaze went directly to my crotch and the bulge that throbbed there. He licked his lips and I caught a quick glimpse of a tongue piercing.

		

		Holy shit, I thought. I hadn’t been this turned on since… ever!.

		

		I smiled back, blushing hard but trying to keep my cool. "Uh, sure."

		

		“Follow me,” he replied, biting his lip and spinning on his heels once more. "Leave your cart." 

		

		Fat-bottomed Matty led me to the back of the store and between two double doors labeled ‘Employees Only.’ He took me past rows of towering metal shelves loaded with boxes, and around the corner to another set of doors sectioning off a smaller room.

		

		"Don't worry," he assured me as he pushed open the doors and I felt a rush of cool air hit my face, "No one works floral past seven."

		

		I entered the cooler, essentially a cold, gray box lined with shelving, a few carts, and buckets stacked with flowers and plastic vases. Matty pushed the doors shut behind us, and rolled a cart full of damaged goods in front of it.

		

		"Do you always bring customers in here?" I asked.

		

		He placed a palm on my chest and backed me up against one of the shelving units, finding the hem of my shirt with his other hand and the flesh of my love handle shortly after.

		

		"Only the hot ones." Matty said as he dropped to his knees, undid my belt and pulled my pants down to mid-thigh. “I love girls like you.”

		

		“L-like me?” I sputtered out. But his actions took my words away once again.

		

		In one practiced movement, he hooked his thumbs in my waistband then slid my jeans down and off, and I couldn’t help but give a little gasp of satisfaction as my tight pants were removed, allowing my ‘puppy’ more room to breathe.

		

		He pressed his face against my tented cute pink panties, inhaling deeply. I felt his pierced tongue tracing over my womanhood as it grew harder and strained against the silky material. He teased the head of my girldick with the stud, dragging his wet muscle along its length. I could feel his saliva soaking into the fabric, dampening it with hot drool.

		

		When he was finished with his nuzzling his thumbs returned to my waistband and yanked my panties down.

		

		WHAP! All nine inches of my thick, veiny cock popped free from their confinement and slapped down onto Matty’s angelic little face.

		

		He gasped. I giggled. And then he returned to his nuzzling, this time on bare flesh.

		

		Without any more hesitation, he hastily craned his neck to engulf my throbbing bulb between his succulent lips. His tongue pressed along the underside of my tip, and I felt the trail of his piercing lather my pride. Little Matty's lips wrapped around the head and his tongue flicked out, caressing the dripping bellend and slurping up a mouthful of my pre-cum. When I looked down at the boy, his wide-eyed surprise was replaced by a glazed, blissful expression as his lips slid further down the smooth shaft, and as he went, a low gurgle of pleasure reverberated from his throat.

		

		“Hoooly shiii-” I cried out as I watched, in shuddering astonishment, as my shemeat slowly disappeared into the sexy teen's pouty lips.

		

		I placed my hands on his head and ran my fingers through his hair as he took more of me into his warm, wet embrace, steadily sinking deeper and deeper until I bumped the back of his mouth. Instead of inhaling more however, he quickly pulled his head back up and started teasing the ripe crown of my cock with his tongue.

		

		“Fuck…” I hissed. “You’re good at this.”

		

		Matty groaned, letting the leaking fuckpole slip out of his mouth and licking up my length with a pleading expression on his face.

		

		‘Mmmm,” I purred as I flexed my cock, letting it rise and slap down against his pouty lips.

		

		I grinned, pressing my dick against Matty's lips until he opened up and it broke through, painting the teen's tongue with another spurt of precum. I reached down and grabbed the kid's head in my hands, driving my hips forward and watching as my fat cock slid into the humming, gurgling bottom boy.

		

		“Oh… That’s a sweet mouth…”

		

		Little Matty gave a long, whimpering moan, his lips fluttering along my girlcock, stretching his lips wider and wider as it sank inside. The seconds burned as he swallowed, quickly inhaling more than before. I felt my cockhead slip into the throat with a slight, muffled ‘POP’ and even more of my shemeat disappeared.

		

		For a moment I thought he might choke, when his eyes fluttered and I felt his throat convulse. But after looking down and judging the sparkle in Matty's eyes as I slid my fat cock deeper into his gullet, I realized that he was my favorite kind of slut – one who knew what he was, and enjoyed it.

		

		Finally my smooth, aching balls hit his chin. I bit my lip and enjoyed the view - all of my veiny length sheathed inside the femboy’s face. His eyes watered, but he looked up at me throughout, murmuring sweet nothings with a mouthful of meat.

		

		We stayed there, locked in the moment, my cock brooding in the tight boy’s windpipe. I watched his nostrils flaring, then tears streak down either cheek, but holding his head without regard. It had been so long since my womanhood had been sucked properly… so long since I was milked for every drop I was worth… And in that moment I was going to make that little blonde slut pay for all my years of neglect.

		

		More tears streamed. More muffled gurgling followed. I felt his body spasm. But I loved every second of my well-earned throating.

		

		Until I felt my orgasm brewing.

		

		There was no way I was done with my new little whore. Not by a long shot. So with a quick smile I moved my hand, and the boy reeled back, ejecting my wet, slippery cock and gasping for air.

		

		He collapsed back to his knees, panting like a dog who had just ran a triathlon.

		

		For a second I almost felt bad.

		

		But then he looked up at me and smiled.

		

		Fixing his posture, he reached up, wrapping his dainty little hands around the base of my glistening muscle. Then Matty leaned in, his tongue lapping up a pearl of sticky precum on the end of my thick weapon. He broke into a grin at my guttural moan, wrapping his lips round the fat head once more; and he was again rewarded with a low growl and another spurt of juice. Just like before, somehow even more seamless though, he slid his puffy lips happily down the shaft.

		

		I shoved my long dick back into Matty's throat, grinning as the kid gurgled and slurped around it. He wasn’t fighting, not pulling away, just wrapped around my cock, a hot little hole that loved being used.

		

		I wrapped my hands in the teenager's luscious, golden hair, watching as those pillowy lips slid down my pulsing cock.

		

		“Careful, bitch.” I hissed. “You’re gonna make me cum if you don’t stop.”

		

		I pressed down; there was a hot little popping noise as my dick breached the twink's throat again, and Matty gave a little gurgle as I went balls deep once more.

		

		I could count on one hand the amount of times anyone had actually taken me all the way – and I wasn't counting the time an ex-boyfriend had taken the whole thing and then quickly yanked himself off it, coughing and gagging and spewing obscenities. But this – holding my fat cock deep in a throat, balls pressing against someone's chin, feeling a set of throat muscles rippling up and down my shaft – this was fucking amazing. I couldn’t believe I had given up the feeling. 

		

		Well… almost. Not counting here and now.

		

		I gripped the teen's hair tighter, pulling him up and off my fat cock before jamming it down again. The little whore gurgled louder as it broke back into his windpipe, but I was insistent, pressing down hard as his throat ballooned. As his body twitched, trying to figure out the invader, he arched his back, forcing the two fat globes of his bubble butt to rise up behind him. I looked down, past his distended lips and rolling eyes, along the curve of his back, right to the plump, perfect mounds, and let out a low chuckle of appreciation.

		

		It continued like this for a while; sometimes I would grab the boy’s head and use it as a fucktoy, bouncing it up and down my dick for a few minutes until I ran out of steam; other times Matty took the lead, willing impaling his mouth and throat onto my seething rod.

		

		His rampant tonguing went on for what felt like hours. He would suckle the tip and inch a bit more down my shaft every so often, before rearing back and tickling the end with that metal stud  before starting all over again.

		

		All the while, I couldn't take his eyes off little Matty's fat, wiggling butt; the happy little cocksucker was having the time of his life as I had my way with his mouth, but now I wanted more. His lips were swollen, his hair was a mess, his chin was dripping with the now-familiar mix of spit and precum; he was being used, and he loved it.

		

		Eventually, he looked into my eyes, slid off my cock with a lewd, wet SLURP, and answered my prayers, "I want you to fuck me."

		

		This was a lot more than I had planned for my visit to the supermarket, but there was no mistaking how perfect his ass was, so I obliged him, "Turn around."

		

		He did, and I pulled his pants down to his ankles. Freed from his company-issued khakis, his ass looked even better. Two big, twin, fatty orbs that looked like they belonged in a rap video, not some teen boy. I slapped it, and Matty squealed. Then I leaned forward, grabbing one obtuse mound in each hand, spreading them open to reveal a pink, winking, hairless hole, impossibly tiny. I massaged both his asscheeks, pulling them apart while I kneaded them and salivated at his smooth, starfish-shaped delight.

		

		“Mmm, what a nice little pussy you have,” I growled, “looks delicious.”

		

		He scooted back, aligning my cock between his bubbly orbs. I used my hands to pull at his nubile backside, wrapping his buttocks around my shaft while rubbing my cock along his crack. 

		

		I almost didn’t realize it, but I was drooling. And a second later, watched my saliva splatter down onto my veiny, waiting member, still wrapped around his buns. The sensation was bliss, I was too turned on to stop. So in a slow, deliberate fury I rubbed my spit-covered cock over his hole, clamping his hefty buns around my shaft as I moved.

		

		He moaned as I fucked the cleft of his ass, lathering it in and more-and-more saliva as it came. I clenched his cheeks around my cock, fucking the smooth, meaty crevice with a building lust. 

		

		Fuck. It was time.

		

		I reared back and slapped my thick, dripping tip against the tiny little entrance; it didn't look possible, but the thought of breaking this little teen hole in half had my dick throbbing like never before.

		

		I gave little Matty's ass a sudden, hard slap and he yelped; that high-pitched, effeminate yelp of his rattling around in the echochamber that was the cooler.

		

		“You ready, bitch?”

		

		“Fuck yes,” He mewled.

		

		Matty groaned, arching his back further, presenting his tiny little hole to my throbbing, leaking, hungry weapon.

		

		Then finally, cock aligned, I pressed the head of my dick against his little, willing, shivering asshole. If I was going to do this, I was gonna have to make it quick. I was on a timetable afterall. So I pushed my cock in, hard and forcefully.

		

		The teenager wailed as I punctured him.

		

		I watched his head roll back on his shoulders and a hand struggle for grip, but his muscles relaxed and I slid into him with minimal resistance. This little slut had been fucked before… and recently.

		

		“Fuuuuuck,” I groaned, hips sinking forwards as my big dick sliced into the helpless little teen; the tiny hole stretched wide around my cock. I looked down, remembering the precious little hole from seconds ago, now marveling at how wide it had stretched; the sight of Matty's hot little body, breaking underneath me, pumped blood into my groin as more and more of my cock slid into the crumbling little passage.

		

		With a deep, primal grunt, my hips jerked as I planted my whole cock into Matty's hungry hole. My hands gripped his slender, tapered waist; and I looked down at the fat globes of the boy's bubble butt pressed against my pelvis. Fully stemmed, my massive dick twitched, forcing a low, guttural moan out of the skewered boy.

		

		I pulled back a few inches and then slammed forward, driving home with a heavy slap; Matty gave another low moan as his body was driven forward, my dick striking his prostate like a battering ram.

		

		I pushed my length all the way in, and slowly pulled out, then entered him again. With one hand gripping Matty's hip and the other one on his fleshy love handle, I fucked him fast and hard. The shelf he had braced himself on rattled as I slammed into his hungry boyhole again and again. His head went back and he moaned, high-pitched and feminine…

		

		Just like I like them.

		

		I told him to shut up and he smiled in response. I gripped him tighter, watching the muscles of his back tense as I pounded into his beautiful heart-shaped ass.

		

		To say I fucked little Matty would be an understatement; I practically turned him inside out. My big dick punched that twinky little teen’s butthole like there was no tomorrow. All the while, on wobbly legs, with an asshole stretched beyond belief or repair, Matty was in heaven; dazed and drooling, but in heaven nonetheless.

		

		My heart was racing and I felt my orgasm approaching. Matty must have been able to tell I was close because he pushed his ass back in time with my strokes, humping with whore-ish abandon.

		

		“Fucking christ,” I gasped as I slamfucked the hot teen hole in front of me. “I'm so bloody close. You’re so fucking tight.”

		

		Then he looked over his shoulder at me, and answered my prayers, "Cum inside me."

		

		I grabbed his hips and pushed my full length inside him. I felt my muscles tighten as he clenched his ass around me with a hungry groan.

		

		Matty's moans hit fever pitch as my hips became a blur, hammering into him.

		

		Pinned between the shelf and my voluptuous body, his eyes rolled back in his head and his tight little body jerked – as his tiny inches of ignored hardness twitched and blasted a jet of cum so thick that it actually audibly splattered against the rack in front of us.

		

		When little Matty came, his already-tiny little hole clamped down around my monster cock like a vice; I slammed in deep, squeezing the teen's tiny little waist and yelling out in pleasure as my balls churned.

		

		My cock lept and I came hard, shooting deep inside his boyguts, blasting jet after jet of thick, potent seed into the teenager's brutalized hole.

		

		I stayed hilted inside for a moment, feeling his breathing in time with my own.

		

		Then I pulled out with a wet ‘SLURK’ and watched a sticky stream of pearly, white cum leak out of his hole and down his puffy taint. To my surprise, he only remained there for a second before catching his breath, pulling his pants up, and pushing his hair out of his face.

		

		With a quick spin he kissed me and said, "Well, that was fun. But I gotta get back to work!"

		

		He smiled and spun again, leaving me standing in the cooler, bracing a shelf behind me and panties around my ankles.

		

		When he reached the door he turned to me, smiled, and winked.

		

		With a belly full of jizz and a stretched, leaking hole, that little blonde tramp skipped off back to the sales floor with a huge smile on his face.

		

		Meanwhile, after fumbling back into my pants, I made my way home.

		

		“Hey, honey.” My doting husband said as I walked in the front door. He was in the kitchen, stirring marinara sauce.

		

		“H-hey,” I managed, trying to hide my bewilderment.

		

		But he just kept staring, as if he knew my sin. I looked back at him, having difficulty looking him in the eyes.

		

		“What?” I finally asked, as innocently as I could.

		

		He blinked, then looked me over.

		

		“You uh, forget something?”

		

		I looked myself over. What the bloody hell did he mean?

		

		“Huh?”

		

		He chuckled, laughing at me not with me.

		

		“The pasta. You said you were going to stop at the store for me. Remember?”

		

		Images of my shopping cart, filled with groceries, sitting idly by the store’s backroom, flashed through my minds’ eye.

		

		“Oh, bloody hell…” I huffed.

		

		He just kept laughing and stirring, laughing and stirring.

		

		I bit my lip, thinking for a second, then shrugged.

		

		“Heh. Guess I’ll… have to go back!”

		

		THE END

		

		

		

		Don't forget to check out my other works! :3

		--

		
			Breaking Bobbi
		

		
			Challenge Accepted
		

		
			The Counselor and Her Client
		

		
			Double Trouble
		

		
			Goddess
		

		
			Hot Tub Twinks
		

		
			Lumberjacked
		

		
			Morning Jog
		

		
			Nadia, The Bull
		

		
			An Orc's Prize
		

		
			Party Favor
		

		
			Penthouse Plaything
		

		
			Pirate's Plunder
		

		
			The Plumber’s Pipe
		

		
			Pond Side Surprise
		

		
			Secret (Futa) Ingredient
		

		
			Security Breach
		

		
			Shemale Workout
		

		
			Stranded
		

		
			Morning Jog
		

		
			Train Ride Tryst
		

		
			Turned Out by Two Futas
		

		
			Turning Taylor
		

		
			Wrong Turn
		

		

		Or my Bundles!

		

		
			Chance Encounters
		

		
			Crossdresser/Caught
		

		
			The Complete Bobbi Saga
		

		
			The Complete Workout
		

		
			The Double Penetration Bundle
		

		
			Oral Fixation
		

		
			The Sissy Starter Pack
		

		
			The Turned Out Bundle
		

		--

		Don't forget to follow me on Twitter for news and updates:

		@JordanBaileyOfficial or https://twitter.com/TehJordanBailey

		

		You can also help support me on Patreon here:

		
			https://www.patreon.com/jordanbaileywriter
		

		

	OEBPS/Images/image-DNEEI0NQ.jpg
Jordan Bailey





