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Excerpt

 


She pressed her mouth against mine. I closed
my eyes and parted my lips, letting her tongue in. Her fingers
pumped in and out of me, frigging me through a glorious orgasm,
while she held me up with her other arm. When I was able to hold
myself up on my own, she let go and walked to the door, sucking my
juices from her fingers. I collapsed in the chair while she locked
the front door, flipped the sign, and pulled down the shade.

 


She sauntered back,
sexily. I watched her body, she walked with the smoothness of a
lioness. She came around and knelt between my splayed legs.
This can't be happening! She took my head in her hands and pulled my face to hers. We
kissed once again. Oh... It's really
happening! Her tongue was warm, wet, and
knowing.

 


Her hands slid over me, finding my breasts
and squeezing them. She undid my blouse, then slipped her hands
around the back and undid my bra. With nervous fingers, I returned
the favor and loosened her top. When I got it open, she reached
behind and unhooked her lacy brassiere. I have nice, C-cup breasts.
I've always felt good about them. Hers, however, dwarfed them.
Real, firm, and with the most succulent pink nipples. As she played
with mine, I tentatively reached for hers. I squeezed them gently,
feeling their size and heft, marveling at how soft and smooth her
skin was. My thumbs found her nipples and I pinched them, eliciting
a moan from her.

 


We kissed again, then she traced
little kisses back to my ear, our bodies pressed together – breasts
to breasts and flesh to flesh. Exquisite! Her hot breath tickled my
ear, sending a tremor through my being. My pussy gushed anew. I
could feel my juices leaking...

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Futa in Heels: My First
Lesbian and Trans Adventure

 


 by Amanda Mann

 


I find it hard to believe that there are a
lot of people who think a couple of hundred dollars is nothing.
Nobody fixes anything anymore because a replacement "only" cost a
hundred dollars. Or two. I'll tell you, though, that's not anyone
in my family, that's for sure.

 


We never really had anything "new" that was
genuinely new. Except for food, I suppose. Everything else was
handed down, donated, bought at the Goodwill, or off of Craigslist.
I grew up never having an actual new piece of clothing unless it
was given to me by a friend at one of the few birthday parties my
family could afford to throw me when I was younger. Sometimes I
would score something really cool, second-hand – usually out of
luck – and the other kids at school would compliment me on my
outfit. Most times, though, not so much. Most times, though, they
were just cruel.

 


I was trying hard to break the cycle that
had enslaved generations of my family. I was going to junior
college part time and working full time. I rode the bus to and from
everywhere whenever I couldn't get a ride, which was most of the
time. Yeah, I was pretty enough – or at least female – to get
offered rides from dudes but they always wanted something in
return. For forty bucks a month I didn't have to risk carpal tunnel
syndrome, lockjaw, or getting attacked. All-in-all, public
transportation seemed like a good deal.

 


The bus stop for the route home was right in
front of this boutique shoe store. Every night was pretty much
torture, as I looked at the display in the front window. There are
two kinds of people in this world. Those who understand what shoes
mean to a woman and those who are just ignorant about life. About
everything. There was one pair of heels in particular. I just had
to have them. I came to the conclusion that wearing them could
change my life.

 


It's not bad when you do the math. Life
change, $189.99.

 


Plus tax.

 


So, five nights a week, I stared into that
window and every day I managed to put just a little more away. I
scrimped, saved, and cut back everywhere I could. I remember early
on when I was looking in the window, a woman came out of the store.
Usually, the place was already closed. I figured she worked there
or maybe even owned it.

 


She was beautiful. A tall and slender
blonde. Great body, large breasts, a tight dress that showed her
perfect curves to perfection, and the longest, shapeliest legs I've
ever seen. Like movie star quality. And, of course, an incredibly
beautiful pair of heels. Not the $200 kind, either. Probably two or
three times that. Actually, my eyes went right for the shoes and
then I slowly worked them up, taking everything in. When I got up
to her beautiful, symmetric face, she was looking right at me. She
smiled and said, "Hi." I got really self-conscious, mumbled
something only remotely sounding like a response, and walked away,
beet red. Of course, I had to come back when the coast was clear. I
still had a bus to catch to get home.

 


I didn't see her again after that. In my
mind, she was my ideal. THAT'S who I wanted to be like. For all I
knew, she was just like me at one point until she realized you had
to "dress for success," as the saying goes. After that, I had
dreams about her where we were friends. Later, we were more than
friends. That was strange because while I wasn't exactly a virgin,
I was where women were concerned. Okay, I kissed a girl at a party
two summers back but it was just a dare and I didn't really like
it.

 


No matter how hard I tried, I couldn't seem
to break the $150 mark. Every time I got close, something would
come up and I'd have to take out ten or twenty bucks. One time, it
was forty. At that rate, I was never going to get those heels. I
finally decided what I needed to do was to go into the store and
just touch them or something. Make them more real in my mind so I
would try harder. I stuffed all $148 and change into the nicer of
my two purses, put on the best skirt and blouse I had, my good
shoes, and rode the bus down there on my day off.

 


Then I marched up and down
the street, two doors down, trying to get the courage up to
actually go in. More than anything, I didn't want to be judged. I
had been judged all my life and I don't think I could have handled
it at the shoe store, too, if it happened. Especially if
she was in there. That
would break my heart. Finally, I screwed up enough courage and went
inside.

 


There she was, my blonde goddess. It had
been nearly three months since I had seen her that one time. Inside
the well-lit store, smelling faintly of lavender, with soft music
in the background, I instantly realized that none of my dreams or
fantasies had done her justice.

 


I'm five-six and I think that's pretty good.
I think she towered over me by half a foot. Everything about her
was perfect. Every wavy long blonde hair was in place and her teeth
were so white, shiny, and perfect, making the red of her lipstick
on her lush, symmetrical lips pop against them. Her body was trim
and athletic. Because of what she was wearing, I couldn't see but I
just knew that she had a thigh gap. I did, too, but mostly because
we didn't have enough money for food, not because I ate right and
worked at it. "Hello, and welcome," she said, her voice so soft and
lilting. It was music to my ears. "How may I help you today?" She
smiled, waiting for my response.

 


"I, uh..." The butterflies
were obnoxious in my stomach. She knows I
don't belong here! "I..." Whatever it was
that I was supposed to be doing, I couldn't go through with it.
Seeing her there... Her beauty was distracting, breathtaking. My
heart was racing and it was getting hard to breathe.
This is a mistake. I had
to get out. I turned to leave.

 


"Please don't go," she
said. It wasn't exactly a plea, that wouldn't be her. It was
almost... Well, it was almost like a command. Either way, I
stopped. Calming my breath, slowly, I turned. She approached me,
holding out her hand, escorting me to some chairs in the middle of
the small shop. "You don't have
to have a reason to be here," she said. "Why
don't you have a seat and rest for a moment? Would you care for
some tea?"

 


I decided to stay – for a minute or two,
anyway. I figured it would be rude not to take her up on her
gesture. I liked ice tea but I had a feeling she didn't mean that.
In a place like this, I reasoned, she meant real tea – hot tea –
which I had never had. But, when it Rome, as they say... "Yes,
please," I said. I took a seat and she went behind the counter and
poured some tea, asking me how I took it. I pleased myself with my
quick response. "I'm in the mood to try something different," I
said. "However you take yours. Surprise me." I thought I sounded
more grown-up than usual. She smiled.

 


"The adventurous type, I
like it." There was something about the way she said that,
something I couldn't quite put my finger on. Is she flirting with me? I thought
about it for a moment. No, don't be
silly, I concluded. It's just business. That last
thought made me a little sad but I kept my front up. She brought
out the tea a minute later, handing one to me. She took a seat
opposite me, crossing her long, lean and well-tanned legs, then
took a sip from her own cup. "How do you like it?" she asked. I had
just taken a sip and found it wonderful. I told her so.

 


"I think it's the best cup
of tea I've ever had," I said. It was the truth and the best part
is, it made her smile even more. I liked that, though I had to
admonish myself not to get too worked up, repeating,
it's just good business. Boy, how I hated that.

 


She started chatting with me about my life,
my school, and my plans for after. Almost anything but shoes. I
felt strangely at ease with her, telling her so much about myself.
No one had ever done that with me and it felt so good. And every
time I thought I was talking too much, I'd stop and ask her a
question. Somehow, her answers always lead back to me talking,
though.

 


Before I knew it, she set down her cup and
moved to a fitting stool, pulling it right in front of me. I didn't
think anything of it when she slipped off my shoe. She rubbed my
foot, gently, talking about my contours or something – I'm not
really sure, I was fazing in and out. Why? Probably because I was
looking straight down her cleavage. I couldn't help it. Her voice
was so soft and sexy, yet commanding without being overbearing. Her
body rocked. This was the woman I had dreamed about. Fantasized
about. And she was right here, literally at my feet. She looked up.
I swear she caught me looking down her top but she didn't say
anything.

 


"What do you say we get
you measured, properly?" By now, I was so relaxed, especially with
her. Almost like we were friends, she had put me so at ease. I
stood and we did just that. "Now, were you looking for anything in
particular?" I was about to answer when she added, "Or... would you
like to try on a few?" I looked around. Oh boy, did I ever want to
try on just about every shoe in the place! I briefly wondered if
she would let me, then I thought better of it. In the end, I
figured I really didn't need to fall in love with some $800 pair of shoes so I
told her about the ones in the window.

 


"Oh, yes," she said, her
eyes lighting up. "Excellent choice. I have a couple of pairs of
them at home. You have amazing taste." That made me smile. She came
back with a box and sat back down before she opened it right in
front of me. My nose was filled instantly with the fine fragrance
of top-quality shoewear. They smelled wonderful and were so
beautiful, I wanted to cry. Then, when I remembered I still didn't
have enough money for them, I really wanted to cry.

 


Taking one out, she set the box down beside
her, then reached over and took my foot. I felt like Cinderella,
having that glass slipper put on. And the fact that it was this
beautiful blonde goddess was at my feet, doing it, was really
turning me on. I had never felt anything so amazing. I thought she
would stop there but she was giving me the full treatment, taking
off my other shoe and slipping the matching heel on, strapping it
in place. When she was done, she invited me to stand up. I did just
that.

 


I felt a hundred feet tall! "Come, look,"
she said, excited for me to see what she was seeing. She escorted
me to a full-length mirror on the wall. When I took my first step,
I nearly toppled. They were twice as high as what I was used to, on
the rare occasion when I got to wear something other than flats.
She caught me, her perfume filling my senses, the heat of her body
pressed against mine increasing my longing.
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