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I KNOW THIS IS GOING to sound crazy, but I’ve had a crush on the guy that cleans my work for almost a year. True story. The thing is, I didn’t know how to tell him. 

Most of the guys at the office where I work figured out quickly that I was trans. The few who didn’t were warned off before they actually took me out by other guys in the office. 

Depressing as that is, it was still better than getting halfway through dinner and movie before having to explain my life story to some horny coworker. I can’t even imagine how embarrassing it would be having them make a scene, or how awful it would feel waiting for them to make up an excuse to leave. 

That’s not my idea of a good time. I’ve been comfortable in my skin as a transgender woman for over a year and I don’t have anything to prove or explain to anyone. Either you like me, or you don’t. I don’t honestly care.

I have a good job that accepts me for who I am. The guys may not always be kind, but my female coworkers treated me with love and respect from the start. I couldn’t ask for a better group of gals to be honest. I’m grateful.

When it comes to dating, I’ve met most of my lovers online or through friends. I never even considered fantasizing about anyone at work until I laid eyes on Ricky one morning finishing up cleaning from overnight. We locked eyes and I felt my heart pound, my breath left me, and my sissy clit ached to be stroked by him. 

I felt his eyes moving over my body, drinking me in right down to my new breasts, felt his raw lust for me, and grew weak in the knees. I was at a loss for words, thrown completely by his needy gaze. 

Ricky was young. His muscles showed under his work shirt. His eyes burned with passion for life. I wanted to know what it would feel like to be pinned under him with every fiber of my being. 

He complimented me on my skirt and excused himself. I stood there like an idiot, daydreaming of being taken over my desk in front of my coworkers by the viral stud. Days passed, turned into weeks, and I found myself fantasizing about him throughout the day. I even closed my eyes with a lover I met at a club and pretended it was him!

Simply put, I was obsessed.

I never dreamed I would get what my heart desired until one of my coworkers, Susan, let me know he was into me. I told her as dreamy as that would be, going out with the beef cake cleaning guy, there was no way he’d still be interested if he knew I was trans. 

“Don’t be so quick to judge,” she warned me. “The boys around the office let him know your big secret when he asked about you.”

“Of course, they did,” I fumed.

“And....” Susan said, cutting off my negative rant, “and he wasn’t turned off by it.”

I froze, my heart beating hard in my chest, butterflies in my stomach.

“He wasn’t?” I managed in a squeak. 

“Not at all, sweetie,” Susan assured me. “From what I heard he was more excited than before they’d told him. Todd was a bit particularly hung up on that point.”

“Fuck Todd,” I spit.

“Damn right,” Susan agreed. “And focus on how you’re going to make time with that hot piece of man, girl.”

We both laughed. Susan read mind-blowingly filthy romance novels and tended to say 

inappropriate things. The only trouble was, more often than not, they came out sounding funny rather than naughty.

I’ll admit I barely recall the rest of that day. All I thought about was Ricky. I barely made it home and to my bed before I was ripping off my panties and masturbating. Thank Goddess I keep a huge bottle of lube and all the sex toys, clean and ready, on the nightstand. 

What can I say? I’m just a horny sissy slut!

I turned up my stereo so my neighbors couldn’t hear my moans. Sissy hole properly lubed and ready, I worked in a glass plug slowly, savoring the silky feeling of the warmed bulb as it caressed and massaged my sensitive pucker. With my free hand I teased my nipples, pinching slightly so a hint of pain mixed with the pleasure. 

“Oh yeah, Ricky,” I moaned, working the sex toy in and out of my ass. “Take me, stud! Fuck me like your sexy little sissy bitch!”

I closed my eyes and imagined that Ricky was working me open wide enough to take what I dreamed would be a bulging cock the size of a large, tan banana. 

“That’s it, baby,” I cooed to my imaginary lover, rolling around on my bed in bliss. “Take me! Use me! Fuck me!”

I could feel my sissy clit stir to life as I plunged the glass toy in and out of my body. It wasn’t enough to hit my special spot. It was just the warmup. I reached over and took my favorite vibrator off the stand, the big one with the purple tip and realistic cock veins all over it. 

“Time to fuck me deep, Daddy,” I purred, licking at the head. 

I set the glass plug back on the stand, now hot from my asshole, and worked the purple vibrator head around my well lubed orifice. 

“That’s it, Ricky,” I purred, imagining my lover getting ready to penetrate me for the first time. “Sink your fat, juicy prick deep into my hot, tight, sissy pussy.”

I arched my back, adjusting the vibrator so it sank into my slick chute, driving it deep inside me. Peels of bliss immediately rang through me as I let out a gasp of delight at the incredible sensation.

“God that feels good,” I whispered to myself, feeling grateful once more that I was freely living as a transgender woman. “Now to add some extra umph to this fantasy.”

I felt for the end of the vibrator and twisted it on, turning the setting up to a strong, steady buzz. Ripples of pleasure ripped through me. Closing my eyes once more, I leaned back and fucked myself on the vibrator, picturing Ricky’s eyes, hands, and chest as I did. 

Within minutes my sissy clit was rock hard and drooling sticky, clear precum all over me. I was so close but just not quite there. I reached down and cranked the dial to maximum on my vibrator. That did the trick.

“Oh my fucking God,” I cried out as the Ricky-shaped sex toy caused my sissy clit to twitch and flick strings of joy juice on me. 

My nipples were rock hard. I reached up and gave them both strong squeezes, each time feeling myself edge closer to release. 

“That’s it, Daddy,” I cried out to my dream lover. “Don’t fucking stop! I’m gonna... CUM!!!”

A wave of bliss crashed over me as my sissygasm arrived. Hot showering cum rained down on me, hitting my chest, face, and open mouth. My sissy clit fired burst after burst over me like a sprinkler. My asshole clenched tight onto the purring vibrator with each pearly blast.

I was at a loss for words. I expected the intensity to pass but it just kept going. I came so hard and so long it knocked the wind out of me. At last, when I was no longer able to focus, I fell back on my bed and let the vibrator slip out of my ass. It lay buzzing on the sheets for several minutes while I fought to regain my breath.

At last I managed to shut it off and feel back on my bed. I was just too exhausted to get up and clean myself off. I felt almost as if I had actually had sex with a rough lover. Was I losing my mind? This was a whole new level of obsession I’d never imagined before!

In my mind, I pictured Ricky’s smile. It was the last thing I saw before drifting off to sleep. 
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SADLY, THE NEXT FEW weeks offered few sightings of my dream lover. I came in early dressed up, but he was only around a couple times, and we never crossed paths. During that time, I spent more than I care to admit in batteries. My normal sex life all but died. I went out a few times with potential new lovers but none of them were Ricky. 

I was fixated! I started realizing that if I didn’t do something about it, I might not be able to move past it. I needed to fuck this guy and get him out of my system. Every day I dressed up, did my makeup extra cute, even prepped myself for casual sex – just in case – and every night I came home frustrated at not having seen him. 

It was pure torture!

I was almost ready to give up my fantasy when I got assigned to work a weekend shift organizing the company’s old client files. It pays double so I always volunteer. Shoes are not cheap, and neither is makeup! I wouldn’t have gotten it either, but Susan told the boss to give it to me instead of her.

When I got there, I quickly figured out why. I had the place to myself all morning, make quick work of the stacks left out by each office team. Just after noon, I was interrupted by a familiar voice. 

“Hello, beautiful,” he said, sending chills up my spine. “Your friend Susan told me you’d be here all alone this weekend. She told you’d like it if I dropped by.”

Instantly I felt my legs go weak. I turned to see he was wearing a ripped shirt and tight jeans. He had the most amazing smile and a twinkle in his eyes when he looked at me. I wanted to scream in joy, but I managed to keep it together.

“I’m glad she did,” I said, making my way to him. “You’ve been on my mind a lot lately.”

Ricky adjusted his bulging crotch and smiled.

“You’ve been on mine too,” he smirked. “I was hoping we could get to know each other better.”

I said nothing, bracing myself. 

This is it, I thought, wanting to pinch myself to be sure I wasn’t dreaming. This is really happening. He’s going to kiss me! At last!

He leaned in and roughly kissed me, forcing me back against the desk. His hands slid over my back and found my supple ass. He slipped them under my skirt and felt me up over my panties, hungry and forceful.

I felt a burst of heat rise through me as he kissed down my neck, his hands squeezing my bubble butt. My sissy clit stirred, swelling with excitement in my sexy pink satin panties. 

It’s a relief to know he won’t be surprised by my sissy clit, I thought as I let myself relax.

“Don’t worry,” he whispered in my ear, “I locked the door behind me. No surprises my love.”

He’s going to fuck me right here on this desk at work, I realize in surprise. I can’t wait!

I started to whimper in anticipation. His touch sent ripples of excitement racing through me. He slid his right hand between my legs, finding the shaft of my sissy clit and stroking it lovingly up and down over my panties. I moaned with excitement, and he kissed me again on my open mouth, our tongues finding each other and dancing slickly together.

I felt my sissy clit leaking in anticipation!

Forcing me back onto the desk completely, Ricky raised my skirt to my waist. He hooked his fingers into my panties and pulled them down, kissing my trembling inner thigh as he worked them free. Staring in fascination, he took my trembling shaved smooth sissy clit in his hands and slowly jacked me to full arousal. 

I threw open my legs, giving him a full view of my shaved balls and sissy pussy. I rolled back my head and let out a wail of excitement as my hot new lover used his big, sexy muscles to jerk me off! His head was so close to my body I could feel the heat of his excited hot breath on my eager sissy asshole. Precum leaked down from the tip of my sissy clit freely like a little river as my body began to tingle.

Ricky licked it off his fingers, making me gasp and produce more with a twitch of my sissy clit.

“You taste delicious, girl,” he said. “As a pansexual, I’ve had a sissy lover or two. You are by far the most beautiful I’ve ever laid eyes on.”

My sissy clit twitched again at his words of praise, my face burning as I blushed. Ricky wet his fingers and gently massaged them on my sensitive pucker. Leaning over he drooled saliva onto them, slowly working them into me. 

I gasped once more as he drove two then three fingers deep into me, working them in and out like a pump. Soon I was freely moaning with pleasure and begging him to fuck me. 

“What a sweet sissy pussy you have,” he said, working me open with more fingers. “It’s so tight, so hungry for me.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I gasped, feeling stretched wide. 

It was such a shock to look around and see this was all happening right in the middle of where I worked every day. I could see my coworker’s desks, the pictures of their spouses, their coffee mugs and inspirational posters. And there I was, totally exposed, with a gorgeous man fingering my asshole while my sissy clit wagged in delight. 
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