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Annabeth sat down on one of the stools at the hotel bar and sighed. It had been a long day of meetings, the third day in a row, and she was tired and needed to kick back. She was only in town for another day before she flew back home, and the limited time meant every day was jam-packed. She was glad her work was picking up her tab, something she was taking advantage of. It was the least they could do after all she’d done for them on this trip.

Annabeth was still in her work clothes, a stylish gray pants suit that gave her a powerful feminine silhouette and often left the men she had meetings with speechless. Her white blouse underneath her jacket kept her modestly covered, yet she often found men staring at her breasts anyway. Annabeth’s brown wavy hair was pulled into a stylish ponytail. Her makeup was understated; a nude lipstick was all she needed on her plump lips, and champagne eyeshadow highlighted her caramel eyes, but she couldn’t resist black winged eyeliner to give a bit of sharpness to her look. She was used to getting people’s attention, and she used it to her advantage for work.

Annabeth caught the attention of the bartender, a large beefy man wearing a red plaid button-up shirt and jeans. He had black hair combed back off his face and deep blue eyes and his round cheeks had a hint of stubble. His nametag identified him as “Hank” and he smiled kindly at Annabeth when she ordered, keeping his eyes on her face rather than roaming all over her body like a lot of men did. He placed Annabeth’s order, an expensive whiskey, down on a coaster in front of her before moving onto the next customer at the end of the bar.

Annabeth sipped her whiskey slowly. Even though she didn’t want to be bothered, she didn’t relish the idea of going up to her empty hotel room. She enjoyed the low noise of the few people sitting in the booths talking, the soft music playing in the background, and the clinking of ice cubes in glasses. She nursed her drink, allowing herself to unwind after the hectic few days she’d had.

“Hey, Hot Stuff,” a man said, sidling up to Annabeth.

He was tall, average-looking, and had a smarmy look on his face that said he expected Annabeth to be instantly impressed by him. Annabeth wasn’t. Behind him and a little off to the side stood another man, presumably a friend, and he looked between Annabeth and the man who had spoken like a slobbering dog.

“Not interested,” Annabeth said, angling her body away from the man and taking another sip of her whiskey.

“Excuse me?” the man said, a hint of aggression in his tone.

The man’s friend took a step closer, flanking Annabeth. She glanced between them, self-preservation warring with her urge to tell the two men off. Annabeth was about to speak when the bartender appeared.

“Are these men bothering you?” Hank asked, squaring his shoulders and staring the two men down. Hank was burly, built like a bear, and his extra padding didn’t make him any less intimidating.

“Yes,” Annabeth answered, relieved that Hank was stepping in to help her.

The two men exchanged a look, silently debating whether to cut their losses or cause a scene.

“Fine, you’re not hot enough for this kind of trouble, you stupid bitch,” the first man said. Both men withdrew, scuttling away to whatever hole they had climbed out of.

“Thank you,” Annabeth said, heaving a sigh of relief.

“No problem,” Hank shrugged. “It’s part of the job.”

“It’s kind of not.” Annabeth tilted her head. “You wouldn’t believe how many guys, bartenders, ignore men like that and look the other way.”

Hank scratched the back of his neck, uncomfortable with the praise.

“Yeah, well...” Hank trailed off, unsure how to take the compliment, “For what it’s worth, those guys are assholes and you’re attractive enough for plenty of trouble, but not, you know, sexual harassment because that’s bad.”

Hank’s cheeks went red, and he instantly looked like he regretted speaking at all. Annabeth’s heart instantly melted. All day at work she was surrounded by arrogant men who constantly spoke nonsense with confidence and thought nothing of it. Hank was a breath of fresh air. And he was hot to boot.

“Thanks,” Annabeth said with a laugh.

Annabeth struck up a conversation with Hank, asking him about his job and how often he had to deal with unruly patrons. In turn, Hank asked why she was in town. The conversation moved onto more general topics, and they found out they had similar taste in books and movies. Annabeth asked Hank to show off his mixologist skills and make her something interesting. He made Annabeth a sophisticated cocktail that had her moaning in delight when she tasted it. They talked for almost two hours, Hank serving customers in between, although it wasn’t particularly busy, being a weeknight.

“My shift is about to end,” Hank eventually said to Annabeth, sounding regretful.

Annabeth felt more relaxed after the drinks and conversation. She was pleasantly buzzed, but not tipsy, and she wasn’t ready for the night to end. Her lonely hotel room was all that was waiting for her. It didn’t have to stay lonely, though.

“Do you want to come up to my room?” Annabeth asked. She’d never been shy, and the alcohol was only emboldening her.

Hank's eyes went wide as he processed what Annabeth had said.

“Um...” Hank hesitated.

“If you don’t want to, you can just say,” Annabeth said.

“No, I want to!” Hank said, the words spilling from his mouth quickly.

Annabeth smiled hungrily, and Hank licked his lips. Annabeth led Hank to the elevators, her heels clicking loudly in the empty lobby. She noticed she was almost as tall as him in her high heels, but Hank was so broad he didn’t appear short.

“There’s just one thing,” Hank said nervously as they waited for the elevator to arrive.

“Oh?” Annabeth asked, curious.

“I’m trans,” Hank said quietly.

Annabeth blinked, surprised but not alarmed. From the outside, Hank looked like any other big man.

“That’s not a problem for me,” Annabeth said honestly.

“Really?” Hank asked with a mixture of hope and skepticism.

“Really.” Annabeth locked eyes with Hank to make sure he knew she was serious, “Besides, I’ve dealt with enough dicks today.”

Hank laughed, a gruff rumble in his chest. They stepped into the elevator together and Annabeth pressed the button to take them to her floor. They rode the elevator in companionable silence, the sexual tension between them rising. Annabeth couldn’t wait to get her hands all over Hank’s body, to feel his hands all over hers. The walk to Annabeth’s room seemed to last an eternity, both of them drawn to each other like a magnet. Hank stood close to Annabeth as she let them into her room. The hotel room wasn’t anything special; it had a comfortable bed, a desk, a tv, and the bathroom door was near the entrance. It could have been a dank hole or the most luxurious hotel room ever for all Hank and Annabeth cared, though. They only had eyes for each other.

Hank pinned Annabeth to the wall the second the door was closed. He captured her mouth in a slow kiss, their lips sliding together sensuously. Annabeth could feel Hank’s faint stubble against her smooth skin. As he pressed against her, his larger body completely dwarfed hers. Annabeth was in heaven. She grabbed Hank’s plaid shirt, balling her hands into fists and holding him close. Hank’s hands held Annabeth’s waist, firm and safe. Hank licked into Annabeth’s mouth, deepening the kiss gently. She opened up to him, reveling in the soft way he was treating her. His fleshy stomach and chest pressed against her thin frame, making her knees go weak.

Hank broke the kiss, only to suck kisses along Annabeth’s jaw and down her neck. His hands began to wander, feeling her out, tracing the edges of her body. Annabeth brought her hands up to rest on his big shoulders, almost hugging him to her as his clever mouth sought out the sensitive spots on her neck. Arousal blossomed in Annabeth’s stomach, a warm glow that left her wanting to melt into Hank.

“I want to eat you out,” Hank said between kisses to Annabeth’s neck.

Annabeth’s pussy tingled at the words.

“Fuck,” Annabeth said in a sharp exhale. “Please, yes.”

Want reared up in Annabeth’s core, the soft arousal turning more primal and desperate. Hank started pushing at her jacket, his kisses growing more urgent. Together, they divested her of the jacket, and Hank pulled back and immediately started undoing the buttons on her blouse, revealing her white bra. Even in his rush to get her undressed, Hank couldn’t resist kissing Annabeth’s chest, dragging his lips over the swell of her breasts. Hank got Annabeth’s blouse off even while he kissed her breasts and, once it was on the floor with her jacket, he reached behind and unclipped her bra. The bra fell to the floor too, and Hank cupped Annabeth’s breasts, squeezing them softly. His mouth immediately went to one of her nipples, sucking the small pink nub to hardness. He switched breasts, sucking and nipping at her other nipple.

Annabeth clutched at Hank, and pleasure flowed through her. Her nipples were rock hard under Hank’s attention, straining for his mouth and fingers. Her pussy was getting wet, reminding her of Hank’s request. Annabeth needed his talented mouth between her legs. Hank must have read her mind; his hands drifted down her stomach to the top of her trousers. He unbuttoned them quickly and pushed them down Annabeth’s legs. Annabeth was wearing matching white panties, and Hank cupped her through them, applying pressure to her pussy through the thin fabric. Annabeth bit her lip, pressing herself against Hank’s meaty hand.

“I want you naked too,” Annabeth said, her fingers going to the buttons on Hank’s shirt.

Hank let Annabeth undress him, pulling his hand away from her pussy reluctantly. Annabeth unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his hairy chest and stomach. The shirt joined Annabeth’s clothes on the floor. Hank hadn’t had top surgery, and Annabeth was glad. His chest was fleshy, and it matched his big stomach. Annabeth stroked her hand down his chest, loving the feeling of his hair beneath her fingers. She stroked her fingers over Hank’s stomach, all the way down to his jeans. She unzipped them, and they fell to the floor with the rest of the discarded clothes, leaving Hank in just his boxers.

Annabeth was about to start on Hank’s boxers when he grabbed her by the waist and spun her around toward the bed with a growl. He was strong, and Annabeth loved it. He all but flung her onto the bed, and she landed on her back with a giggle. Hank took off his boxers as Annabeth watched. He revealed a bush of pubic hair that obscured most of the view, but between the folds, his t-dick was erect and visible, protruding about an inch. Annabeth swore her pussy got even wetter at the sight. She held out her hand, beckoning Hank onto the bed.

Hank joined Annabeth, crawling up the bed until he was face height with her pussy. He curled his fingers into the waistband of her panties and tugged. Annabeth lifted her hips, and he quickly divested her of her panties, revealing her hairless pussy. Hank pressed kisses into her thighs, encouraging her to spread her legs open more. He moved toward her pussy, teasing her by taking his time until Annabeth was panting and rocking her hips, desperate for touch. Hank held Annabeth’s legs open with his hands and finally buried his face in her.

Hank licked his way from Annabeth’s entrance to her clit. He kept his tongue flat and broad and moaned as he tasted her. He lapped at her clit, starting softly. Annabeth groaned and threaded her hand through Hank’s hair, holding his face to her pussy. His fingers dug into her thighs, and he ate her out. He alternated techniques, paying attention to Annabeth’s response and repeating the things she seemed to like the most. He shook his head from side to side before rapidly flicking his tongue over her clit. She moaned and tugged on Hank’s hair. He sucked at Annabeth’s small clit, letting out a pleased laugh through his nose as Annabeth’s back arched and her legs trembled.

“So good,” Annabeth said breathlessly.

Hank moved one of his hands from Annabeth’s thighs to play at her entrance. Annabeth responded by trying to grind down onto his fingers, desperate to be filled. Hank slid just one finger in at first, loving the feeling of Annabeth’s wet folds. He searched for her G-spot and knew he’d found it when Annabeth’s hips jerked and her fist tightened in his hair. He added another finger, and Annabeth groaned at the small stretch in her pussy. Hank pumped them in and out of her while continuing to lick and suck at her clit. Annabeth was in heaven, panting and moaning and whining. Hank pushed his fingers in deep, stimulating that sensitive spot at the end of Annabeth’s vagina and making her tremble.

The constant changing of techniques left Annabeth a wreck. Her pleasure built and built, but Hank always avoided pushing her over the edge by changing it up before she could get there. It was delicious agony and only made Annabeth’s pleasure greater.

Hank pulled his mouth back for a moment to give his hand space. Annabeth’s hands fell to the bed and fisted the sheets underneath her. Hank fucked Annabeth with his fingers, using his strength to drive them into her, pumping in and out and up and down. He practically vibrated his fingers inside her, making Annabeth feel like she might explode, but stopping right before she did. He pressed his mouth to her again, giving his arm a rest and sucking her clit hard. Annabeth whimpered, her orgasm just on the brink but not quite there. The suction on her clit was strong, making her whole body clench with the intensity. He stroked Annabeth inside, his fingers making a come-hither motion.

“I’m gonna cum,” Annabeth whined, finally feeling the edge approach.

Hank pulled his mouth back and fucked her with his fingers again. He was merciless, treating her pussy roughly, and she loved every second of it. Annabeth came with a choked cry. She squirted all over Hank and the sheets, soaking both. Her back arched in an almost impossible bow as her whole body spasmed with the force of her orgasm. Her pussy pulsed, dribbling out more cum. Hank slowed his fingers and put his mouth back on Annabeth’s pussy, licking up her cum. Annabeth quivered as Hank licked her clit once again, deepening the aftershocks of her orgasm and extending it.

Annabeth’s orgasm finally faded, and Hank sat back on his heels, surveying the mess she’d made. His eyes were dark with lust, his chin dripping with her cum. He reached down and rubbed himself with the same fingers that had been inside Annabeth, using her cum as lube.

“Let me,” Annabeth said, still panting. “Want to make you feel good.”

Hank nodded and scooted up the bed. With Annabeth’s encouragement, he straddled her chest. Annabeth loved the feeling of his weight on her, of being surrounded by his thick thighs. She stroked up his hairy thighs to between his legs, then used one hand to spread his labia and expose his dick. He was about two or three inches long, poking out hard and flush between his hairy labia. Annabeth used her other hand to jack him, gripping him between her thumb and bent forefinger. Hank let out a shuddering breath, feeling relief and excitement at finally being touched. It took Annabeth a few moments to get the angle and technique right. She spat on her fingers to provide more glide. Hank’s hips jerked as she jacked him more smoothly. He balled his hands into fists on his thighs. Annabeth rolled the excess clit hood over Hank’s dick like it was foreskin, loving the way it looked and the way Hank responded with a pleased grunt.

Hank gazed down at her, biting his lip as she pleasured him. His eyelids fluttered closed as she rubbed her thumb over the tip of his dick, stroking the most sensitive part. Hank rocked his hips, fucking into Annabeth’s fingers, taking his pleasure from her as much as she was giving it.

Seeing the way Hank responded to having his glans touched, Annabeth lifted her head and flicked her tongue over it. Hank groaned deeply, his hips jerking. Wanting more, Hank moved forward a little, giving Annabeth better access. She happily buried her face between his legs, licking his dick while she stroked it with her fingers. Hank cupped the back of her head, helping her stay in position as she blew him.

It wasn’t long before Hank’s orgasm was approaching. He started fucking Annabeth’s face, and she encouraged him, moaning into him and squeezing his dick harder. Hank came with a growl, his hips stuttering, his dick twitching. Annabeth stroked and licked him through it, only stopping when Hank sighed with satisfaction and pulled her head away. She rested her head on the pillow, looking up at the big man sitting on her who had just made her cum the hardest she ever had in her life. Annabeth’s body still hummed with pleasure; her pussy was still sopping wet and throbbing with post-orgasm bliss.

Hank caught his breath and got off of Annabeth’s chest, collapsing on the bed next to her. Annabeth rolled over and tucked herself into his side, avoiding the wet spot she’d made with her cum.

“You were the best part of this trip,” Annabeth purred. “Tell me when you’re up for round two.”

Hank laughed quietly, his belly jiggling.

“Just give me an hour or two,” Hank said, his eyes roaming over Annabeth. “Maybe less.”

The End
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“Oh shit. Shit!” Stacy muttered before she could stop herself. She was aware of the gaze of her friends coming to her, but she didn’t look up from the table.

“What’s gotten into you?” Kimberley asked.

Stacy wrinkled her nose as she contemplated admitting the truth. A few seconds passed before she finally did so.

“The guy in the white shirt standing over there at the counter, is he looking across here?”

Kimberley took a discreet glance. “Yeah, he’s looking.”

“Shit,” Stacy let out under her breath again.

“He’s kind of cute,” Candice said after taking a peek across the bar. “Do you know him?”

“Um, yeah,” Stacy answered. “Well, I used to. He was a friend of my older brother, but he won’t recognize me.”

She lifted her gaze to see cheeky grins on the faces of her friends.

“It’s not fucking funny,” she hissed.

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” Kimberley teased. “Won’t he be blown away when you tell him the truth?”

“I’m not fucking telling him anything,” Stacy blurted out.

She wanted to look across the bar again, but couldn’t bring herself to do so. John was cute. She’d always thought so, but she decided against confessing to her friends that she’d had a crush on him. That had been when she was a boy and had to keep those feelings hidden deep inside.

“Maybe your brother told him,” Candice said.

“No,” Stacy replied with a shake of her head. “He wouldn’t do that. They’d kind of gone their separate ways even before my transformation, anyway. If I remember rightly, John left town to go to college.”

“Well, he’s obviously back now, so go and let him in on your secret,” Kimberley said with a snigger. “You obviously had a thing for him, and maybe he’ll get it up for how sexy you are now. A little slut like you should be into kinky shit like that.”

“Get lost,” Stacy bleated. “No way am I doing that.”

In unison, her friends lifted their drinks and finished them.

“Oh, you bitches,” she complained when the empty glasses were held out to her.

“Same again,” Kimberley said.

“I thought you were my friends,” Stacy protested.

“We came out this evening to get laid,” Candice said. “You can’t let a perfect opportunity like this pass you by. It might end up being something special.”

“And it might not,” Stacy countered. “He’ll freak out if I tell him the truth.”

“There’s only one way to find out,” Kimberley said, and a smirk played on her lips when she made a show of starting to get up. “How about I tell him for you?”

Stacy grabbed the empty glasses and rose to her feet. “You stay where you fucking are.”

She waited for Kimberley to drop back on the seat before moving away from the table. Her heartbeat began to hammer as she walked across to the serving counter, partly down to nerves and partly down to excitement. In truth, she couldn’t make up her mind if revealing her secret was a good move or not.

It came as no surprise when John made a move. He’d always been a confident bastard who went after what he wanted and, on this occasion, what he wanted appeared to be her. A couple of hours of drinking with her friends had made Stacy merry, but she knew exactly what she was doing and decided to put him on the back foot right from the off.

“Hey, John. Long time, no see.”

The surprise registered on his face and the silence was a sign of his mind working overtime in an attempt to figure out who she was.

“Sorry,” he eventually replied. “I don’t recall–”

“No, you wouldn’t,” Stacy cut in. She didn’t say any more because the barman was waiting to take her order.

“What can I get you?”

“Three glasses of red wine,” Stacy replied.

The barman nodded before moving off to get the drinks.

“You have me at a disadvantage,” John said.

“I guess so,” Stacy replied.

A close-up view showed he was just as good-looking as she recalled, and memories of masturbating about him in her youth popped into her head. That had been a good few years previously, but she could imagine doing the same thing again.

She suddenly found herself hoping that the encounter might lead to more than that, however. There was no way of knowing how John would react to her secret, but she knew she’d have to tell him.

“Do I get a clue?” he asked.

Stacy started to enjoy the game she was playing, and a smile flitted across her lips as she looked at him.

“Sure you want to know?” she asked.

“Of course,” John replied. “I’m surprised I don’t recall such a pretty face.”

“Well, you never did pay me that much attention,” Stacy replied.

Her smile widened when she saw the consternation on his face.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Stacy,” she replied. She paused for a second before going on. “Stacy Martin.”

She turned away from him when the barman placed three glasses of wine in front of her. Reaching in her bag, she brought out her wallet to pay and kept her eyes on the man behind the counter. She was all too aware of John’s gaze staying on her, but he said nothing.

When the barman returned to give Stacy her change, she put it away and returned her wallet to her bag. She then picked up two of the glasses and turned to John. It was time to reveal the secret and see his reaction.

“You’ll remember me as Stevie Martin, though.”

She held eye contact until she saw the penny drop, then moved away before any more was said. A burst of nerves hit her as she walked back to the table and put the glasses down in front of her friends.

“Well?” Kimberley asked.

“Is he still there?” Stacy asked.

Kimberley took a glance. “Uh-huh. Still there and looking over here. Did you tell him?”

“Last thing I did before coming back,” Stacy replied.

“Doesn’t look like it scared him off,” Candice said. “He’s now ordering another drink. Get back over there.”

Stacy lifted a hand and brushed her fingers through her hair. “How do I look?” she asked.

“Like someone who’s just about to have an amazing night,” Kimberley replied with a snigger.

“Have fun,” Candice said. “And call me tomorrow to let me know how it went.”

“And me,” Kimberley said.

Stacy nodded and straightened up. She took in a deep breath before turning around and walking back to the counter. John’s gaze fixed on her, and she wasn’t quite sure what to make of the slight smile on his face.

“Are you serious?” he asked when she reached for her glass.

Stacy felt the need for a drink and brought the wine to her lips.

“Uh-huh,” she answered.

“Fucking hell,” he let out, shaking his head. “Who’d have thought? Little Stevie Martin. I just remember you as an annoying brat.”

“Still am,” Stacy replied with a smirk.

“Just prettier now,” John replied.

That he was still happy to talk with her showed he was cool about her revelation. Discussions of old times quickly moved on to her transformation from boy to girl. She didn’t hold anything back. When the offer of a drink at his place came, Stacy knew she wasn’t the only one having risqué thoughts about where the meeting might lead. It was no surprise when she looked across the bar and saw that her friends had already left.

“Sure,” she agreed, turning back to John. “A nightcap would be nice. Is your place far?”

“Taxi ride,” John replied. “Shall we go?”

Stacy nodded her agreement and felt a prickle of anticipation when he held out a hand. She willingly took it and let him lead her outside. It didn’t take them long to hail a cab. The driver set off when given the address.

Nothing was said. It didn’t need to be. Their actions were everything, and they showed Stacy that she was about to enjoy more than a fantasy of the man she’d had a crush on. His thigh pressing against hers was no accident, and she knew the signal she was giving by not pulling away. It brought more than a prickle of anticipation.

The flutter of heat between her thighs made her want to squirm around on the seat, but she stopped herself from doing so. John’s thigh pressed harder against hers, and she wondered if the teasing game was getting him erect, although she didn’t find out until the journey came to an end.

John paid the fare before they got out of the vehicle. He took Stacy’s hand again and led her inside and up the stairs to an apartment on the second floor. Even before he opened the door, the heavy tension erupted in passion. Stacy shuddered when his hungry kiss pushed her against the wall. She pushed her belly against his already-engorged cock.

John shoved a hand under her skirt, and she did nothing to stop it from going all the way up between her legs. The stroking caress of his fingers played on her panties, making her legs tremble as the kiss continued. She let out a gasp when their lips broke apart.

“Are you going to show me your perfect body?” John asked.

“Not here,” Stacy replied, but she still did nothing to make him pull his hand from between her thighs.

The tight contractions of her muscles brought fluttering spasms that felt so good, and she wanted more. The desire made her push toward his fingers that were rubbing against the outline of her pussy through her panties.

“Here is as good as any place,” John replied with a laugh. He took hold of her skirt.

“No, wait,” Stacy gasped, but she was too slow to stop him dragging the material up her legs. “We can’t do this here.”

She grabbed her skirt to stop him from pulling it any higher, then glanced both ways along the corridor. There was no one in sight, but what they were doing was dangerous. A door could open at any time, and it was both mortifying and exhilarating to think they might be caught playing in public. John seemed intent on risking it, though.

“Please,” he begged, dropping to his knees.

“Get up,” Stacy hissed, looking along the corridor both ways again.

When she turned her gaze back to John, she saw him leaning in. A stifled squeal spilled from her lips as she got her hand to his head. As soon as she let go of her skirt, he shoved it up.

“Stop,” she gasped, but John was in no mood to listen.

He forced his head forward and pressed his lips on her panties. The rush of hot pleasure made Stacy give in almost immediately. She grabbed his hair to hold on as his tongue wriggled between her thighs and found the outline of her pussy lips through the material.

The intimate touch weakened her legs, and she pushed herself back against the wall to hold herself up. She heard the gasping breaths when John pulled back. His hand slid up her thigh, and it was only the sound of footsteps on the stairs that stopped him from easing her panties aside.

“Stop, stop,” she pleaded in a panicked whisper, shoving his head back.

She grabbed her skirt and pulled it back down as John scrambled to his feet. He pulled his keys from his pocket, unlocked the door, and pulled Stacy inside the apartment. He slammed the door shut, and there was no chance for her to say anything before the passion erupted again. Another kiss shoved her back against the wall, and she could feel the throbbing pulse of his fully erect cock against her belly.

The urge to grope it was one she couldn’t resist, and she forced a hand between their bodies. The move brought the kiss to an end, and John looked down at what she was doing before bringing his gaze back up to her face.

“I thought you might still have one,” he teased her.

“I did at one time,” she threw back. “Is that what you like? A girl with a dick?”

“Know anyone like that?” he asked.

“Maybe,” she said with a smirk. She gripped tighter around his erection. “All I can offer now is a finger.”

She lifted her hand from his crotch to his chest and shoved him against the opposite wall, then dropped to her knees on the floor. Leaning forward, she kissed along the hard bulge, then backed off and loosened his pants. The thrill of being a bad girl for a guy she knew before her transformation got her more excited than ever before.

She dragged his pants down and heard him groan when she grabbed his erection through the thin material of his boxer shorts. When she glanced up, she saw him wincing. She let go of his cock and told him to turn around.

“Fuck,” John gasped, but it was clear he wanted to play the kinky game when he spun around to face the wall immediately.

Stacy slid her hands up the back of his thighs and slipped them under his boxer shorts. John let out a louder groan when she sank her fingernails into his ass cheeks. His hips jerked forward, pressing his groin against the wall.

“Take off your jacket and shirt,” Stacy ordered.

It was a huge turn-on to take control and have him do what she wanted. She kept groping his ass until he finished stripping. Pulling her hands out from under his boxer shorts, she reached down and untied the laces of his shoes. Before long, he was standing in only his underwear.

“Hands against the wall,” Stacy said. She landed a spank on his ass.

As soon as he was in position, she grabbed his boxer shorts and dragged them down. Then she slapped her palm on his naked skin. The sound of John’s cry excited her. She leaned forward to kiss the small of his back, then trailed her tongue down the crease in his ass. When she moved back, she got her hands back to his buttocks and dug her nails in again to spread them apart.

“Is this what you want?” she asked. She leaned forward and slid her tongue across his tightly clenched asshole.

“Yes, yes,” he let out in a hoarse rasp.

“If only I’d realized what a pervert you were when I was younger,” Stacy teased him.

When she let go of his ass, she extended the middle finger of her right hand and sucked on it to coat it in spit. She eventually pulled it out of her mouth.

“Show me that pretty hole,” she ordered.

John pressed his forehead against the wall and braced himself so he could get both hands to his butt. The second he spread his cheeks, a slippery touch brushed across his asshole, and it sent shuddering tremors down his legs.

“I think I found myself a bad boy,” Stacy said.

She forced her left hand through his thighs and cupped her fingers around his balls. John gave a stifled groan when she squeezed.

“You like that?” she asked.

John’s voice was husky when he answered.

“Yes.”

He tightened his grip on his buttocks and spread them wider, and Stacy leaned in and swept her tongue across his asshole. She kept licking until it was soaked, then pressed her slippery middle finger against it. John pulled his right hand away from his ass to get it to his erection. His hips juddered when he began stroking his fingers up and down to give himself more pleasure.

“That’s what I used to do when I thought about you,” Stacy said, sniggering as she tightened her grip on his balls.

John let out a curse when she forced her finger harder against his asshole. The slipperiness of the spit lubricated the penetration, and she could feel the pulsing contractions of his sphincter muscles as she forced her way past the tightness. She let out a gasping laugh when the resistance melted away and her finger slowly eased all the way inside.

“Are you fantasizing about t-girl cock?” she asked with a snigger.

There was no answer to her cheeky question, but she was all too aware of the way John’s masturbating took a quicker pace. He was really getting off on the kinky action, but she knew he’d stop short of making himself cum.

The game was only starting, and she was sure at some point his lust would be turned to her. His groans rang out when she started to stroke her finger into his asshole while pulling down on his balls. She could feel the quivering pulse of his anal muscles as she kept finger-fucking his tight hole until he finally let go of his erection.

“Too much for you?” she teased. She buried her finger knuckle-deep a final time before slowly extracting it.

John spun around and pulled her to her feet immediately. There was a breathless excitement in the way he hustled her along the hallway and dragged her inside a bedroom.

“Take your fucking clothes off,” he said.

“You do it,” she replied, backing away from him.

Her gaze flitted down to the way his raging erection jutted out from his groin. It showed just how badly he wanted her, and she let out a giggling squeal when he quickened his pace to stalk her across the room. She was brought to a stop when her legs knocked against the bottom of the bed, and she let out another squeal when he shoved her down onto the covers.

He was on top of her immediately, his fingers opening the buttons of her blouse while they kissed. She writhed around as his weight pressed down on her and let out a gasping breath when he lifted his head. The only thing on his mind was her tits, and he dragged the sides of her blouse apart and yanked her bra down.

She grabbed his hair when his head dropped to her chest. The touch of his brushing kisses made her skin tingle, and her back arched up to push her body toward the caress of his tongue sliding into her cleavage. Hot shudders ripped through her, and she tightened her grip on his hair and pulled his head up.

“Are they pretty?” she asked.

“Perfect,” he replied, forcing his head back down to her tits.

Stacy was caught in the grip of an open-mouthed excitement. His lips wrapped around an already-stiff nipple and sucked on it, and a flush of hot arousal rippled down between her thighs.

“Just like that, yes,” she encouraged him, tightening her grip on his head to pull it down harder onto her breast.

His tongue rolled around her nipple before he sucked again, and she felt the erect nub stretch out when he forced his head up. When it popped free, a groan burst from her.

“Don’t stop,” she told him.

His mouth came down on her other nipple, and she gasped when his teeth grazed across it, bringing a flutter of pain to the pleasure. The way his lips then wrapped around the stiff bud took her breath, and her body was on fire by the time he lifted his head. She pushed on it to get more, and he happily obliged by kissing down her body to the waistband of her skirt.

She fumbled with the button at her hip, but John wasn’t about to waste time taking her skirt off. He dragged it up, and she lifted her ass to expose her panties. He shoved her legs apart, and her buttocks clenched tightly when she felt the kiss between her thighs. Her back arched as she pushed toward the caress of his lips.

“Yes,” she groaned when John’s tongue slowly trailed along the outline of her pussy lips.

The way he then ripped the material aside showed his hunger for her, and she pushed toward the kisses on her naked pussy. His tongue slipped inside and his lips stuck to her slick skin as he greedily licked her out. There was no controlling her writhing movements as her excitement mounted toward a climax. She groaned when his head pulled back.

“So close,” she let out.

His tongue swept along her pussy a final time before he scrambled up her body. She could taste herself on the lips that pressed on hers, and she lifted her head up to crush their mouths together. When John ended the kiss, he pushed himself up on straight arms, and it was him giving the orders now.

“Put it in.”

Stacy got a hand between their bodies and grabbed hold of his erection, then eased her panties aside with her other hand. She guided the tip to her slick opening, but held on for a few seconds, enjoying the feeling of the hot, throbbing pulse of his lust. When she let go, she was rocked by the ferocity of the penetration. John’s hard cock drove all the way inside and took her to the very edge of losing control.

“Fuck me hard,” she gasped.

She got her hands around his body and grabbed hold of his buttocks and sank her nails into his flesh again. She got what she wanted when a forceful thrust crashed between her spread thighs. Her body tensed in the prelude to orgasm, which was brought on when John gave in completely to his lust.

Stacy writhed around under him as he powered forward with a growing passion, hammering his cock into her pussy. A rush of hot pleasure filled her veins, and she could barely take in a breath as she lifted her ass up to take harder thrusts while she dug her nails into his ass cheeks to make John ravage her.

The tension returned as her excitement peaked, and she kept her body stretched out tightly until he lost control. He dropped down, making her collapse to the bed, and she clung on tightly to his juddering ass while hot spurts of cum erupted inside her. Their bodies melded together for a few spellbinding seconds until his climax finally began to weaken.

“Fuck,” he gasped as he let his weight slump down.

Stacy pinned was pinned under him, and she closed her eyes tightly as their shuddering bodies stayed locked together in the aftermath of the sex. She could feel the dying throbs of his erection as the power slowly faded from his body, but she eventually shoved him aside and made him roll off her.

She kept moving until she was on top of his heaving body and brought her lips down on his. His arms came around her body and he held her close, and her head jerked up when his hands slid down to grope her ass. A glance between their bodies showed the disheveled state of her clothes.

“I thought you said you wanted to see my perfect body,” she teased him.

“That’s for next time.”

“Is that right?” she said with a laugh. “You think I’ll come back for more.”

“Uh-huh,” he replied. He slid a hand up her body and brushed his fingers through her hair. “I think you get off on being with a pervert who knows you were once a boy.”

Stacy’s laugh was ended when he pulled her head down and brought her lips to his. He was right, she would be back. John obviously had a thing for trans girls, and she wanted to find out all the kinky games that would get her.

The End
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The flutter of nerves wasn’t unexpected when the car came to a stop, although the comment made Samantha feel more uptight than usual.

“You’re ready for this, right?” Cassandra asked.

“Yes, I’m ready,” she replied, looking at her boss. “I’m always ready.”

“This is no ordinary client,” Cassandra stressed. “I’m–”

“I know, I know,” Samantha cut in. “You’ve told me already and I understand.”

Cassandra kept talking, but Samantha tuned out the words and looked out the window toward the building they were parked in front of. She’d expected something more upmarket for a millionaire businessman, although it could very well be that he was looking to keep his activities under wraps and had chosen something less salubrious where he wasn’t as well known.

“Is this his home?” she asked, cutting into the speech her boss was giving.

“Are you even listening to me?” Cassandra replied testily.

“Of course,” Samantha lied. “He’s millionaire Richard Shawcross although that’s not how he started out life, and I’m not just talking about the money. I told you I understand. So, is this his home?”

The pause made Samantha wonder if she was on the verge of receiving a lecture about her attitude. Getting a ride to a job from her boss was unusual, and the last thing she needed was to be on the sharp end of Cassandra’s tongue. That didn’t happen, though. Instead, she got a reply to the question she’d asked.

“It’s one of his homes,” Cassandra said. “Although I’ve no idea how much time he spends here.”

“I thought he’d have a nicer place.”

“Just listen to me,” Cassandra said. “Make sure he gets everything he’s looking for. He could be an important client and bring in a lot of money for the agency if he’s kept happy. From what I’ve been told, this is his first time using an escort and his first time with a girl, so make sure he gets the best experience.”

“Sure,” Samantha said. She looked at the clock on the dashboard. “I better get going, so his million-dollar dick isn’t kept waiting.”

The joke didn’t go down well. Cassandra grabbed her arm as she put her hand on the door handle.

“That’s not funny,” her boss stated. “Don’t come out with any of that smart-ass talk inside.”

“I’m not stupid,” Samantha said. “You picked me for this job because you know I’m the best girl on your books. Just let me get on with what I do so well. I won’t disappoint you. Or him.”

She put a smile on her face and glanced back toward her boss, waiting for the grip on her arm to be released so she could open the door and get out.

“Do you want me to come back for you?” Cassandra asked.

Samantha and shook her head. “I’ll make my own way home.”

“OK, call me when you get there,” Cassandra said. “I want to know how things went.”

The only answer Samantha gave was a nod before she straightened up and turned to look at the building again. She took her phone out of her coat pocket and switched it off, then walked to the entrance. It came as a surprise that there was no concierge inside to greet guests, but that avoided an awkward conversation about who she was. She walked across the empty lobby area to the elevator. The wait for it to arrive was short, and she pressed the button for the seventh floor when she got in.

“OK, get your game face on,” she muttered when the elevator began to ascend. She closed her eyes to help ready herself.

She wasn’t altogether sure what that meant on this occasion, though. Men were easy to handle. She’d been able to wrap them around her little finger since her wild-child teenage years. A trans man was something new for her, though. She knew little more about them than what she’d read on the internet since her boss had informed her of the job the previous day.

The loud ping signaling her arrival at the seventh floor made her open her eyes, and she stepped out to the hallway when the elevator doors slid open. As she made her way along to apartment 7B, she took her coat off to put her outfit on show. The white blouse and black miniskirt clung tightly to her curves, and she ran her hands down over her hips to smooth the skirt into place.

She looked down and loosened another button of her blouse to reveal more of her cleavage, fussing with the white material for a second to get it sitting the way she wanted. Then she threw her shoulders back, sucked in a couple of deep breaths, and reached out to press a finger on the doorbell. When she heard the security chain being released, she put a smile on her face and felt the usual rush of nerves when confronted with a new client.

“Mr. Shawcross,” she said pleasantly, holding out a hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“Please, call me Richard,” he replied. He shook her hand. “Come on in.”

Samantha nodded and moved past him. He closed the door and reached out an arm to her. She gratefully handed him her coat, which he hung up.

“I have a bottle of wine in the lounge,” he said. “Do you like red?”

“Perfect,” Samantha said with a smile.

She waited for Richard to walk past her and followed after him. A glance around the lounge showed a nicely decorated room, although it still wasn’t what she would have expected from a millionaire. Not that she was about to make any mention of that, though.

“Take a seat,” Richard said, pointing to an armchair.

She could sense his nerves, so she waited for him to walk to the sofa, then went to join him.

“This is more comfortable,” she commented as she sat beside him.

He didn’t respond. Instead, he picked up the bottle from the table and poured two glasses of wine. Once he’d finished, he held one out to Samantha, and she took it with a smile.

“Cheers,” she said. She held up the glass before taking a drink.

Richard did the same, and she waited until he lowered the glass before speaking again.

“It’s a nice place.”

“A little bolt-hole I bought to give me a chance to relax,” Richard replied.

“Is that why I’m here?” Samantha asked cheekily. “To help you relax.”

“Something like that,” Richard replied.

Samantha saw no point in wasting time on small talk, so she rose to her feet to take charge of the situation.

“Why don’t we take these drinks through to the bedroom then?” she said, holding out a hand.

She sensed Richard’s nerves again when he hesitated, but understood.

“I’ll be gentle,” she teased him when his gaze met hers.

“Don’t be,” he replied. He reached out and took her hand as he got to his feet.

Samantha kept hold of his hand as he led the way out of the lounge and along the hallway to another door.

“Now, this is nice,” she said with a chuckle as they walked into the bedroom. “I didn’t expect a four-poster bed.”

She pulled her hand free of the grip and walked over to the bed, then lifted her drink and took a sip of wine. Putting the glass down on the small table beside the bed, she threw herself down on the covers.

“You like it?” Richard asked.

“Never made love in a four-poster,” she replied, scrambling to the side of the bed.

She glanced up as Richard lifted the glass to his lips and gulped down a large mouthful of wine.

“We should have brought the bottle,” she said.

Richard lifted the glass and emptied it, then shook his head. “I’ve had enough.” He put his glass down on the table.

When he straightened up in front of her, Samantha immediately reached out and pressed her hand on his groin. His hand caressed her cheek, making her look up, and she saw the excitement in his eyes.

“Time for me to be a bad girl,” she teased him as she slid her fingers to the buckle at his waist. “Are you going to be a bad boy?”

“That’s what I want,” he said.

Samantha loosened the buckle and pulled the belt free of the loops, then dropped it on the floor. She then undid the button and zipper of Richard’s pants and pulled them down. Once he stepped out of them, she leaned forward and brushed her lips on the naked skin just above the waistband of his tight briefs. The flutter of his muscles was all too apparent, and she continued to kiss him as she brought her hand up to cup his balls through his underwear.

“Is this how it works?” she asked, giving a gentle squeeze.

The sound of a groan showed she was doing the right thing, and she saw the material of Richard’s underwear bulging out when she squeezed again.

“Harder,” he urged.

“Like this,” Samantha replied, gripping tighter around his testicles.

His hand came over hers and made her squeeze harder still, and she found herself in a rush of excitement as she helped a trans man come erect for the first time in her life. She heard a louder groan when she nuzzled her lips against the swelling outline of Richard’s erection.

“Take them down,” he said. He dragged his hand from over hers and grabbed hold of his shirt and pulled it up.

Samantha settled her hands on his hips and slipped her thumbs under the sides of his briefs. She looked up as she eased the material down. The waistband caught the head of his erection, but it finally sprang free.

“Take off your shirt,” she said as she dragged the underwear down and made him step out of it.

When she straightened up, she caught his gaze, and there was no missing where he was looking.

“You like them?” she asked, brushing the tips of her fingers into her cleavage.

It was a delicious tease that excited her just as much as him, and his gaze never left her breasts while she undid another button of her blouse. He wrapped his fingers around his balls and his erection stood up straight while she gave him a strip show.

“So pretty,” he murmured, stroking his fingers along his stiff length.

Samantha removed her blouse then reached behind her back to undo the clasp of her bra. A smile played on her lips when she heard Richard’s plea.

“Let me do it.”

As soon as he let go of his erection, she reached out and wrapped her fingers around the pumped-up flesh. He gasped when she squeezed tightly. The breath came rushing out of her mouth when he ripped the cups of her bra from her tits, and his fingers grasping her soft flesh sent a shudder of delight through her body.

“Be rough,” she said. She loosened her grip and stroked her fingers along his hard cock.

She got what she wanted when Richard sank his fingers ruggedly into her flesh and groped her breasts. His thumbs began to rub across her nipples to stiffen them, and she instinctively knew where his mind was going.

“Let’s get this wet for you,” she said, leaning forward.

She pulled his hands away from her tits and ducked down to kiss the tip of his cock. His touch on her head made her glance up, and the eye contact didn’t only excite her while she continued to nuzzle her lipstick-red lips on his glistening flesh. She could see the growing exhilaration on Richard’s face and feel how tightly his buttocks were clenched.

“Feel good?” she asked.

“So good,” he replied with a gasp.

She let a seductive titter spill out before pressing her lips on the very tip again and letting spit roll across the head. Richard eased his hips forward when she brought a hand up and started working the lubrication along his length. The silky feeling of her fingers sliding up and down the trans man’s erection brought out the bad girl inside, and she worked her hand back down to his balls and slid her lips over the head.

She could feel the throbbing of the hard flesh in her mouth as she squeezed his testicles and was in no doubt that Richard was enjoying the moment. His legs started to tremble and his hand touched the back of her head. She brought her hand back up, grasped around the base of his stiff shaft, and started to give the blowjob that was so obviously wanted.

“Yes. Fuck yes,” Richard groaned as she worked her lips along his erection, wetting it with more saliva.

He pressed the back of her neck harder still, so she showed him just how far she could get her lips down his shaft. That proved to be all the way to his balls once she had pulled her hand away from the base, and she didn’t protest when he grabbed hold of her head and held her in place. Her eyes watered as she tried to look up, and Richard eventually relented and let her back off.

“You’re perfect,” he said.

Samantha spilled spit from her lips onto the head of his cock and worked it in with her fingers as she sucked in heavy breaths.

“What are you going to do with it now?” she asked in a teasing voice.

She already knew the answer. She saw the thrilled expression spread across Richard’s face when she grabbed her tits and squeezed them together. His gaze never wavered from her chest while she let spit drop into her cleavage. He followed her onto the bed, and she scrambled into place on the covers so she could rest her head on the pillows.

“You are a bad boy,” she teased him when he straddled her chest.

He threw himself down to all fours over her, and she waited as he lowered his groin. The sound of his moan was almost despairing when his erection settled in her cleavage and she squashed her tits around his full length. His cock was trapped in a soft, slippery vice, and he immediately began to rock his hips.

“Yeah, that’s it,” Samantha encouraged him.

She held onto her breasts tightly as he stroked his cock between them. His hips began to jerk forward harder as the delicious feeling of fucking into soft, lubricated flesh brought out his lust for more. Her tits jiggled as he ravaged them with an insatiable longing to become the man he wanted to be.

His pace finally slowed until he came to a stop with his erection still trapped between her breasts. She shifted her hands slightly and made the swollen head pop out of the top of her cleavage so she could stroke it with her thumbs.

“Are you going to take more than tits?” she asked. She released the grip on her breasts when Richard straightened up and moved back to straddle her waist.

She reached out and brushed a fingertip on his six-pack.

“You like working out, huh?” she said.

“Try to,” he replied.

His gaze dropped to her hand as her fingers slid down and gripped around his erection. She stroked up and down it for a second until he leaned forward and made her let go. Her body tensed when he kissed her cleavage. Most jobs required her to do all the work to pleasure a client, but the roles were suddenly reversed when Richard slid his tongue to a nipple.

She grabbed his head when his lips wrapped around the erect bud and sucked on it, and she willingly let him play as he licked a wet trail back and forth across her chest. It wasn’t long before he kissed lower on her body, and she arched her back to push up against the caress of his lips as they slid down across her belly.

She loosened the buttons of her skirt and lifted her ass to allow Richard to pull it down her legs and take it from her. She spread her legs and slid a hand between her thighs to stroke fingertips along the outline of her pussy as he watched. The material of her panties grew darker, and she liked the way it held his attention.

“Giving you memories?” she teased him.

“You’ve got a smart mouth,” he replied.

“Yeah, I’m told that all the time,” Samantha agreed with a cheeky smile. “Maybe you should show me who the boss is here.”

She let him flip her over when he grabbed her hip. It was only then that she realized she was about to take more than his hand. Cassandra’s words flitted through her head as she watched him scramble to the side of the bed and reach down. She’d been told to give Richard whatever he wanted and knew what that would be when his hand came back into view.

“Shit,” she cursed, forcing her face into the covers to take away the sight of him scrambling back toward her.

His weight settled on the back of her thighs and pinned her legs down, and she grasped the covers tightly.

“That smart mouth will get you in trouble,” Richard said with a hushed laugh.

“I’ll keep it shut,” Samantha yelled when she lifted her head.

It was too late, though. Her thighs trembled when Richard grabbed her panties and dragged them down, baring her bottom for the punishment she was about to receive. But it didn’t come immediately.

The trembling worsened when his fingertips brushed along the crease of her ass, and she clenched her buttocks when the touch pulled away. It was no protection, though. She’d made a mistake taking the belt from his pants when she’d stripped them from him. The sting of the leather strap cracking across her butt made her writhe around, and she shoved her face down on the covers again to stifle the sound of her cries.

“Are you going to be a smart mouth?” Richard asked.

She could hear the excitement in his voice, so she pleaded with him when she lifted her head again. “I’ll be good.”

The belt lashed across her buttocks again, making her cry out, but the burn of pain brought arousal as hot tremors ripped through her body.

“I promise I’ll be good,” she yelled.

It didn’t stop him from meting out more discipline, and her knuckles turned white as she clung onto the covers while the belt continued to torment her buttocks. She gasped when he finally got off her and shoved her legs apart.

Richard’s fingers slid along the crease of her ass again, and this time went lower to brush across her pussy lips. The mix of pain and pleasure left her shaking, and she made no attempt to hold in the sound of her groans. She could tell they excited the trans man behind her when he grabbed at her hips and pulled her ass up in the air.

It put her in a position where she could be used, and there was no doubt she was giving him exactly what he wanted when his lips trailed across her reddened skin. She felt his fingers playing on her pussy lips and got a hand between her thighs to do the same.

“Bad girl,” he let out in a hoarse growl as they both slid touches inside her pussy at the same time.

Samantha turned her head to the side and took in deep breaths as their fingers played together inside her. The kinky game turned her on, and she could feel the building excitement mounting toward a climax.

When Richard’s hand pulled from between her thighs, she got her fingers to her clitoris and roughly stroked the stiffly swollen bud to keep the pleasure growing. His hands latched onto her hips, and she pushed back to the hardness that slipped between her abused ass cheeks. She rolled her hips to grind against his erection and shuddered when his fingers brushed all the way down the curve of her spine.

“Finish it,” she urged.

Richard pulled back, grabbed hold of his erection, and slid it between her thighs from behind. She took hold to guide the tip to her swollen pussy lips and let out a loud groan to show her enjoyment of the thick head splitting her open.

“Yes... Yes,” she cried as hands clamped onto her hips again.

A hard thrust gave her the hard dick of a millionaire trans man, and she pushed back to hold it deep while starting to torment her clit again. The sensations brought pulsing contractions to her inner muscles, and she could feel her pussy gripping around Richard’s erection. She circled her fingertips roughly to build the tension until she was teetering on the edge of losing control.

“Fuck me,” she groaned, and she dropped her hand down and pushed her face back into the covers.

The grip tightened on her hips and her body was pummeled as Richard cut loose. His groin slapped against her spanked ass as he drove forward with a growing passion until he was hammering furiously against her. His thick erection pumped deep into her as the sex came to a high, and there was suddenly no holding back the orgasm as the glorious release lit up in her body.

The rush of pleasure exploded out from her core in a hot flurry of waves that left her shuddering. Her groans of delight seemed to excite Richard all the more, and his thrusts crashed against her harder and faster until the sex was too much for him.

The sound of his cry rang around the bedroom when he lost control, and Samantha couldn’t hold herself up when his weight slumped down on her. She collapsed to the bed and writhed around under him with his cock still buried deep in her quivering pussy. Richard's mind went blank while he kept her pinned down, and his excitement rose to a high that finally ended when a strong shudder ripped through his body.

“Fuck,” he let out in a gasping growl.

He could feel the tremors of her body as the pleasure melted from them both until he finally rolled off her. His hand settled on his chest when he lay on his back, and he closed his eyes to recover. It was only when he felt the grip around his still-hard cock that he looked at Samantha.

“You’re going to call again, aren’t you?” she said and gripped tighter. “Tell me you will.”

His buttocks clenched as he forced his groin up, but he eventually pulled her hand away.

“Can I use the belt again?” he asked with a smirk.

“You’re the boss,” Samantha replied with a twinkle in her eye. “You can do whatever the hell you want if I visit.”

She saw his smile and knew he’d call again. It would be her he asked for. That meant she was going to find out just how kinky a trans man could get when he had a pretty girl to play with.

The End
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Transgender Sex at the Gym: F2M on Female written by Ashley Winters
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Gemma got to the gym later than usual, having stayed late at work finishing up an important project. Most people might have gone straight home, but Gemma knew that a good workout would clear her head. She had her red hair tied up in a high ponytail, out of the way while she worked out, and was wearing skin-tight blue leggings and a matching sports bra. It left nothing to the imagination, showing off her lean but curvy figure. She had wide hips and big boobs, and thanks to all the working out, her thighs were strong, her booty was big, and her waist was trim. She was used to getting attention from men at the gym and usually ignored them. Most of the men thought a good opener was correcting Gemma’s accurate form or explaining things to her like she was an idiot who had never been to a gym before. It was frustrating and exhausting, so she was happy to find that the gym was mostly empty of other patrons this late in the day.

Gemma started on the treadmill after doing some warm-up stretches. She did a twenty-minute run, just enough to get her heart rate going. She would have preferred longer, but the gym had a closing time and she still wanted to do some kettlebell squats before she left. The weights area was empty except for one of the gym’s personal trainers, Mitchell. He nodded at Gemma and gave her a smile, but didn’t ask if she needed help. Mitchell had seen Gemma at the gym enough to know that she didn’t need any assistance.

Mitchell busied himself cleaning some of the equipment while Gemma did her squats. Mitchell was handsome and a total beefcake. He was of average height and muscular, but kept his body flexible, unlike a lot of the men who packed on a lot of muscle. As a personal trainer, Mitchell understood that it wasn’t just about building your muscles as big as possible; range of movement mattered, too. Mitchell had dark brown hair that he kept short. He was clean-shaven and had dark brown eyes that always seemed mysterious and soulful to Gemma whenever she was close enough to see them. He was wearing a loose gray tank top and black shorts. Gemma had heard a rumor from another patron that Mitchell was trans. She’d never have guessed it. Mitchell looked like any other man, with no trace of femininity. Gemma hadn’t given it much thought since she’d heard the rumor. She wasn’t one to judge.

Gemma did a few sets with the kettlebell, enjoying the burn in her thighs and ass as she worked them. As with her run on the treadmill, she would have preferred to spend longer, but she wanted to shower before she headed home and she didn’t have long before the gym closed.

“You’ve got great form,” Mitchell said as Gemma finished her last rep. He was finishing off wiping down the bars of the dumbbells.

“Oh,” Gemma said, the compliment taking her by surprise. “Thank you.”

Mitchell smiled, and the flash of white teeth and the crinkle in his eyes gave Gemma butterflies. One of the side effects of working out for Gemma was that it always made her really horny. More than once, she’d ended up masturbating in the gym showers. It was why she only usually ignored the men in the gym, not always. Sometimes Gemma’s own fingers just weren’t as satisfying as having a partner. It was a gift and a curse, depending on the day, Gemma’s levels of horniness, and who was around to help satisfy her.

“The next time I have a client when you’re around, I should just show them you to demonstrate the right way to lift,” Mitchell continued, sounding genuine.

His sincerity only made him more attractive. Gemma appreciated a man who appreciated her. For the first time since she’d heard the rumor, Gemma wondered if Mitchell was trans. It didn’t matter to her what she would find if she got into Mitchell’s pants. There were plenty of men with big dicks who didn’t know how to pleasure a woman. Gemma would rather grind against someone who cared about her pleasure, or cum on their fingers, than be fucked by a cock that only saw her as a convenient hole.

“I’m happy to help any time.” Gemma smiled, taking a few steps toward Mitchell and cocking her hip. “With whatever you need.”

Gemma didn’t miss the way Mitchell’s eyes quickly flicked down to her hips, her breasts, before landing back on her face. There was a moment of hesitancy where Gemma could see that he was trying to figure out if she was flirting with him.

“Be careful, I might take you up on that,” Mitchell said, his voice going a little lower, more suggestive, more intimate.

“Don’t threaten me with a good time,” Gemma said, tilting her head and invitingly licking her lips. She was desperately horny and not interested in being subtle. Mitchell was just her type, strong and buff and respectful. If he turned her down, her pride wouldn’t be wounded for too long. She was a self-assured woman. She’d get herself off and go home, only a little disappointed. But if Mitchell was interested, she had a feeling she’d be going home deeply satisfied.

Mitchell took a moment to respond, looking at Gemma with an assessing stare. He was hard to read, but Gemma didn’t think he looked disinterested, only cautious. She blinked up at him, her expression open and inviting.

“What kind of good time are you after?” Mitchell asked, leaning toward her. His eyes flicked down to Gemma’s breasts again. Now Gemma was sure he was interested.

“You, me, the locker room showers,” Gemma said boldly. She always felt braver when she was horny, and it almost always paid off.

Gemma could see the hunger in Mitchell’s eyes, but also the hesitation.

“If we’re going to do this, there’s something you should know...” Mitchell trailed off, afraid to say the next part.

“If this is about you being trans, that’s not a problem for me,” Gemma said, keeping her voice low so no one overheard her. If Mitchell wasn’t out to his colleagues, she didn’t want to be the one to reveal his secret.

Mitchell’s eyes widened in surprise.

“I don’t care what’s between your legs. Just be a gentleman and make sure I cum and we’re good,” Gemma said, quirking her eyebrow as if issuing him a challenge.

Mitchell nodded and took a step closer to her. He was a few inches taller than her. Up close, she could smell his cologne, a musky, masculine scent. Gemma felt her knees go a little weak. His physical presence and his large muscles were doing things to her.

“Go to the women’s locker room,” Mitchell said quietly. “I’ll follow you in a second.”

Gemma smiled seductively. She followed Mitchell’s instructions, her heart beating excitedly in her chest as she walked to the back of the gym where the locker rooms were. A quick glance around told her that she was the only person there. She waited by the bench in front of the lockers, near the door. The showers were off to the side, around the corner.

Mitchell was true to his word, entering the locker room only a few moments later. Gemma didn’t get time to speak before Mitchell backed her against the lockers and captured her mouth in a searing kiss. Gemma fisted her hands in his tank top, holding him close as he kissed her passionately, deeply. Mitchell’s hands ran up and down her sides, mapping her outline, feeling the dip of her waist and the swell of her hips.

Gemma could feel Mitchell’s pecs beneath her hands. His muscular body pressed against hers. If he fucked as well as he kissed, Gemma was in for a wild ride. Mitchell broke the kiss, mouthing along Gemma’s jaw and down her neck. Gemma let go of Mitchell’s tank top, only to hold onto his neck with one hand and his waist with the other. Mitchell’s lips, tongue, teeth all graced Gemma’s neck and shoulders. His hands wandered over Gemma’s body, going around to squeeze her ass, and he made a happy noise as he fondled the firm globes. His mouth trailed down to Gemma’s cleavage, and he brushed his lips over the swell of her breasts, looking up at her with fire in his eyes.

It was only then that Gemma remembered that she was sweaty from her workout. Mitchell didn’t seem to have noticed, or if he had, he didn’t mind. It felt sexy, animalistic, primal. Gemma’s pussy tingled. The combination of Mitchell’s mouth and hands, and the thought she’d just had, ramped up her arousal.

“God, I want this off,” Gemma said, tugging at Mitchell’s tank top.

Mitchell pulled back and let her pull off his top and fling it onto the bench behind him. Mitchell was fairly hairy, dark hair peppering his chest and around his nipples, growing sparser over his stomach and getting thicker again toward his pubic hair. He had twin scars underneath the length of his pecs that only served to highlight his muscles. Gemma reached out and ran her hands over his muscular chest and stomach. Mitchell leaned into her touch.

“Can I give you a blowjob?” Gemma asked, her mouth watering at the thought.

Mitchell shuddered in response, arousal flooding through him.

“Yeah,” he replied. “Fuck, yeah.”

Gemma immediately went for Mitchell’s shorts, curling her fingers into the waistband. She pulled his shorts and underwear down at the same time. She didn’t hesitate when Mitchell’s genitals were exposed, getting fluidly to her knees and staring up at Mitchell with hunger. She helped him step out of his clothes and kick off his sneakers, then placed her hands on his hips, ready to dive in.

“That’s it, suck my cock,” Mitchell said, reaching down to his pubic mound and pulling it up, making his one-inch cock poke forward from between his hairy labia.

Gemma leaned forward and attached her mouth to Mitchell, her lips in an “o.” She worked her tongue against Mitchell’s cock, reveling in the feeling of how erect it was. Mitchell tilted his hips, pressing his pelvis into Gemma’s mouth. He put his free hand on the back of her head, keeping her in place. Gemma sucked Mitchell’s cock, trying out softer, shorter bursts to judge what he liked, but quickly ramping up when she realized that Mitchell’s cock wasn’t as sensitive as a clit in her mouth. It wanted the same treatment as any other cock.

Mitchell groaned as Gemma grew bolder. He rocked his hips, fucking into her mouth, rubbing against her perfect, plump lips. Gemma was a natural, sucking and licking Mitchell’s cock like she was born to do it. Her fingers dug into his hips, and she moaned happily as he fucked her face. He moved his hand from his pelvis and grabbed onto Gemma’s ponytail, using it as a handhold for better purchase, tugging on her hair as he thrust into Gemma’s talented mouth.

Gemma moaned passionately, loving the feeling of Mitchell using her mouth to pleasure himself. Her pussy ached and throbbed between her legs. She didn’t think she’d ever been so turned on before. Mitchell smelled musky and masculine. His coarse pubic hair rubbed against her face as she buried it between his legs. She alternated between long, strong sucks and working her tongue against him. She rubbed her tongue against the tip, loving the way it made Mitchell’s legs quiver, then licked the whole length, enjoying the feeling of his erect cock. Gemma’s chin was wet with her own spit mixed with some of the slick that was beginning to leak from between Mitchell’s labia.

Mitchell started to moan and grunt, his orgasm beginning to build. Gemma was blowing him as if her life depended on it. She was enthusiastic and passionate. She looked up at Mitchell with big blue eyes, her pupils blown from arousal. Mitchell pulled more on her hair as he rocked his hips faster. Gemma moaned again, her eyes rolling back in her head from pleasure. The moans vibrated through Mitchell, only adding to his pleasure. He could see the way Gemma was shifting restlessly and squeezing her thighs together as she sucked him. Gemma was getting off on blowing him and the knowledge was only ramping up Mitchell’s arousal.

Mitchell came with a deep grunt. He held Gemma’s head tightly, fucking her as he splashed his cum onto her chin. Gemma sucked him through it, her nose buried in his pubic hair, her lips and tongue still working on him. Mitchell’s hips snapped with each pulse of his orgasm, grinding himself into Gemma’s mouth. It took all of Mitchell’s strength to stay standing through his orgasm; it felt like Gemma was sucking his brains out through his cock. Finally, as his orgasm started to fade, and he became sensitive, he pulled Gemma off his cock. She looked up at him adoringly, her lips wet with spit, her chin slicked with saliva and cum.

“Filthy little minx,” Mitchell said, feeling his cock twitch at the debauched sight of Gemma. “We should get you in the shower to clean up.”

Gemma nodded eagerly. She couldn’t wait to be naked. She wanted Mitchell’s hands and mouth all over her. Mitchell helped her to her feet and immediately started pulling at her clothes. Her breasts bounced free once her sports bra was off. Mitchell’s hands went straight to them, squeezing and fondling them. Gemma’s nipples hardened, and Mitchell lowered his mouth to them, licking and nipping at the twin nubs. Gemma sighed happily, her body finally getting the attention it craved. She could feel it in her pussy as Mitchell stimulated her boobs and nipples. Her pussy pulsed with arousal. She was sopping wet and her swollen pussy lips rubbed together. She whined.

“Touch me.”

Mitchell kneeled down, his hands playing with the edge of her leggings, then cupped her pussy through her pants, his fingers sliding between her legs. Gemma whimpered, pressing herself down onto Mitchell’s fingers, the feeling diffused by the fabric that separated them.

“You’ve soaked through your leggings,” Mitchell growled. “I can feel how wet you are.”

Gemma pressed more desperately against Mitchell’s fingers.

“You really are a dirty slut that needs cleaning up, huh?” Mitchell said with a wolfish grin.

He pulled down Gemma’s leggings and thong, exposing her hairless pussy, then helped her step out of them and get her shoes and socks off. Within seconds, Gemma was naked, exposed. She would never be able to be in these locker rooms again without getting turned on. Mitchell leaned forward like he was about to put his mouth on her pussy. Gemma’s pussy clenched in anticipation.

“Shower, now,” Mitchell said instead, getting to his feet.

He led Gemma to the showers around the corner and turned on the water, then backed Gemma up against the partition as they waited for it to heat up. He focused on her breasts again, loving the way they filled his hands and spilled over them. Gemma humped the air as he lavished her breasts with attention, wild with need. Steam began to bellow out of the shower stall, and Mitchel tested the water.

“Hands against the wall, bend over,” Mitchell commanded.

Gemma quickly obeyed, placing her hands on the tiled wall, popping her booty out, and arching her back. The water beat down on her back, flowing in rivulets over her waist, hips, ass. Mitchell took his place behind her, getting a good view of her needy pussy peeking out between her legs. He stroked her round ass and spread her cheeks with his thumbs. Her pussy was flushed pink with arousal, and her asshole winked at him.

“Please,” Gemma moaned.

Mitchell took mercy on her. He ran his fingers down her crack, bypassing her asshole, and found her entrance. He slid two fingers into her easily, her sopping wet pussy making her slippery. Gemma groaned in satisfaction at finally being touched. Mitchel slid his fingers in deep, making sure she could feel him. His knuckles pressed against her clit, rubbing the small swollen nub. His thumb came to rest on Gemma’s asshole, pressing against the tight ring of muscle, and he slowly started pumping his fingers in and out of her pussy, teasing her asshole and her clit as he did so. Gemma’s pussy clenched around him, greedy for his fingers.

“More,” Gemma said, not even sure herself if she meant extra fingers or faster finger-banging.

She didn’t need to worry. Mitchell added a third finger, stretching her pussy out, and sped up the pumping of his fingers. He used his other hand to snake between Gemma’s legs, cupping her pubic mound and resting his thumb on her clit. He fucked Gemma with his fingers, slamming them deep into her over and over again. He rubbed Gemma’s clit with his thumb, circling that most sensitive place. Gemma kept moaning with each thrust of Mitchell’s fingers, clawing at the tiles as pleasure rocked her body. Mitchell hit her G-spot every time, driving her pleasure up and up. He was merciless, shoving his fingers into her wet pussy over and over again.

Gemma’s legs started to tremble as her orgasm approached. She didn’t think she’d cum so fast in her life. Mitchell knew exactly what to do with her body, rubbing her clit exactly right, hitting her G-spot with precision, stretching her pussy perfectly, teasing her asshole.

Gemma came with a loud cry, squirting all over Mitchell in a jet that rivaled the shower. Her legs shook and her knees grew weak. She would have fallen if Mitchell wasn’t keeping her up by her pussy. Her pussy spasmed around his fingers, and she squirted in another short burst before it slowed to a dribble and faded with her orgasm.

Mitchell got Gemma upright and helped her rinse off while her brain came back online after her mind-blowing orgasm. He fetched them both towels, and they dried off and dressed together in easy silence.

“I’ll see you around?” Mitchell asked, a hint of hope in his voice.

“Oh, you can bet on that!” Gemma said, her pussy still tingling.

Blurb: Maggie, a trans woman, has a kink. She loves the humiliation of seeing her boyfriend, Carlton, cheat on her with their mutual friend, Yasmin, also a trans woman. Maggie loves the thrill, not only of watching, but never knowing quite when she is going to walk in on her boyfriend and friend together. It’s an arrangement that works for Carlton and Yasmin too, both enjoying each other and the way it gets Maggie off.

The End
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Kendra sat in the waiting room of the doctor’s office, scrolling aimlessly through her phone. The office was the same boring beige with nondescript wall art as every other doctor’s office she’d ever been in. And as with every other time, the doctor was running late. Kendra was only there for a checkup, but she still felt nervous about her appointment. It was illogical, she knew, but she always felt anxious visiting the doctor, and the long wait was only heightening her nerves.

Kendra turned on her selfie camera to check her reflection just for something to do. She had wavy brunette hair styled in a deep middle part. Her dark brown eyes were guarded but not cold. She was often told she was hard to read, but she always found that idea bemusing; most of the time she was just distracted by her own thoughts and not really paying attention to anyone else. She was 5’5” and curvy, her hourglass figure garnering a lot of unwanted attention from desperate men. While she liked penetration a lot, her tastes favored the softness of women. She’d always secretly thought a futa would suit her needs perfectly, but there weren’t many of those in the world.

She smoothed down her flyaway hair, then took out her lipstick and touched up her lips. Just as she was finishing, a nurse walked in with a clipboard. Kendra hadn’t seen her before, so she surmised she must be new. The nurse was gorgeous, and Kendra’s mouth went dry as she approached.

“Kendra?” the nurse asked, checking her clipboard and then looking up at her.

“Yes,” Kendra replied, hoping the sudden bolt of attraction wasn’t obvious.

“Doctor Hendricks is running late. She asked me to go ahead and start the checkup without her, if that’s alright? I’m Vivi, by the way.” She had vibrant red hair pulled back into a high ponytail and pale blue eyes that Kendra wanted to fall into.

“That’s fine,” Kendra replied, standing as she spoke.

Vivi smiled and led her through to one of the examination rooms at the back. Her nurse’s scrubs were hardly the most glamorous outfit, but her large breasts and pushup bra could make even the drabbest outfit look sexy. She had a trim waist and curvy hips, and her plump ass filled out the otherwise formless pants of her uniform. She was only an inch or two taller than Kendra, and her hips swayed as she walked ahead of her. Kendra was almost drooling by the time she stepped into the examination room. When Vivi smiled at her, Kendra’s heart fluttered at the same time her stomach dropped. Her cheeks reddened slightly, feeling like she’d been caught out, and she told herself to put any sexy thoughts out of her mind.

“If you could get undressed and slip this on,” Vivi said, handing Kendra a gown, “The ties go in the back. I’ll come back in a few minutes when you’re ready.”

Vivi left, closing the door behind her for privacy. Kendra took a moment to take a deep breath and find some control. Then she undressed, folding her clothes and stacking them neatly on the chair in the corner, tucking her bra and panties under her top and jeans. She realized that it was ridiculous that she was hiding her underwear from a person who was about to touch her naked body, but she couldn’t resist the urge. She slipped off her shoes and tucked her socks into them, then put the gown on. The ties were difficult to work with, but she did the best she could before seating herself on the exam bed, her bare ass feeling odd against the paper covering. She swung her legs idly, waiting for Vivi to come back in. A soft knock came before Vivi opened the door and smiled when she saw Kendra was ready.

“You can lie back on the bed,” Vivi instructed her.

Kendra followed the instruction, scooting back and swinging her legs up, trying to keep them together and protect her modesty even though Vivi would probably be intimately acquainted with her in a few minutes, depending on how much of the checkup Vivi was going to perform. She leaned back against the raised upper half of the bed while Vivi collected a stethoscope from the table next to the bed.

Vivi leaned in close to Kendra and reached behind her to undo the top fastening on the gown. It was one of the few ties Kendra had managed to tie, and she wondered why she had even bothered with it. As Vivi almost brushed up against Kendra, she got a whiff of her perfume. The soft floral musk had some of Kendra’s sexy thoughts returning, and the close proximity definitely added to that. Vivi pushed Kendra’s gown down just enough to get the stethoscope onto her chest, and Kendra twitched at the sudden cold on her skin.

“Sorry,” Vivi said with sympathy.

Kendra could feel the warm fingertips on her skin next to the cold of the stethoscope as Vivi listened to her heart. She hoped her heartbeat wasn’t rising as she fixated on the touch. She couldn’t tell if it was just her mind playing tricks, but it seemed like Vivi’s fingers lingered far longer than anytime anyone had listened to her heart before. Finally, Vivi pulled away and made a note on Kendra’s chart. She then slipped a cuff onto Kendra’s arm and took her blood pressure. Vivi’s fingers felt like they were lighting up Kendra’s skin wherever she touched her.

“Hmm, it’s a little high, but I can tell you’re not feeling relaxed,” Vivi said when she was finished. “Let’s carry on and I’ll take another reading at the end. Maybe I can help you feel more comfortable.”

Kendra nodded. She could think of one way for Vivi to help her relax, but that didn’t fall under the category of medical attention.

“I’ll perform the breast exam, if that’s alright,” Vivi said, slipping on a pair of blue latex gloves.

“Sure,” Kendra said, sounding calmer than she felt. If Vivi wanted to bring down her blood pressure, a breast exam was not going to help.

Vivi pushed Kendra’s gown down, exposing her C-cup breasts. Kendra’s nipples hardened as the air hit them. Vivi started on Kendra’s right breast, her gloved hands not making her touch any less exciting than when it was skin on skin. She moved her fingers around Kendra’s breast, palpating and rubbing in circles. Again, her fingers seemed to linger. As she progressed, she stroked and squeezed Kendra’s breast. Her gloved fingers ghosted over Kendra’s nipple, and Kendra suppressed a shiver. Kendra had never been turned on by a breast exam before and she had no clue what to do except sit there, let it happen, and hope that Vivi didn’t notice.

“Do you ever get discharge from your nipples?” Vivi asked as she pinched Kendra’s nipple between her thumb and forefinger and rolled it back and forth.

“No,” Kendra squeaked, feeling her pussy tingle from the nipple stimulation.

Vivi nodded and went back to squeezing Kendra’s breast. She must have felt up every inch, and Kendra was struggling to believe Vivi was touching her for purely medical purposes. Yet, she couldn’t bring herself to accept that Vivi was... what? Coming on to her? As Vivi moved to her left breast, Kendra tried to convince herself that her own horniness was clouding her judgment. Vivi was just doing her job. She spent the same amount of time on Kendra’s left boob, giving in the same thorough treatment. When she pinched Kendra’s left nipple, Kendra had to hold back a gasp. She surreptitiously squeezed her thighs together, trying to relieve some of the throbbing need in her pussy.

“You alright there, hon?” Vivi asked, still rolling Kendra’s nipple between her fingers.

“Yeah,” Kendra said, trying to take a deep, calming breath.

“Perhaps I should do a pelvic exam next,” Vivi said, giving Kendra’s nipple a little tug.

Kendra couldn’t tell if Vivi was fully coming onto her, and she was afraid to ask. But if she was, Kendra was thrilled. Vivi was a stunning woman, and Kendra wanted her. Badly. If Vivi wasn’t coming on to her, then she was about to get an eyeful of inappropriately wet pussy, and Kendra just hoped that Vivi didn’t comment on it. She was worried she was leaving a wet patch on the paper at that point.

Vivi moved down to the bottom of the exam bed and folded out the stirrups. She helped Kendra get her legs in and folded back the gown before taking a seat at the end of the bed. Kendra’s heart beat fast in her chest as the cool air hit her hot pussy. Vivi stroked her latex-covered hands down Kendra’s thighs, moving inwards until her fingers touched Kendra’s labia. She ran her fingertips up and down Kendra’s hairless pussy lips, and Kendra couldn’t help but squirm.

“Everything alright?” Vivi asked. This time, Kendra could hear the pretend innocence in her voice.

Knowing that Vivi was seducing her only made that situation hotter. Kendra’s whole body felt like it was thrumming with desire. She never thought she had a medical kink before, but Vivi was pushing all of her buttons and she was never going to look at latex gloves the same way.

“I guess I’m feeling kind of funny... down there,” Kendra replied, playing along.

Vivi made a low noise of approval and increased the pressure of her fingertips. “I’ll do a visual and physical exam,” she said. “Let’s see if we can get to the bottom of this.”

Kendra shivered with want as Vivi used her gloved fingers to spread open her pussy lips. She imagined what Vivi was seeing, how her pussy must be glistening wet and needy.

“You look a little swollen,” Vivi said, running a finger along the inside of Kendra’s labia. “Your clitoris is very erect. Tell me if this hurts.” She stroked Kendra’s clit, the latex between them feeling foreign and exciting. Kendra twitched at the sudden stimulation.

“No, it doesn’t hurt,” Kendra said, trying to keep the desperation from her voice. “Maybe you should rub it some more, just to be sure.”

Vivi gave a small chuckle and applied more pressure, rubbing Kendra’s clit in slow circles. Kendra sank back into the exam bed, clutching at the sides. Vivi’s touch was driving her wild already. Kendra had never felt so exposed. Her legs were spread wide and held in place by the stirrups, the bright fluorescent lights above keeping her pussy well lit, and Vivi had her lips spread wide and her clit hood pulled back. She was completely on display, and she was loving every second of it.

“I’m going to move on to the internal examination now,” Vivi said, moving her fingers down toward Kendra’s entrance. “Normally I’d use lube for this, but I don’t think I need to with you.”

She slid two fingers into Kendra’s vagina, and Kendra clenched her muscles around them. She loved having her pussy filled and the hornier she got, the more empty she felt.

“Just relax,” Vivi said, using her thumb to rub Kendra’s clit while she pushed her fingers in deep, all the way to Kendra’s cervix.

Vivi was still keeping up the pretense of a medical procedure and felt around Kendra’s cervix. It shouldn’t have felt so good, but Kendra found herself panting at the stimulation. She knew it felt good to be fucked deep, but she’d always chalked that up to her size-queen tendencies. Vivi was unlocking new worlds for her, and she never wanted her to stop.

“More,” Kendra moaned.

“Perhaps I should use a different instrument,” Vivi said, withdrawing her fingers. “Allow me to show you.”

She stood up and walked to the side of the exam bed. Kendra frowned in confusion when she saw the front of Vivi’s scrubs were tented, but realization quickly dawned on her.

“You’re a futa?” Kendra asked with excitement.

Vivi smiled lasciviously at Kendra as she hooked her thumbs into her waistband and pulled her scrubs and underwear down. The biggest dick Kendra had ever seen came bobbing out. It was thick and long, the kind of size Kendra had only ever seen in dildos. The head of Vivi’s cock protruded from her foreskin, shiny and red. A bead of pre-cum appeared at the tip. Kendra licked her lips.

“What do you think?” Vivi asked, stroking her cock with the same fingers that had just been inside Kendra, smearing her pussy juices all over her.

“I think I want you to fuck me raw, but first I want to feel you,” Kendra said, reaching out for Vivi.

Vivi took a step closer, and Kendra wrapped her hand around the huge futa cock. Vivi shuddered as Kendra stroked her, feeling up her whole length. Kendra’s fingers couldn’t fit all the way around, and her pussy clenched as she imagined what it would feel like to be stretched around something so big. Kendra slipped her hand down and felt up Vivi’s balls, unable to resist exploring and wanting the full futa experience. She’d seen porn, but it was nothing compared to the real thing. Vivi’s balls were velvety and full, and she bit her lip as Kendra gave them a squeeze. Kendra reached further back and almost gasped when she felt the wet folds. Vivi tilted her hips to give Kendra more room. Kendra stroked at Vivi’s entrance while her balls rested on her wrist. She pushed a finger in, loving the slick feeling and the warmth of Vivi’s pussy. Then she pulled her finger back and marveled at the way it shone with Vivi’s slick. She brought her finger to one of her breasts and circled her hard nipple with the viscous liquid. Vivi watched with open desire, pumping her cock in her hand.

“You little minx. I’m going to give you the fucking of your life,” Vivi growled.

“God, yes,” Kendra mewled. “I want you to split me open with your huge futa cock.”

Vivi went back to the end of the bed, kicked away the stool she’d been sitting on, and took her spot between Kendra’s legs. She grasped her cock by the base and slapped it against Kendra’s pussy.

“Do you think you’ll be able to take me?” Vivi teased Kendra, tapping her cock against Kendra’s clit over and over again.

Kendra whined and squirmed, the teasing equal parts enjoyable and frustrating. “Yes,” she said breathlessly.

Vivi moved her cock down to Kendra’s entrance, then pressed it in. Kendra almost cried out as her pussy started to stretch. It was incredible and overwhelming feeling her pussy try to accommodate such a huge cock. Vivi pulled back and rubbed her cock against Kendra’s entrance again before pushing back in. Kendra panted as her pussy opened up once more; the pressure inside her was unlike anything she’d ever experienced. Vivi thrust shallowly, letting Kendra get used to her huge cock, then gradually made her way further in. The deeper she went, the more intense pleasure Kendra felt.

Kendra’s eyes rolled back in her head as Vivi filled her. Vivi’s cock hit Kendra’s cervix, but she just kept pressing in, making Kendra’s pussy stretch to fit her cock. Kendra whimpered as Vivi bottomed out, her balls coming to rest against Kendra’s ass.

“Good girl,” Vivi said, smoothing her hands down Kendra’s thighs. “Your pussy looks so good stretched around my cock.”

Kendra gasped for breath, unable to form words. Vivi placed one of her hands low on Kendra’s stomach and applied pressure. They both groaned as it made the depths of Kendra tighten around the head of Vivi’s cock. Kendra had always thought the phrase “rearrange someone’s guts” was crude and unrealistic, but now she understood.

Vivi moved her hand so she could rub Kendra’s clit with her thumb. The latex was still a thrill for Kendra, and her pussy quivered around Vivi’s cock as her pleasure built. Vivi started thrusting. She kept the thrusts small and soft at first, then worked her way up to longer, faster ones. Kendra held onto the bed beneath her, waves of intense pleasure crashing through her. Vivi was reaching places no one had ever been, and Kendra had never felt so good.

Vivi sped up her thrusts, her gaze fixed firmly on Kendra’s pussy. She watched the way it yielded to her as she pushed in and clung to her as she pulled out. As she fucked harder and faster, Kendra had to stuff one of her fists into her mouth to stop herself from crying out and alerting anyone to what they were doing. Vivi rubbed her thumb faster over Kendra’s clit.

Kendra’s orgasm hit her like a ten-ton truck. Her back arched, her hips bucked, her pussy spasmed. She bit down on her fist, whining through her nose as ecstasy exploded through her, blast after blast. Vivi fucked her through it, moaning quietly as Kendra’s tight pussy clenched around her. Her thrusts became erratic as her own orgasm threatened to overwhelm her, but she held back until Kendra fell back limply against the bed.

Vivi waited until the last second before pulling out, wrapping her hand around her cock, and finishing herself off. She spurted cum onto Kendra’s fucked-out pussy and onto her stomach, then pressed the tip of her cock to Kendra’s clit, coating it in cum and making Kendra moan again.

Finally, Vivi’s orgasm faded. She took a deep breath before tucking her cock back into her scrubs. She grabbed a paper towel and wiped her cum from Kendra’s pussy and stomach, and smiled when Kendra twitched from being touched.

“Was it just the checkup you needed?” Vivi asked, back in professional mode even as she cleaned up the evidence of her deeply unprofessional conduct.

“I can’t even remember my own name, so who knows,” Kendra said, only half-joking as her fucked-out brain still buzzed in bliss.
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The door opening came as no real surprise to Belinda. Her boss always seemed to know when she was alone in the secretarial room. In fact, she’d started wondering if there was a hidden camera in the place even though she knew that was ridiculous. The company wouldn’t allow it, and anyone caught surreptitiously spying on others would be fired on the spot.

Mr. Harrison certainly had an uncanny knack of turning up to see her when there was no one else around, however. Not that she was going to complain about it. She was in no doubt where he’d be looking on this occasion, so she stayed bent over the bottom drawer of the filing cabinet for a little longer than necessary before straightening up.

“Mr. Harrison,” she said. “What a surprise, you turning up when I’m the only one here.”

“Must be fate,” he replied. His smile widened as he approached. “I need this typed up. Could you do it right away, please?”

Belinda made a show of looking at the clock on the wall and saw it was almost her finishing time of five o’clock. When she looked back at the pile of papers in her boss’s hands, she realized it wouldn’t be a quick job.

“Is it needed for tonight?” she asked, although she already knew the answer to the question.

There had been a spark between the pair of them since she’d started working for him a few weeks previously, and their flirting had grown ever more suggestive. It was building toward only one thing. Working late would leave them in an empty office and give them the opportunity to make that happen.

Belinda wanted it, even though she knew it meant she’d need to make a confession. She never went into a relationship without admitting the truth and wasn’t planning on acting any differently on this occasion. The thought brought a lump to her throat.

“You don’t mind staying a little later today, do you?” Mr. Harrison asked.

Belinda reached out and took the bundle of papers from him.

“No,” she replied. “But you need to know something about me.”

She saw the frown on his brow and felt a prickle of nerves. What she was about to reveal might change everything. It was an admission she’d made to a few men when she was on the cusp of getting intimate, and she could never tell what the reaction would be. It was only fair that she revealed her secret, though.

She put a hand on Mr. Harrison’s shoulder and leaned forward so she could whisper the words into his ear. His head jerked back, but she saw a smile spread across his face. It was a good sign.

“Well, well,” he said. “I’d never have guessed.”

“Still want me to complete this typing tonight?”

The sound of the door opening made Belinda pull her hand from his shoulder, and she glanced across the room to Cynthia returning.

“Bring it through when it’s finished,” Mr. Harrison said in a professional voice.

He wiped the smile from his face before turning around and nodding a greeting to Cynthia as he passed her by. She waited until he left the room before speaking.

“What did he want?”

Belinda lifted the papers in her hand and made a show of pulling a face.

“Overtime,” she said. “He wants this typed up before I leave tonight.”

“Want me to help?”

“No, it’s fine,” Belinda replied. “I don’t have any plans for this evening and it shouldn’t take that long.”

“You’re sure.”

“Yes, you go on,” Belinda said with a smile. “I don’t want to keep you from that doll of a husband.”

“I’ll tell him you said that,” Cynthia replied with a laugh.

She walked back to her desk and sat down to finish the work she’d been doing. Belinda dropped on her seat, then set the papers on the stand beside her computer to get started. When she saw Cynthia getting ready to leave a few minutes later,  she looked away from the screen.

“Have a good evening,” she said.

Cynthia walked across the room to get her coat from a hook on the wall and turned back as she put it on. “I’d say the same to you, but being stuck here isn’t going to be much fun,” she said.

“I’ll survive,” Belinda joked.

“Sure you don’t want me to help?”

Belinda shook her head. “I’ll be fine,” she said.

“OK, well, I’ll see you tomorrow,” Cynthia replied with a smile before leaving the room.

Belinda was quick to return her attention to the work. It took longer than she’d anticipated, and it was just after six-thirty when she finally pulled her hands from the keyboard. Getting to her feet, she walked across the room to retrieve the copy she’d printed out and put it together with the original papers she’d been given.

A sense of anticipation took hold when she stepped out of the secretarial room and made her way toward Mr. Harrison’s office. She saw one other person, but they were putting their coat on and obviously about to leave. The empty desks were hardly surprising considering it was after six-thirty in the evening. There was no doubt that getting her alone was exactly what her boss wanted, and that was confirmed when she knocked on the door of his office and stepped inside.

“Many people still out there?” he asked straight away.

“Saw the last one leaving as I walked here,” Belinda replied.

“Close the door then,” Mr. Harrison said.

Belinda felt a tremble in her fingers when she grabbed the handle to shut the door. Mr. Harrison had already stood up from his seat when she turned back to him. It was a sure sign he wanted more than flirting. The desk usually stayed between them when she was in the room. Not this time, though. He came around it, and she knew she was on the cusp of getting intimate with him.

She’d been having fantasies about that very thing, and an image of being bent over the desk flitted through her head. It brought on a prickle of arousal. A glance at Mr. Harrison’s crotch showed a slight bulge that revealed the anticipation was affecting him too. It seemed her revelation hadn’t changed a thing. If anything, she got the sense that telling him she was a trans woman had made him want her all the more. He certainly wasn’t making any attempt to hide the way his gaze roamed over her figure.

“Like what you see?” she asked in an amused voice, holding out the papers.

They were snatched from her hand and tossed down on the desk without a second glance. Mr. Harrison’s gaze never left her for a second.

“Everything looks perfect to me,” he said.

“Such a sweet mouth,” Belinda replied. She took a step back and slid her hands down over her hips.

“Why did you tell me?” Mr. Harrison asked.

“It’s not something I shout from the rooftops,” Belinda answered. “I don’t exactly hide it either. Enough people know, so I’m sure you would have found out. It’s better that it comes from me, and I like the guy to know what he’s getting himself into.”

She ran her hands provocatively down over her hips again, and a smile played on her lips when she heard Mr. Harrison’s comment.

“Can I do that?”

“I’m not going to stop you,” Belinda answered. “Is a pretty little trans toy what you want?”

“That sounds like something special,” Mr. Harrison, taking a step closer to her.

Belinda looked down to his palm grazing across her hip. His other hand caressed her cheek, making her glance up, and her head was knocked back by a kiss. It took her breath, and she pushed herself against him when his hands slid around to her lower back. When their lips parted, she pulled out of the embrace and looked at the large windows of the office.

“Are we going to put on a show?” she asked.

He grabbed her wrist and led her back to the door, then flicked the wall switch to turn off the lights.

“Better?”

She reached up and wrapped her arms around his neck, then pulled his head down and nuzzled her lips softly against his.

“Perfect.”

She backed against the door when Mr. Harrison made the kiss fiercer. Their bodies locked together, and she squirmed around at the feeling of his erection swelling to life against her belly. The rush of excitement made her tighten her grip on the back of his neck, and it was only when he pulled his head back that she dropped her hands down. The click of the door being locked brought a smile to her face.

“You’ve got me trapped now,” she said.

“Uh-huh,” he replied, brushing his fingertips on the front of her blouse.

Belinda held her breath when he started loosening the buttons and put a glimpse of her bra on show. A shivering tingle slid along her spine when his fingertips played on the naked skin just about the scalloped edge of the silky material.

“Pretty,” he said.

“Me or the bra?” Belinda asked in a teasing voice.

She tensed when his fingers slipped under the bra. The gentleness of the touch disappeared in an instant, and she gasped when he dragged the material down. She got her hands to the back of his neck again when he ducked down, and her head cracked against the door when she threw it back.

“Yes,” she groaned when his lips found a nipple and fiercely sucked it erect.

She tightened her grip on him, wanting to hold him in place, but there was really no need for that. Mr. Harrison’s excitement was all too apparent as he grabbed at the sides of the blouse and dragged them apart. Belinda closed her eyes as his kisses explored her. Her legs started to tremble as her other nipple was taken in his mouth, and she pushed herself back harder against the door to hold herself up as the rolling touch of his tongue pleasured her.

She started to run her fingers through his hair while his head moved back and forward across her chest, but she eventually brought the moment to an end by pulling him up and bringing his lips back to hers. The fierce kiss trapped her head against the door again, and she forced her hips forward to rub her belly against the swollen hardness of his erection.

A gasp spilled from her mouth when the kiss ended. She got a hand between their bodies and pressed it on his chest, then pushed hard to make him back across the room. It was only when his thighs knocked against the desk that he came to a stop. Belinda met his gaze and held it while she slowly trailed her hand lower on his body.

“Fuck,” Mr. Harrison gasped when she started to grope his cock through his pants, bringing it fully erect. “You going to get it out?”

“You do it,” Belinda said, pulling her hand away.

She watched him hurriedly drag the zipper of his pants down and get his hand through the gap. There was an excitement to how much he wanted her touch. Taking a step back, she finished unbuttoning her blouse and took it off, then unclasped her bra to bare her breasts completely. Her eyes never left what he was doing though, and she soon saw his erection being pulled into sight.

He leaned forward again, but she got her hand to his chest to stop him and shoved him back until he dropped down on the edge of the desk, and she wasted no time leaning forward.

“Take your pants down,” she said. She grabbed hold of her breasts and squashed them together, showing what she’d give him, and she let out a hushed giggle at the hurried way he obeyed her order. He shoved his pants down, making sure his underwear came too, and they both slid to his ankles, then he fixed his gaze on Belinda dripping spit into her cleavage.

“You like your little trans girl toy?” she teased him when she saw the way he was watching her.

He grabbed the side of the desk but said nothing. She knew what he wanted and leaned forward. The fierce throbbing of hot blood making him solidly erect was all too apparent when she trapped the hardness of his erection between her soft curves.

“Oh fuck,” Mr. Harrison hissed through gritted teeth.

Belinda could see the whiteness of his knuckles as the tension made his grip tighten on the edge of the desk. He pushed against her, so she squeezed her tits more firmly around his hard cock. The slipperiness of the spit provided lubrication to make the motion feel silky when she began working her breasts along his length.

She got her thumbs in place and grazed them across the sensitive head when she made it pop out of the top of her cleavage, then gradually built the rhythm. He held onto the edge of the desk and started trying to thrust into the smooth softness while she continued to pleasure him, but it wasn’t long before she wanted more.

She backed off so she could take his erection in her hand. Her tight grip made the throbbing fiercer, and she straightened up to get her lips to his. She was already stroking along his stiff shaft before their lips parted, and she caught his gaze.

“Not wet enough yet.”

He squirmed forward until his butt was perched on the very edge of the desk as she dropped down to her knees. There was a wicked smile on her face when she glanced up to make eye contact. She could see the excitement written all over his face, and it made her be bad.

Sliding her hand right down to the base, she tightened her grip.  Mr. Harrison’s grunt of pleasure soon turned into a gasping groan when she flickered her tongue rapidly on the sensitive underside of the thick head.

“See how good I can make you feel?” she teased him when she moved back.

His only reaction was to get a hand to the back of her head. She gave in to the pressure and let him pull her forward, then settled her lips on the tip and let spit roll across the head. Bringing her hand up enabled her to work the lubrication along his length, and the silky sensation of her fingers grazing up and down brought out the naughty girl inside.

She pushed her lips lower, engulfing the head, and heard the sound of gasping moans as she rolled her tongue slowly around the hard flesh. It wasn’t long before the hand on her head started pushing, and she willingly began to give a blowjob. She was made to give more and more until her lips were sliding all the way down to where her hand was clasped around the base of his erection.

She felt the way he tensed when she pulled her grip away. Closing her eyes, she let more of her boss’s thick, throbbing member violate her mouth, showing how well she could control her gag reflex. She started to waggle her head and forced her lips down all the way until they were nestled in his dark curls. Shuddering convulsions ran through her body as she held the deep-throat for as long as she could. A harsh gasp came bursting out when she backed off, but she got her hand back on his erection right away.

“You’re bad,” Mr. Harrison said.

“Not me,” Belinda said in an impish voice. She looked up and let out a mischievous giggle before going on. “You’ll have to make me be a bad girl.”

A squeal burst from her lips when he pulled her hand away from his erection. He kicked off his shoes, pants, and underwear before pulling her up to her feet and dragging her around the desk.

A hard tug by Belinda freed her from the grip, and she grabbed at the hem of her skirt and pulled it up as she straddled his legs. His hands latched onto her hips as she dropped down onto his lap and threw her head forward for a kiss. The sudden movement made the chair roll back, and she let out a gasping giggle when their lips broke apart.

“Does that feel good, boss man?” she teased him as she forced herself down, grinding her panties against his erection.

He grabbed her hair and pulled her forward to another kiss. She leaned into it and forced her lips harder against his as she writhed around in his lap. It built his lust until it exploded to more. She was made to stand, then shoved back until her butt bumped against the edge of the desk.

“Loosen the skirt,” Mr. Harrison said as he rolled the seat forward.

Belinda did so, and he grabbed hold and pulled it down her legs to the floor. She gave him what he so obviously wanted by slapping her palms down on the surface of the desk and climbing onto it. Her dangling legs were easily shoved apart, and she leaned back when Mr. Harrison got his head between her thighs.

Rasping licks swept along the outline of her pussy through her panties, bringing a hot flush of pleasure that made her wriggle around. She tensed her muscles to push toward his hungry touches, but she wanted more, so she shoved his head back, got a hand between her thighs, and eased her panties aside to expose herself to him.

“Is it pretty?” she asked.

The urgent manner in which he got his head back between her thighs answered her question, and she put a hand to the back of his neck to hold him in place. The ferocious licks on her bare skin set her body alight, and she eagerly pushed forward to savor the touch of his tongue pleasuring her.

“Take them off,” she said.

She pushed her hands down on the desk and raised her ass, and she got what she wanted when he dragged underwear down. His hands pressed on her inner thighs and shoved her legs wider apart, and she leaned all the way back until she was sprawled across the wooden surface. Her breath came out in ragged gasps when she felt his fingers sinking into her flesh and spreading her open.

The thrill of being wanted so badly by her boss made her shiver, and she bit her bottom lip hard to hold in the groans when she felt the penetration of his stiff tongue. It started to roil around and lap at her slick inner skin, and her back arched up as she tried to hump against his gasping mouth.

She closed her thighs around his head, trapping him in place, and the prickle of stubble against her sensitive skin made her muscles quiver. It seemed he couldn’t get enough of her as he ate her out, but his head finally popped up and their eyes met for an instant. The chair rolled back a little when he rose to his feet, and she reached out to grab hold of his slippery cock when it pressed between her thighs.

“I want to feel it in me,” she urged as she rubbed the tip against her pussy.

“You told me to make you be bad,” he said. He pulled back, forcing her to let go.

He grabbed hold of her hips and she willingly let him turn her onto her belly so she was bent over the desk. She shuddered when a spank landed on her naked ass. The touch didn’t pull away afterward, and she knew what was coming when he spread her buttocks.

The rising tension in her body evaporated in an instant when she felt a lick sweep roughly across her asshole. Her boss was making her be bad, but she wanted him to. His fingers slid between her thighs, and her muscles tightened when they slipped inside her pussy.

Her thighs began to judder against the side of the desk as the licking grew even more rugged while she was impaled on his stiff fingers. They began to stroke into her, and she could feel the pressure building between her thighs.

“Please,” she groaned, grabbing hold of the other side of the desk.
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