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We were locked in my garage together, miles from anywhere, with the rest of the afternoon to fuck and try whatever I felt like trying out sexually. There was zero chance of us being interrupted. No one would come looking for either of us and if they did, they’d assume that I had locked up the shop and left for the day.

“What did you say to me?” she demanded in that bitchy tone she’d used when she came in with a flat tire. She had a look of shocked indignation on her face I knew was just an act. “Get on your knees, sissy slut?”

I grinned and held my ground.

“That's right, You dirty little bitch. You heard me. Go on. Get down on your goddamn knees and crawl over to me. Crawl over for this big hard dick.”

She looked like I'd slapped her in the face, but moments later she was on her hands and knees crawling toward me.

“That's a good little sissy slut. You are just spoiled. You need someone to tell you what to do. A man with a strong hand to put you in your sissy place. Isn’t that right?”

She reached me as I finished talking. She stared up with defiant bright green eyes. She was absolutely stunning, so good looking that it almost knocked the wind out of me.

She said, “There. Are you happy now?” But she didn’t just say it like a brat. She said it with a naughty tone to her voice, teasing me, practically admitting that what I had just said was right.

I knew from her paperwork and from copying her driver’s license that she was eighteen years old, but in that moment as the young ginger slut with the pigtails, big emerald, innocent-looking eyes, and wholesome splatter of freckles on her young face staring up at me made my heart skip a beat.

Like I’m doing something wrong, I thought, feeling my heart kick in a panic and my cock grow even harder. But I’m not. She’s an adult now. She can make her own choices.  And besides, I didn’t start this. She did. It’s not like I seduced her, taking advantage of her youth and ignorance. She is taking advantage of me.

But that wasn’t the only thing I worried about. 

So, what if she is transgender? I thought. There is nothing wrong with that. In fact, she is better looking than most of the natural born women I have ever dated. And anyone who would seriously give me a hard time for hooking up with a drop-dead gorgeous trans slut can go to hell. Those aren’t the kind of people I want in my life, fake Christians and slut shamers. They always have some sick secret behind why they act like that.

She was beautiful beyond words. Young and vibrant and bursting with life with soft creamy white skin that seemed to almost shimmer. Her body was absolutely perfect in a way that only a young woman can be. She had firm, full breasts, just bigger than a handful with perky nipples you could see through her clothing, a thin, flat tummy, a perfect thigh gap, and a small bubble butt. 

She had long legs. Her feet and hands were delicate. Her teeth were impossibly white, and her tongue was bubble gum pink.

She’s one of the hottest sluts I’ve ever seen, let alone ordered around like a bar slut.

“Rub your dirty whore face on my crotch,” I commanded.

“Excuse me?”

“Go on, rich little sissy bitch,” I chided her. “I know it’s what you want. You want to smell that big dick. It’s why you came back.”

She glared with pure hate in her young eyes but then did as I said, rubbing her face on my crotch with her hands behind her back. She made pained little moans as she did that sent shivers through me. My thick dick jumped in excitement.

“Oh god,” she whispered. “What are you doing to me?”

I wrapped my hands around her head and thrust at her face, rubbing it in. She went limp for me, enjoying the moment of being controlled. After a bit, I pushed her back away from me. She looked drunk with lust.

“Now open your pretty mouth,” I said in a firm tone. 

For a second, it looked like she might hesitate. I pressed her, adding an extra edge to my voice. 

“You heard me, rich little bitch. Go on now. Open wide. Spread those pretty pink lips for me. Stick out your tongue.”

At last, the stunning young lady did as she was told.  

“There you go, pretty little sissy slut,” I praised her, stroking my shaft over my clothing. “Now pull down your top.”

She looked around nervously, and I quickly reassured her.

“Go on,” I said. “It's just us here now. I locked us in and put up the closed sign. No one will ever know what we do here, unless you tell them, dirty Princess.”

She bit her lip.

“Promise?”

“I do,” I said. “Show me those amazing new tits of yours. I know you can't wait to show me. I could tell from the way you shoved them out towards me, when we met, how proud of them you are. How much did they cost?”

“They were expensive,” was all she said. “I went to the best doctor in the city.”

“Five grand? Ten? How much? I want to know.”

“I don’t know,” she said. “They were a gift for my birthday.”

I laughed out loud in her face. A gift? From who? Herself? She blushed and looked down, but I kept at her. 

“Well then honey why don’t you show me your pretty presents, like a good little sissy slut? I know you want to. Why else would you get them so big? You like all the attention they bring you, tricking straight men into staring at you with desire in their eyes. I would bet my life on it.” 

She looked up again and locked eyes with me, her manicured nails reaching up and slowly pulling down her expensive top to reveal an inch of luscious young flesh at a time.

“That's it, slut,” I said. “Pull that top off, sissy. Faster. There you go. Good little slut.”

She yanked the fabric down at last over her incredible fake tits and let out a gasp that made them bounce up and down just for me. My cock jumped at the sight of them. They were better than I had hoped, so firm they practically floated and topped with puffy pink nipples like a cherry on an ice cream sundae. 

They looked fake but only because they looked so insanely perfect. I could not believe my luck!

I let out an involuntary groan of approval. She jiggled them in reply, excited by my reaction.

“Now drool a little on your tits and push them together for me,” I ordered. “Get them nice and wet. Go on you fucking cock loving whore. That's it. Get those nipples nice and slippery. Good slut.”

She did what I said, and I thought my cock was going to burst out of my pants on its own and start throat fucking the pretty young thing.

Still, I did my best to play it cool.

“Are you ready for some hard cock now?” I asked.

She nodded, speechless and staring at my crotch.

“Show me that you're ready.”

She bounced her tits more and drooled on them for me, letting out a small moan.

“Beg for it dirty little cum sucking bitch.”

“Are you fucking serious right now?”

“I am,” I said, not backing down, not giving her an inch to wriggle out of obeying my demands. “I want to hear you whine and cry and beg for this big, thick dick down your dirty little sissy rich girl whore throat.”
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The first time I laid eyes on her was six months before. She'd had a different attitude and had been far less compliant. She'd been a bratty little bitch. A real daddy's girl. And I'd known right then and there that one day I was gonna fuck her raw, even if I didn’t realize at first that she was transgender.

I'd worked for years to buy my shop. Worked there for years and bought it from the old man who hired me when he retired. I've done everything from security gigs to back-breaking construction jobs like busting concrete or tarring roofs before I found my calling. 

Who knew when I took a job wrenching on cars that I'd end up not only covered in grease and sore all over but also happier than I'd ever been in my life?

I knew that first week that it was all I'd ever want to do for a living again.

Just like I knew that I'd want to own my place one day and be my own boss.

It took years of hard work and doing side kicks to make that dream happen. It was worth it. With no debt, no boss, and no old lady, I was free to do almost anything I pleased.

She looked up in surprise and burst into a smile and giggled. It turned me on and creeped me out a little at the same time.

“Yeah baby, I want it,” she purred. “I think you can say that I want it. I mean, after all, I did drive hours out of my way to come to your stupid little town, then flattened my tire about two blocks from here and drove in playing the helpless victim.”

It was all coming out. She sounded like a fucking idiot, but I loved how motivated she was. I knew it was going to be hot. We had too much lust and hate for it not to be explosive! She looked aroused and pissed off at the same time, which I loved. She was a spoiled little rich bitch just like her asshole dad and I wasn’t planning on going easy on her.

I was going to show her what she deserved, and she was going to lap it up and thank me and beg for more.

She might be slumming, I thought, but she’ll never forget me. That is a promise.

I’m going to make her cum her dirty little sissy slut brains out and ruin her for life. No matter who she marries or how high she climbs in life, she’ll always be sneaking around with guys like me behind closed doors until the day she dies after I’m done with her sweet little sissy pussy.

“I think I'd say I want it it's pretty clear that I'm here for your fucking cock,” she said, practically pleading with her mesmerizing eyes. “Is that what you wanna hear, stud? Is that what it will take to let me choke on your cock? I came here to do it and I’m not leaving until I get what I came for.”

I let out a cruel laugh. I was glad that her mask was off and that I didn’t have to put one on anymore around her either. It was better this way. All cards on the table, so to speak.

“That's exactly what I want to hear, you fucking dirty little sissy slut,” I said. “I could tell from the moment I laid eyes on you the kind of dirty little dick licker that you were.”

She laughed. “I knew you could, stud. You could see the filthy little whore in me waiting to get out and suck your dirty dick.”

“Sure, you looked all high-class and prissy and played the role of Daddy’s girl well enough, but you were flirting with me. Twisting your hips. Licking your lips. Bending over and looking back at me. Bouncing when I spoke to you. You kept staring at my crotch and I knew you were dreaming of rubbing my sweaty balls all over your slutty little face and lapping up my sex juice.”

“That’s my little game,” she giggled. “Did it work?”

“You acted all offended that I stared at your tits, falling out of your little halter top, and that skirt, that tiny, ridiculous skirt that didn’t fully cover your black lace panties. You kept flashing me glimpses without letting me see your parts. I knew right then and there how much you loved the attention that you'd go home that night and masturbate while fantasizing about me. 

She stared in surprise.

“Tell me, did you go home and pleasure yourself to the memory of me that night? Did you pump your slick little fingers in and out of your tight little sissy pussy and imagine me thrusting in and out of you over and over? Did you use a toy and pretend that it was my cock?”

She let out a strangled cry. 

“Yes,” she said, her face flushed with embarrassment. 

I grinned. I loved torturing her, seeing her not get her way. 

I bet I’m the first guy to tell her no in her life, I thought. If I wasn’t so horny I’d let her suck me a while, then refuse to climax and throw her out like a cat at bedtime. Just to teach her the lesson. But I can’t pass up that perfect little peach! No woman has ever let me fuck them in the ass and I have to know what it feels like to fuck that tight little pucker.

“And how many times have you masturbated to this thought since then?” I asked. 

Her face turned crimson.

“I can't tell you that,” she protested. 

“Tell me,” I demanded.

“No,” she replied, shaking her head and refusing to make eye contact. 

I pushed on.

“I’m not going to ask you again. Now tell me how many times you’ve pleasured yourself to the thought of me fucking your sweet little sissy pussy,” I demanded. 

“I can't,” she screamed. “I can't count the number of times I've fantasized about you since that day. Why do you think I drove out here? I’ve orgasmed while fantasizing about you so many times that I feel like I'm losing my mind! This has never happened before, not with any of the other guys I met...”

I let out another cruel laugh. 

“Good little sissy whore. That's exactly the kind of thing I wanna hear out of your dirty little dick sucking lips. Get ready for the real thing, slut. Now reach up and unbuckle my belt for me. It's time you saw what I'm going to give you, my gift for horny little bitches like you that need to be taught a lesson or two, spoiled little sissy sluts.”

The smile returned to her face as she reached in and began to unbuckle my belt. Again, I was surprised by how small her little hands looked and how rapidly they worked at my belt. It was as if she had done this many times before and it made me wonder how many guys she’d had already. Not that I minded. I didn’t want a clingy virgin. I wanted an experience I would never forget, a story to share with friends later, a wonderful memory to pleasure myself for the rest of my life, to relive and repeatedly climax. 

And I got it... and then some!

Within moments she removed my pants, yanked them down and went for my underwear. I stopped her then grabbed her by the back of the head and rubbed her gorgeous face in my dirty crotch again so she could get a good whiff of my pheromones. 

“Smell that, fucking slut?” I asked. 

“Yes,” she cried into my crotch as I held her there. “It smells like you have a lot of hot cum in those big, juicy balls just for me.”

I let out another cruel laugh. 

She ran her mouth over my underwear on top of my erection. The steam felt nice, and I let out a small groan of pleasure which seemed to make her proud. 

“Lean back,” I said taking my cock out and wagging it at her. 

Her eyes went wide with surprise and delight as she stared at it. 

Having a big dick my whole life means that I’ve gotten used to this moment, seeing that initial reaction to my throbbing erection. I won’t lie. It’s a lot of fun to see the expression on a lover’s face over the years, all those girls that I've fucked, the things they’ve said when they saw it. Women pretend like they don’t care until they see it.

But I've never felt so satisfied as I was that day having dealt with this dirty little sissy whore and her scumbag millionaire father a month earlier and had the worst experience of my adult life. They came in with an attitude while I was finishing up doing a local’s oil change and tune-up. I guess her leather-skinned, cologne-wearing, big shot father with his soft hands wasn’t used to being told to wait. They’d proceeded to act like assholes right up and through me working on his transmission problem on this fancy European luxury car. 

The old prick even tried to argue about the bill. The whole time his daughter is flirting with me, flashing and teasing and trying to get in my head. I started to wonder if they were a con artist team because then he made a scene about how I'd stared at his daughter's ass after she practically threw herself at me. I had to threaten to hold his car to get him to pay. They left angry and swearing to get back at me. 
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