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She comes home to find him wearing her panties and snaps, “Get those off.”

“Why?  I’m not stretching them.”

“I don’t care.  Get your own underwear.”

“I have my own underwear.  I like yours better.”

She rolls her eyes and crosses her arms, but she can’t help smirking.  He looks damn good wearing nothing but sheer red underpants.  They cling nice and tight to his otherwise naked body.  

All she can focus on is the rising swell of his erection.  

The panties are mesh and see-through from the right angle, like cling wrap cradling his big cock and balls.  He’s hard already.  God, is he hard!  The bulbous head of his dick pulses like a heartbeat.  She can actually see that through the fabric.

One step forward and she’s wet.  The gusset of her panties—the ones she’s wearing—is already slick with juice.  

She walks closer to him in her vicious spike heels.  They click-clack across the parquet, backing him into the bedroom.  She doesn’t usually wear shoes in the apartment.  The people downstairs complain a lot.  But just for this, just for him, she keeps them on.  

“Get down.”  She strips off her jacket, unbuttons her blouse.  “Down, on the floor.  Go.”

He sits on his ass, with his back against the bed.  

“Spread your legs,” she says, dropping her skirt.  “Wider.  Attaboy.”

Red panties cradle his balls like ripe fruit.  They looked good enough to eat.  

She licks her lips.  “I know what you want.”

“Do you?”

Pushing his head against the side of the mattress, she straddles his face.  “You want to taste my pussy.”

“No,” he says, innocently.

“Brat.”

“I will if I have to,” he tells her.  “But it’s not what I want.”

“Do you want to torture yourself?” she asks, taunting him.  “Is that what you want?”

“No.”

He doesn’t hesitate long before biting her cunt, right through the tight layer of black lace.  She hisses.  It’s better than good.  His nibbles send shockwaves down her legs and up to the nipples hardening inside her black bra.  She likes to coordinate.

“I wish I could fuck you with my clit,” she says.

He glances up at her.  “Fuck me where?”

“Your throat.  Your ass.  If my clit grew big and hard, I’d slap it across your bratty little face.  I’d smack your cheeks.  I’d spank your ass.”

A whining noise emerges from his throat.

“You want a nice little taste?”

When he nods, she pushes down her panties and steps out of them.  His nose disappears beyond her thick black bush.  When his tongue finds her clit, it’s so hot she gasps.  Hot, thick, and soft as velvet.  She breathes deeply, trying to hold herself together.  His tongue is too much.  Much too much.  She’ll come if he keeps at it.

She takes a step back, and he looks at her pleadingly.  “More?”

“Later.”

He grins, opening his legs wide.  She stands between them, watching his cock throb.  All she wants is to fall on the floor and let his dick impale her face, but she knows what he wants, and his wants are her most vital concern.

Setting her foot in position, she lifts the toe of her shoe.  The stiletto heel slides closer to her panties—the ones he’s wearing—until he hisses in anticipation.  

He drives his palms firmly into the floor, like he can feel the pressure already.  

It’s going to be good.  She’ll be firm with him.  Unforgiving.  She knows what he likes.

“Crush,” he says, drawing out the shhh sound.

She’s doing his bidding.  Might not look that way to an outsider, but she is.  This is what he wants.  He needs to feel the base of her shoe against his hot cock. 

She nudges his swollen tip with her patent-leather toe, and he hisses, knocking his head against the side of the mattress.  She sets her weight on him, little by little, building pressure.

The expression on his face would look like pain to anybody else.  But she knows what he likes.  She strokes him with her shoe, up toward his cockhead.  Pressing her toe against his tip, she lifts her heel off the ground.

“Does it hurt?” she asks.  She’s crushing his swollen head.  Of course it hurts.

He says, “No.”

“Well, then.”  She sets her stiletto in the centre of his balls sac, lowering the heel slowly, torturing him.  “I guess I’ll have to do better.”

A sound emerges from his throat, somewhere between a screech and a howl.  He’s a prey animal, caught in her clutches.  She sinks her heel into his balls.  

Her weight remains mostly on the other foot, the one on the parquet, but she’s digging into him good and hard.  Every time she shifts even slightly, he whimpers, pressing his palms harder against the floor.

“You’re never going to come,” she tells him.

“No?”

She shakes her head.  “No.”

Not for a while.  Not for a good long while.  She sinks her heel a little deeper into the fleshy mass of his balls, and he squirms, whines.  The pain is so blatant she can taste it on her tongue.

Tongue...

She’d almost forgotten...

“I’d like to come now, I think.”  Dislodging her heel from his crotch, she straddles his body, pressing her pussy against to his mouth.  “You’re going to make me come.”

He looks up at her in reverence.  When he nods, his lips brush her clit.  He opens his mouth and she rides his face.  

His tongue strokes her.  Liquid warmth.  She melts all over his cheeks, spreading juice down his chin.

She thinks about his cock, about his huge, swollen balls.  Why is it so fulfilling to press a heel into the most sensitive part of his body?  Is it the rush she feels when she’s certain her stiletto is about to puncture him?  Or the thrill of knowing he would never ask anyone else to provide this sort of pain?  

He would never trust anyone else to do what she does.

Cupping his head with both hands, she thrusts her clit against his tongue.  

She’s so close.  

He’s going to make her come...
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Most people can’t even begin to understand the kind of relationship I’m in.  My mother tries very hard, bless her heart, but I’ve lost friends over it.  I lost my best friend, in fact.  He just couldn’t wrap his brain around the idea of a woman in a man’s body, or why I would date one.

My partner Danielle is a male-to-female transsexual.  She was born a boy, but over time she came to the realization that what’s on the inside—her emotional and psychic states—doesn’t match what’s on the outside.  When we first met, she presented male.  She dressed in “boy” clothes.  She identified as a man named Daniel, but as I watched “his” mannerisms I had to wonder.

Daniel admitted to cross-dressing, to wearing make-up and women’s clothes.  I liked that.  It seemed sexy.  We started dating.  We started fucking.  No, fucking is completely the wrong word, because, as with many transgender folks, Daniel wasn’t totally comfortable about “his” body.  It wasn’t what it should be.  It didn’t have big round tits and a juicy pussy.

So we never really had boy-girl sex.  We kissed a lot.  Daniel would eat me for half an hour at a time.  Seriously.  He sucked my tits and played with my clit and fingerfucked me like my body was his personal playground.  It was the best sex I’d ever had.

We talked a lot about transgender issues.  I was really responsive to the topic.  I knew other trans folks, considered myself allied with the community, and most importantly I understood my partner’s feelings.

Finally, after three months together, Danielle felt comfortable enough to come out to me.  She was more than a cross-dresser, more than just “a guy in a dress” as she termed it.  In her heart, she knew she was a woman.

When she came to my house one night wearing a long green skirt, wig and make-up, I fell deeply in love.  Until that moment, I’d never seen her in girl clothes and presenting female.  Sure, I liked Daniel, but I never really understood my attraction to “him.”  Danielle was a treasure.  I called her bijou, the French word for jewel, because she sparkled like an emerald.

I kissed her lips, but she backed away.  She didn’t feel comfortable, she told me.  I didn’t understand, of course.  Daniel and I had kissed a hundred times.  We’d done much more than just kiss.  Why couldn’t I kiss my beautiful Danielle?

“I’ve never kissed anyone before,” she explained.  “Not as Danielle, I mean.  In a lot of ways, I’m like a teenaged girl still discovering my femininity.  I just don’t think I’m ready to be sexual yet.”

I understood, and I promised not to push her, but she kept explaining, “It’s also that I can’t have sex with someone who looks at me as a
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