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I would like to thank the following people for their love, support, and critiques: Lea, Donn, Pusseexxxx, Debbie, Loni, and Simra - all kindred spirits who share my love of fetish transgender, and gay erotica.

Most of all - To all of my precious readers who enjoy what I do, and show their appreciation. I practice my craft thinking of what turns you on!!!
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More Stories for You!

Dear Reader,

(Follow me on AMAZON to get instant updates every time I publish a new story). I would love to hear what you like to read about! Just shoot me an email and let me know. I’ll even name a character for you and send you a free book!

Jdicey120@yahoo.com

This is my AMAZON Author Page where you can see and purchase all of my other short erotica. If the links don’t work, just copy, and paste to your browser.

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

Thank you for taking time out of your day to allow me to entertain you (get you off!) with my craft. ❤️JD
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One

_______________

ANOTHER DAY AS A “SPECTATOR.” I’m a junior at a four-year college and I commute as opposed to living in the dorm. I like it that way because I get much more privacy at home in my own room than I ever would in a dorm. You see, I have certain “pursuits” shall we say, which if discovered would be terribly embarrassing. I’m twenty-one years old and my sex life is, in a nutshell – complicated. Firstly, it’s non-existent, and secondly I’m a virgin. I’ve never been with another man either. I get excited when I see very hot looking women, especially ones with huge cleavage and tits poking out through cotton blouses like pencil points. I love it when they have long, luscious hair and wear tons of makeup. Beneath all that, the things they wear underneath excite me too – G-Strings, panties of all kinds, especially satin ones, laced bras and pantyhose.

Sure you say. Lots of guys are turned on by that, so what’s the big deal. The big deal is . . . I fantasize about wearing them. I have a host of transgender videos I love to watch on different online sites and YOUTUBE. There’s something about “chicks with dicks” that’s a real turn on for me.

My big secret is that all of those videos watching women and especially transgender women engaging in various activities and still maintaining the male plumbing, turns me on so much it’s sick. So, I’m dying to experiment with cross dressing, and experiencing women or transgender women from that perspective. Yup, you could say that I’m not comfortable in my own skin. I’m not interested in guys when they dress like guys. I prefer guys when they dress like girls.

Now I have an older sister who’s a few years older than me and she moved out of the house when she graduated college. When she lived at home and I was about fourteen, I used to sneak into her room and go right for her dresser drawers where she kept her stuff, and I would strip off my pants and boxers and try on a pair of her satin boxer panties. I loved the soft feel of them as they went up my smooth legs and then settled around my junk giving me total bliss. Since she moved out I’ve had to do without that, and I’ve tried to “play the game” with girls for appearances sake mostly. I thought I’d be the luckiest guy on earth if I could someday get married and find a wife who liked to “play along” with these “urges” of mine.

I’ve always been shy around girls. Conversation was never easy for me as I’m kind of a loner and some might say a nerd. I’m a physics major and I wear thick, black framed glasses, have a skinny build, and I don’t quite stand six feet tall. So I’m not a “hunk” that turns girls crazy and makes them want to rip my clothes off. My best friends in school, Rob and Harry live together as roommates in a dorm on campus and they’re always begging me to go out with them to a bar or a campus party. Sometimes I go and I watch them, effortlessly it seems, go up to strange girls and ask them to dance or go out on dates. I think they secretly wonder about me, but they’ve never confronted me or gotten into deep discussions about my sexual preferences.

One afternoon between classes I felt hungry which is something that never happens – I usually skip lunch. So I went to the campus food court and ordered a burger and fries. A few tables away a girl sat down at a table, also alone, with a tray of food. She had a laptop out and was working while she ate. She was striking and something about her turned me on, and I became hard right away. Maybe it was the way her long, smooth legs looked under the short, faded denim skirt she wore. She had a black leather jacket on with an “Indian Motorcycles” insignia on the back. It looked like it had seen a lot of wear. There was a biker sorority on campus, and I was guessing she belonged to that.

Her hair was long, and auburn with deep dirty blondish highlights that glistened in the sunlight, and wore what I would call goth makeup – black lipstick, heavy mascara with thick eyelashes, and short, black lacquered fingernails. She had these fingerless leather gloves on to complete the biker/goth look. Normally, I would feel intimidated by a girl like that - or any girl for that matter. I realized I was staring, and quickly placed my head down and ate my lunch. I took a textbook out of my bag and opened it just for show because I was caught up on all my work.

I watched as she finished her lunch when she did something that really turned me on – she reached into her black knapsack and took out a pack of long, all-white “ladies” cigarettes and nonchalantly lit up, holding it effeminately towards the end of the white filter, as blue smoke curled out of her nose and mouth. See, I’ve got a bit of a “smoking fetish” for beautiful women who smoked, and had one since before I put my sister’s panties on. I didn’t smoke myself; occasionally just a joint once in a while with Doug and Harry. Now I was full on staring at her, but she seemed not to take any notice. When she finished her smoke she gathered up her things and got up from the table and walked away. She left me with a cock that was as hard as a rock.

After my last class I went to the library to get an hour of studying done. I couldn’t concentrate, my mind on the mysterious biker girl, and thought I’d be better off studying at home, but first I wanted to hang out with Harry and Doug at their dorm.

“There he is!” Harry shouted as if he hadn’t seen me in years. “So, you find any hot babes in the library Simon?” He was laughing.

“No, not really. I couldn’t study though.”

Harry was lying on his bed with some “girly magazine” opened up, flipping through the pages, and Doug, who was sitting at his desk turned around looking at me and smiling. “What are you saying Simon – you couldn’t study? That’s like saying an eagle can’t fly! What’s up with that dude?”

My face turned red, and I didn’t answer them. I just took a seat on the edge of Doug’s bed. The two of them exchanged glances.

“Come on, share it with us. What’s bothering you?” Harry asked, this time with a serious tone.

“I, I can’t explain it . . .”

“Oh I know,” Doug said. “Simon here looks like he met someone!”

Harry whistled. “Really Simon? Is that it? Come on man, out with it. Is it a  . . . girl?” Both of them tried to stifle laughter.

“Not exactly,” I said truthfully – “I didn’t ‘meet’ someone.”

“Then what?” Doug asked.

I took a deep breath and sighed. “I was having lunch in the food court today, which I never do, and I saw this hot looking girl sitting at a table alone, and I felt myself drawn to her.”

“Really,” Harry said. “So did you at least talk her up? I mean both of you were sitting alone. Rule sixty-one of Harry’s scoring with girls manual says you should always join a hot looking girl at her table if she’s sitting alone.

“She looked kind of intimidating. I think she was a member of that biker sorority on campus.”

“Oh! That explains it,” Doug said with the authority of an expert. “These birds even intimidate Cool-Hand Harry here.”

“Yeah, he’s right Simon,” Harry said. “But if you felt attracted to her, the least you could have done was to say “Hi, mind if I join you?” the worst thing that could happen would be that she’d say ‘no.’”

“Well I didn’t, and that’s that.”

“Come on man, be honest with us,” Doug said. “Since the time we’ve been hanging around together – since freshman orientation, we’ve never heard you talk about any girls.” Doug immediately stopped himself from saying anything else because he thought he’d hurt my feelings.

“Well, I’m NOT GAY, okay,” I said, reading what they may have always thought. “ I’m just shy. Look at me. Do I look like a stud to you?” I said as I looked down my body, moving my hands down my length.

“Hey buddy, no one said you’re ‘gay,’ and even if you were, you’re still our friend and we would never make a deal about that,” Doug said, with adamant sincerity.

Harry got off his bed and walked over to his desk where he picked up a flyer. “Hey guys, look what I found in the hall downstairs. I took it off the wall.” Harry held it up to show us.

“The biker sorority is throwing a Halloween masquerade party. All are invited and costumes are mandatory. Why don’t we go? It’ll be fun. You know the reputation they have for throwing parties. They’re SICK!”

“Yeah, sounds good. We have three weeks. Why don’t you come Simon? Maybe your lady friend will be there.” Doug said.

“Hey, she’s not ‘my lady friend,’ and besides, I don’t know if I wanna go.”

“There he goes again. Listen Simon, you’re a junior – and a virgin I might add. You wanna go through your entire college experience without even getting any?” Harry said. That made me think. What would be the harm in going? The girl from the food court might even be there. So I told them I’d think about it and that was that.

❤️❤️❤️


Two

_______________

THE NEXT DAY I BROKE MY RULE AGAIN about not having lunch and I went to the food court at the same time as yesterday. I got myself a burger and fries again and took out the same textbook. This time I did have studying to do, so I busied myself in eating and reading, and sure enough, like clockwork, the biker girl took a seat. She looked just as awesome as yesterday. She walked by my table, and I caught a whiff of a jasmine perfume and stale smoke. My cock was breaking through my jeans as she took her seat after buying coffee from the STARBUCKS.

My mind was going in all sorts of fantastic places when my reverie was broken by “Look who’s here!” It was Doug beside Harry, and they took a seat at my table.

“So what’s up dude?” Doug said.

“Nothing. It’s a beautiful day and I thought I’d sit outside and catch up a bit.”

“Is she here?” Harry asked, an exaggerated hopefulness on his face.

“No, she isn’t.” I lied.

“Too bad. We could have given you our expert opinions,” Doug said.

“Come on Doug, let’s go to Pancho’s. I’m in the mood for hot chilli and an enchilada,” Harry said.

“Okay, I’m in – you’re buying. I’m a little ‘light’ this week,” Doug said.

Now I had a chance to stare again. I noticed the curves of a perfect figure underneath the same denim skirt and leather jacket. This time she was carrying a motorcycle helmet. I shuddered thinking that would give her away to the guys. Her head was down at her laptop, and she never looked in my direction.

Harry and Doug came back, and Doug held his tray precariously with one hand and pulled his chair out. The chair got stuck on something and the next thing I knew, I had hot chilli and an enchilada falling all over my pants and jacket, plus a large diet soda. “AWWW FUCK! YOU GUYS! WHAT THE FUCK!!” I screamed out, and all heads in the food court, including the biker girl were looking at me. The reactions were surprise and sympathy. Doug’s eyeballs were popping out of his head as he threw his tray down and ran into the store for paper towels and water.

I stood up to assess the full extent of the damages – EVERYTHING had chilli all over it, plus all the trimmings and sauce. I quicky realized it was an accident. Fortunately my burger was untouched. Doug ran back to our table carrying a regular dish towel from the chilli place, and some paper towels, and handed it to me. More profuse “sorries” followed from both of my friends. When  I looked up, the biker girl was gone. Great, I thought. Now she knows I’m a complete loser. I think that made me more upset then the actual accident.

After I did the best job of cleanup I could do at the table, I excused myself and went to the restroom area. Inside I found plenty of paper towels and dried myself off as best I could until the start of my last class. When I walked outside into the vestibule I got the surprise of my life. Leaning against the wall on her shoulder, with her legs crossed, and carrying her red motorcycle helmet was the biker girl. She had knee-high scuffed black, flat-heeled boots on with a black buckled leather strap running across the instep. The sunlight illuminated her, and up close, she looked stunning. She was smiling and looking right at me. Her bright green eyes showed a friendliness, and her slim lips were curled up into a smile.

I was speechless and I must have looked like a dummy with my mouth hanging open. “Hello,” she said, laughing. “I can see you much better now without looking like the lunch special from Pancho’s.”

Her sense of humor caught me off guard and I laughed. “Yeah, I did the best I could, holding up the dirty dish towel.”

“I’m impressed by your coolness under fire,” she said. “Most guys would be hopping mad and make a big scene, but you were very calm about it. I don’t think I could have been like that. Oh, my name’s Lorraine.”

“Hi, I’m Simon.”

“Nice to meet you Simon.”

I shook my head, at a loss of what to say next, but she smoothly took the lead, reading my mind. “I don’t usually stalk guys who use the men’s room, but I couldn’t help noticing you staring at me out there yesterday ; today as well. So I thought I’d initiate contact and see what you’re all about.”

What was I about? That she was HOT? That I had a smoking fetish she seemed to excite. My cock was getting hard just looking at her now, and I shifted uncomfortably to hide it. I might as well be truthful with her; she seemed very insightful, and I knew she could see through bullshit.

“What I’m about? Nothing really. I mean, I thought you were an interesting girl.” Just as I said that I regretted it. She looked much older than a typical student.

“Interesting? How?”

The sun shining on her beautiful, hypnotizing face was like giving me a dose of truth serum. “I don’t see many beautiful, striking girls like you around here.”

She smiled radiantly. “Well I can see you’re honest. I wouldn’t say that I am what you say I am, but thanks for the compliment. You know I was kinda hoping that I’d run into you here today. I thought about you yesterday, and I think you’re kind of cute.”

“Cute? Me? I always thought of myself as kind of a nerd,” pointing to my Coke bottle eyeglasses and plain clothing.

“To me you are. You seem secure in your own skin, you know? No pretenses like most of the idiot guys on this campus.” That was the last thing I thought she would say. I was anything but secure.

“Thanks for the nice words. Uh, maybe you’d like to go out sometime?” Now I felt like a hopeless nerd. I was anything but confident.

“I’d like that Simon. Do you live on campus?”

“No, I live at home nearby with my parents, about thirty minutes from the campus.”

“Oh I see. What year are you?”

“I’m a junior, and you Lorraine?”

She laughed. “I might not look it, but I’m a sophomore. I took some years off after high school before going off to college.”

“Umm, I should be getting back to my friends. I’d really like to see you again.”

“Sure. We wouldn’t want to give your pals any ideas now would we? I have late classes today. Tomorrow I’m free at one o’clock.” She looked down at her helmet. “Why don’t we see each other tomorrow and I’ll take you for a ride on my cycle. You ever ridden before?”

“No, I never did. It might be fun.”

“Oh trust me. There’s nothing like it! I live in what everyone calls ‘the biker sorority’ here on campus. What time are you free tomorrow?”

“I finish at eleven o’clock. Why don’t I swing by when you’re done?”

“I have a better idea Simon. Why don’t we meet here tomorrow after my class, and we’ll take a ride after that?”

“Hey that’s great!”

“Here Simon, take out your phone number and I’ll text you my number.”

“I left it at the table,” I said, suddenly aware that my friends would be full of questions if I showed up with Lorraine. I looked confused. But Lorraine was right on the spot.

“I get it. You don’t want your friends asking questions, so give me your number and I’ll text you.”

“Okay, and I’ll see you here tomorrow.”

So I gave Lorraine my number and then she blew me away. She leaned in and gave me a kiss on my cheek, smiled at me and left. I walked back, no – I floated back to the table and Harry and Doug were still there.

“So who is Lorraine, Simon?” Harry said pointing to the new text message which showed up as a banner on my iPhone.

“No one, just a friend,” I said.

Doug’s face brightened with a realization. “The biker girl! How’d you do it Simon?”

No point in being dishonest. “Well, she saw what happened with the chilli, and I met her outside the restroom, and we got talking. As a matter of fact, she does belong to the biker sorority and we’re seeing each other tomorrow. She wants to take me for a ride on her motorcycle tomorrow afternoon.”

Harry and Doug looked at each other, Harry whistled, and then they both looked at me like I was some sort of extraterrestrial life form.

“Oh NO WAY!” Doug said. “Why was she waiting for you outside the men’s room??”

“She was sitting at that table and saw the whole thing, and was wondering if I was okay.” Then I became embarrassed. “She noticed me checking her out yesterday and today, that’s all.”

“You mean she was here, and you didn’t tell us dude? What’s up with that?” Harry asked, almost sounding offended.

“Well if Doug here hadn’t dumped his lunch on me, then maybe I would have said something!” I said.

❤️❤️❤️


Three

_______________

I GOT TO THE FOOD COURT A LITTLE EARLY THE NEXT DAY and the weather was great – not too windy and perfect sunshine – perfect riding weather. I wore a padded windbreaker and worn blue jeans. I left my book bag in my car on the campus parking lot. Then I spotted Lorraine. This time she was wearing worn blue jeans like mine, with her buckled boots, jeans tucked inside, and leather jacket. Her shiny, thick auburn hair was flowing freely down the front, and she had an infectious smile as she approached me that almost knocked me out of my chair. She leaned in and this time she kissed me right on the lips and gave me a little tongue which almost set my pants on fire.

“Well hi!” I said when she broke off. “What did I do to deserve that.?” She gripped my chin in her fingerless leather gloved hand, her face making a semi-serious expression.

“Like I said, I think you’re cute.” She had no helmet with her this time. “I think I’ll get a chicken salad. What do you want Simon? I’m buying.”

“You don’t have to,” I said.

“No I insist.”

“Okay, I’ll get the same.” The last thing I wanted was anything greasy in my belly when I hopped on a motorcycle the first time.

“Hey Simon?”

“Yeah?”

“Don’t spill anything on yourself, okay?” she said laughing.

“Sure. I’ll try not to.”

She turned and walked away.

I was smitten; more like hit by a truck. I watched her hips wiggle as she went to the store. This was the first time I had any girl even remotely interested in me, much less any girl like Lorraine.

We ate and talked some more. Surprisingly, Lorraine wasn’t seeing anyone. No guy here even peaked her interest, and her sorority thew lots of parties. I tried to steer the conversation away from me, but she kept coming back to an “amazement” that I wasn’t dating. My ego got more of a boost than I could ever remember.

“Okay Simon let’s go. Prepare to get blown away.” She saw me stop in my tracks and pulled me closer, holding my hand and getting right in my face. “Don’t worry. I take care of my passengers very well.” She softly kissed me on the cheek, and we left to go the parking lot.

Her bike was hard to miss. It was a bright red Indian Chieftain Sport, brand new and must have cost a pretty penny. I was staring with my mouth open. There were two bright red helmets chained to the bike.

“Well, what do you think?” she said proudly of her machine.

“I think I’m in for a helluva ride, that’s what!”

“Oh you’re not kidding! Well hop on.” She took her place first with a well-practiced grace. She handed me her backpack to put on before I got on.

“Okay, now, get yourself comfortable and put your arms around my middle,” she said smiling and looking back at me.

We put our helmets on, and the thing was heavy. I needed to exercise my neck more. She started the engine with a pretty loud rumble, and I couldn’t hear anything. My arms wrapped around her leather jacket, and I joined my hands just below her breasts, so the tops of my clenched hands were hitting them. My face was inches away from her long hair sticking out the back of her helmet. I could smell her sweet scented perfume mixing with the smell of cigarette smoke, and I was so fucking hard and turned on.

My feet were steady on the foot rests, and we took off. The wind blew her hair on the sides of my face, and it felt as if I was being rubbed by silk. The ride was very smooth and when she made turns, it seemed like a miracle to me the bike didn’t tip over. We went through the sleepy side streets of the college town and then got on the entrance ramp of the Interstate. I held onto Lorraine for dear life as she accelerated to highway speed (or faster) in just a few seconds. I was totally dependent on her for my very life – and I liked it.

It was like we were flying just over the pavement and the beautiful fall foliage presented itself magnificently on both sides of the highway in the brilliant mid afternoon sunshine. This had to be the best day of my life. My hands worked their way up to her breasts – it was totally unintentional, and sensual at the same time. She didn’t pull over and say “Hey! Take your fucking hands off my breasts.” She didn’t react at all. Maybe this was what all back riders did. We drove for maybe thirty minutes, and she pulled off an exit to a rest area that opened up into a park with a meadow and a distant tree line. No one else was there and we had the whole place to ourselves.

She parked in one of the marked spaces and she locked our helmets to the bike. She smiled, took off her helmet, and shook her hair out, then took my hand and leaned in and softly kissed my lips, sending her tongue inside my mouth just for a second – like a tease.

“So how did you like your first motorcycle ride Simon?” she said as she slowly broke off, caressing my cheek with a gloved hand.

“I loved it. I’ve never done anything like that before. It was kind of like a roller coaster at first until I got used to it.”

She laughed and said, “Well you’re lucky there were no steep hills. Otherwise I would have heard you scream!”

“I guess I should consider myself lucky then.”

We both left and she took my hand. “Look over there,” she was pointing to a small, flat clearing with trees surrounding it. “I brought a blanket and some fruit, since I figured you ate already.”

“Yes I did, that’s great. Let’s go.”

She intertwined her leather-covered arm with mine, our fingers interlocked, and we made our way to spot hidden by the trees from the parking lot.

“This looks like a good spot,” she said with a deep, sensuous voice. I took her knapsack off and handed it to her. Lorraine placed it on the grass, bent over and opened it. I couldn’t help noticing her wide, curvy hips. Maybe I was staring too long because she picked her head up and gave me a knowing grin.

So we both sat down and just looked around at all the beautiful trees, and watched as a deer walked slowly between the trees on the other side.

“Oh look Simon! Isn’t that cute?” It looked like a baby doe with white spots on it’s reddish brown fur. The mother couldn’t be far behind.

“Yeah, well, this is nature.”

“Well you know that in nature animals fuck, just like people do,” she said with a serious expression on her face. I didn’t expect to hear that and then we both laughed at the same time.

“I’m trying to figure you out Simon.”

“Oh really? In what way?” I said slightly defensively.

“Well I said I think that you’re cute. But also there’s something about you, like, I don’t know – maybe you’re a bit defensive. Like maybe you’re afraid of getting your heart broken.”

I laughed. “Why would you say that? We just met.”

“I don’t know. Now please don’t take this the wrong way Simon, but have you ever had a girlfriend before?”

She was after all, right. “Does it show? No, I never really dated anyone . . . much before. Like maybe two, three dates, tops.”

“Oh okay. So you’re a virgin then?”

I took a deep breath. Here it comes – the discovery and then the ride back to campus.

“I suppose I am. Well look at me,” I said, sounding sorry for myself.

“Oh I get it. You’re the academic type and say to yourself, now what girl would be interested in me?”

“I guess. I mean I live at home cause I live close by, and I do study a lot and don’t really socialize – with girls I mean.”

“Well you shouldn’t feel that way. I like you. Aside from being cute, I think you’re kind of handsome with your dark hair, deep brown eyes . . .”

“ . . . and macho man athletic build??” I interjected quickly. “Wait I know. You dig guys with thick glasses who are, say, physics majors.”

“Oh, is that what you are?”

“Yes, and I have a four point 0 index.”

“Wow, I knew you were a brain – that’s cool. I like that type; you know, brainy, deep thinker,” she said, smiling. “Take your glasses off.”

I didn’t mind because I was near-sighted. My glasses were heavy, and they made marks on my nose. Not one of my proudest physical features. “And what’s your major?” I asked.

“I’m not really sure, but I like government and maybe criminal justice. Maybe I might become a lawyer.”

“Now that is something I can’t see you doing.”

“Why. Because I like to ride a bike and dress in leather and look tough?” Well, she did look tough. But I never would have taken her for a pre law student.

“Yeah, I guess so.”

“Bikers can be smart too you know. Remember I told you I took a couple years off after high school?”

“Yes I remember.”

“Well, I’m twenty-five and I was a US Marine for five years. I did two tours in Afghanistan.”

“Really!” Now that surprised me.

“Yeah, I was a canine handler. I did some pretty dangerous missions with spec ops. You know, sniffing out explosives and Taliban.”

“Wow Lorraine, I’m impressed.”

“Look here,” she said and took off her leather jacket. She showed me a USMC tattoo on her right arm below the shoulder. On her left arm she had the letters of the Roman Legion “SPQR.”

“So you dig military girls with tats?” She asked playfully.

“Wow, yeah. I respect you. That’s really something to be proud of.”

I guess so. I suppose I’m a rarity. Especially on this campus. But out of everything I really miss my dog. It was painful when I mustered out and Roscoe stayed behind. He was a German Shepherd, and I trained him since he was a puppy. I owe my life to him – several times,” she said wistfully, her eyes going to another place and time. “Someday I’ll tell you my stories. I have a lot, but some I can’t really talk about yet.”

“Oh I understand. I’ll listen anytime you want to talk.”

“Now that’s sweet. Thank you Simon.”

“The new handler sends me pictures from time to time. He’s in Kuwait now.” There was a bit of silence as I processed this information. Lorraine put her jacket on again because it was kind of chilly even in the sunshine.

“You look good without your glasses Simon. You should get contacts.”

“Humm. Maybe I will – just for you.”

“I’d be really comfortable talking to you Simon. You’re sweet,” she said and leaned into me, placing her arms around my shoulders and kissed me hard on the lips, her tongue going the deepest into my mouth it ever did. My cock was pulsing in my jeans, and I think she knew it because she placed her hand on my crotch and started rubbing it. I felt a drop of pre cum leak into my briefs.

The kissing and touching became more intense, and she fumbled with my belt buckle and pulled the zipper of my jeans down. She lied me down on the blanket and got on top of me, kissing and licking my face and eyes. This was the farthest I’d gotten with any girl, although I liked the videos that did a lot more.

Then she moved down me and slid between my legs which she moved apart. She pulled my jeans and my boxers down to just above my knees. “Hey, aren’t you afraid someone’s gonna break in on us!?” After I said it I realized how stupid I must have sounded.

“Hey,” she said softly, looking down at me. “You’re with a US Marine, remember?”

“Former,” I said.

She pinched my cheek. “Once a Marine, ALWAYS a Marine!” and she laughed.

My cock was pointing at the sky and without skipping a beat, she kissed the head of it with her black-glossed lips which sent a tingle down my body. Then she stuck her tongue out on the tip, and held my cock with the fingers of her gloved hand. It worked its way around the head in a circle, and I dripped out some pre cum which she licked with her tongue. “Umm, you taste great Simon. I’m loving it baby.”

She slowly slid my cock into her mouth, and I watched her with my head resting on her backpack. Her eyes looked into mine as her lips made a tight seal and slowly went up and down my shaft. It felt like silk and her tongue was rubbing the soft underside of my cock. This woman was a pro. Soon my cock was glistening wet, and she made sucking noises as she continued. She lifted up my shirt and grabbed her hair and went over my bare tummy like a whisk broom, greatly adding to my arousal. I lifted my hips up and got into a rhythm with her. Then her eyes looked down and she began rubbing her crotch on top of my thigh as she continued sucking.

Lorraine went faster and faster and I was close to losing my fucking mind. I closed my eyes and arched my neck back. She was moaning through the sucking and going faster and faster. Suddenly I gasped and shot a huge load of warm, thick cum into her mouth. I must have squirted at least three times. As I was still shooting my load, she pulled off me and held my cock in her hand and purposely got my jizz all over her face. She looked at me with misty eyes and there was my white cum dripping off her chin, her cheeks, and dripping down the sides of her lips. She squeezed my cock, and more cum came out. Now she put her mouth back on me and licked me clean. The sight of Lorraine with my cum all over her face was incredible. I was living my own secret fantasy, but I think Lorraine, as insightful as she was, discovered this.

After her face was cum-free, we kissed deeply, and I tasted myself from her mouth. A bit of my own jizz leaked down onto my chin, and she licked that off me. My mind was totally blown, and I had discovered something I really enjoyed; the sweet/salty taste of my own cum. She did too, obviously.

“Wow Simon, I think I’ve found a new hobby.”

“You totally blew me away Lorraine – no pun intended,” and we both laughed.

She kissed my face over and over again. “See,” she said. “I didn’t leave you sticky, did I?”

I laughed. “No you certainly didn’t.”

She rolled off me and reached for her backpack under my head and took out her pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and let one hang out the corner of her mouth. I was mesmerized by the sight, and I became embarrassed as we both watched my cock grow bigger and bigger.

“Would you like one Simon?” She asked, smiling and holding the pack out to me.

“Yes I would, please.” This was feeding my fetish, and I got the feeling she knew.

“Somehow I thought you would,” she said as she pulled out a slim, silver butane lighter and lit herself up quickly, cupping her hands to the breeze, and then lit me up the same way. “Ohhh, I needed that. It’s the best after sex,” she said, taking a deep drag.

“I gotta ask you something sweetie,” as she did a very sexy French inhale, holding the cigarette very effeminately between her index and middle fingers. “Do women who smoke turn you on? Come on, nothing to be ashamed of. It’s more common than you think.” Of course she had no idea about all the smoking fetish videos I watched at home.

I was still embarrassed, as my cock was pulsating up at the sky and I answered truthfully. “Yes it is a big turn-on for me.” Unconsciously I was holding the cigarette like Lorraine was – between my index and middle fingers of my right hand, close to the end of the long, white filter.

“I see that. Well, I’m always glad to turn you on honey,” and she took a deep drag and kissed me, her smoke going into me and all over my face. “You know, smoky blow jobs are my specialty. We’ll have to do that next.”

I couldn’t wait. Just her saying that practically made me cum without even being touched. We ate some of the small apples she brought along, and just cuddled on the blanket. The sun was casting long shadows of the trees, and it was getting chilly.

“Tell you what my love,” she said. “Maybe it’s time we get going.” She looked around and told me, “You know, sometimes I like to ride up here and just think and meditate, especially when the weather gets warmer.”

“That sounds nice. It’s the perfect spot for that.”

So we stood up and Lorraine rolled up the blanket, and handed me her backpack to put on. “I’ll wear it if you want to drive,” she said laughing.

“No thanks,” I said laughing. “Maybe next time.”

So we got on the cycle, put our helmets on, finished our cigarettes and rode back to campus. I was a pro at being a back seater already and the ride back was even more pleasant, the fear element gone. My head was dug in like a tick to her back; her fragrant hair up against my nose. We pulled into the same parking spot, and I handed Lorraine her backpack and she still wore her helmet and carried mine. “Tell you what. I want you to come to the sorority house. I have my own room, and we can hang out. What are you doing this Saturday late afternoon, evening?”

“Well I have a big math exam on Monday so I gotta study during the day, but I can come over like five o’clock, take you to dinner in town and we can come back to your room. How’s that sound?”

“Oooh, it sounds delicious! Will I see you in the food court tomorrow about noon?”

“Sure, I’ll be there.”

“Great, I can’t wait,” and she put my helmet down and wrapped her arms around me and kissed me hard in the parking lot. People were walking by. A few of them smiled, but no one really cared.

“You know what? Why don’t you take this helmet? I don’t give rides to people – that is, except for you.”

“Nice! Thanks,” and I took the helmet, we kissed again, and I walked to my car and headed home.
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THE NEXT DAY FOUND ME HAVING BREAKFAST with Harry and Doug in their dorm’s cafeteria before our classes started. As I approached their table with my tray, Harry and Doug were looking at me as if I were some kind of science experiment. “Whoa! You look different Simon. If I didn’t know better, I’d say you were in love,” Harry said.

“Cut it out guys, I just had one date with her.” They were looking at each other clearly amazed at the revelation.

“A date??” Harry asked. “What did you do, where did you go?”

“Lorraine gave me a ride on her motorcycle, and we went out into the countryside down the Interstate.”

“So now you’re a biker dude huh?” Doug said. “Really Simon, I’m proud of you. Why don’t you bring her around soon.”

“Maybe she’s got some friends you could introduce us to,” Harry said with great interest.

“You mentioned the Halloween masquerade at her sorority. I can tell her you’d like to go. Maybe then you can mingle and meet.”

“Great idea Simon. You’re finally coming out of your shell after two years!” Doug said.

“Proud of you dude,” Harry added. I really think they thought I was gay all along, and this clearly surprised them. The whole thing was a surprise to me too. But I felt incomplete. While I loved being with Lorraine and satisfying my fetish, there was one big part of that fetish that was left unfulfilled.

On Saturday I finished my studying and I shocked my parents by telling them that I had a date that evening. “Well good for you Simon,” my mom said. “You’ve never mentioned a girl before. Maybe you can bring her to the house sometime and we can meet her.”

“Mom come on. I’ve only dated her once. It’s too soon for anything like that.”

“Okay, okay. You’re right Simon. Play it cool. Don’t be too eager. Sometimes that turns girls off.” I didn’t tell my mom that it was Lorraine who was pursuing me.

I went to Lorraine’s sorority house and all their bikes were parked in a row in front of the house. But tonight I decided to use my car to take us out. We went to Enzo’s, a quaint little family-owned Italian place in town that was popular with the locals. It was somewhat pricey, so not too many students ate there. Lorraine shocked me by wearing a casual one piece dress that was very high up, affording me for the first time a good look at her beautiful smooth legs. She wore modest heels too. I put on my best casual too – a sports jacket and a turtleneck sweater. We talked a lot about this and that, and found we had a lot in common; a love for the LA Dodgers, and classical music, especially DeBussy.

Then we went back to the sorority house. The common room had some of the girls sitting around studying and talking. They all looked at Lorraine and me as we came in. A girl with gorgeous red hair and tattoos up and down her arms with a sleeveless denim vest and a denim skirt came up to us. “Hey Lorraine, aren’t you going to introduce me to your friend?” she asked with a lot of interest.

“Oh sure. Denise, this is my friend Simon. He’s really cool and I like him,” Lorraine said, looking at me proudly.

“Hi Simon. You live on campus?”

“No, actually I live close by at home with my parents.” I felt like a loser saying that, but Lorraine’s “pride” in being with me took that insecurity away quickly.

“C’mon handsome, let’s go to my place,” Lorraine said, smiling at Denise.

Denise whistled and said, “Okay you too, but just don’t do anything that I would do.”

“If that was what we did Denise, I’d say that Simon should leave now!” and both girls laughed. All eyes were on Lorraine and me as we went up the main  stairway in the center of the room.

“Don’t mind them Simon. They aren’t used to seeing me bringing any guys back here, that’s all. They know how choosy I am.”

Denise’s room was comfortable, with a throw rug, neat desk, and shelves over it with books and a couple of picture frames. One picture was of Lorraine and four other Marines, heavily armed in front of a Humvee. She saw me looking at it. But what really caught my attention was a Silver Star in a picture frame. I was more than impressed.

“Oh that,” she said. Someday I’ll tell you about it,” she said with a faraway voice. I knew better then to press. “The picture is me with part of my squad outside of Kandahar. The German Shepherd next to me is Roscoe.” I knew she missed her dog, and I was respectfully quiet.

She looked at me with a familiar hunger, and threw her arms around me and kissed me hard, her waist pressing into my hard cock. She reached down to my pants and began stroking it with her fingers. I was moaning for a change. Suddenly, she stopped what she was doing, and picked her dress up and over her head, and threw it over a chair. She was an absolute goddess, wearing black satin panty boxers, a black laced bra, sheer black nylon pantyhose, with straps that attached to a slim girdle over her panties. She reached on the floor and took out two cigarettes from her bag and lit them both up with her silver butane lighter. She took a drag from both and handed me one. She placed an ashtray on the bed.

“Sit on the bed sweetie,” she told me, patting the side of the bed. So I sat facing her as she unhooked her pantyhose from the girdle. She was staring at me and gave me a smile that said we’re gonna have a good time now! “Now pull those pants down honey and get naked for me.” So I undressed and was completely nude facing her and she jumped on my lap facing me. She was looking down at my cock and it was like it had it’s own pulse. It seemed to be going up and down by itself.

Her satin panties were just inches from my cock, and she ordered me – “I want you to rub your cock on my panties.”

So I took my hand that wasn’t holding the cigarette and grabbed my cock and stroked it on that silky goodness. I had a drop of pre cum leak out and make a dark stain on her panties. “Stroke me harder,” she commanded in a firm but soft voice. As I did so it felt great, but something wasn’t quite right. It felt like there was something underneath between her pussy and the material. My face registered ‘just a bit of curiosity’ and she looked at me and smiled. Then she suddenly stood up, facing me, and took a seductive drag.

Smiling, she hooked her thumb underneath the elastic front, and pulled her panties down. My face registered shock at what I saw, but I was highly aroused at the same time. She was my guide; my goddess and I was completely hers. It was the biggest cock I had ever seen. It was a monster and seemed to be so at odds with the beautiful woman standing before me.

“That’s right Simon – I’m a shemale, a ladyboy. I really hate the word ‘transgender’ don’t you? It’s like you’re in-between, nowhere. I hate it, and I’m anything but. What do you think? You don’t wanna get dressed and run out of the room?” Now she was laughing because she knew the answer.
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I WOULD DO ANYTHING BUT RUN OUT OF THE ROOM. This was my fantasy – a smoking, hot shemale. Just like all the videos I loved to watch. I  smiled and said, “Hell yeah I’m surprised Lorraine.” But then, like a confession which I suppose it was I told her. “But I’m also very excited. You are every fantasy of mine come true. I know that now. I could never see myself with another man as a man, you know? But a girl with a cock turns me on so much that it’s sick, so help me!”

She squealed with delight, stepped out of her panties and got back on my lap, her bare tits in my face. She placed a nipple between my lips, and I moved my tongue all around it, making her moan, and with one hand she rubbed her cock against mine. After a couple of minutes she had me completely under her spell. She got off my lap and stood in front of me and placed her cock gently against my lips; it was pointing up at the ceiling. I never imagined I would ever have a cock in my lips, yet here I was – doing the unexpected, but what I secretly craved all along. My secret was out with someone I trusted and yes, even loved more than anyone I was ever with, or could hope to be with. As if reading my mind, she said, “Simon I love you.”

“Me too,” I said gently after taking her cock from my lips. Now I held her cock in my hand and placed it against my lips which parted slightly so that her massive head was in my mouth. My mouth was very wet and that made it slide in easily. My tongue moved around it like a paint brush, and she moaned as her free hand touched her breasts, squeezing her nipples. I kept my lips tightly sealed, and she moved her hips into me, pushing her cock farther into my mouth. I loved it – the fullness of it, the length which almost made me choke, but I went on bobbing my head back and forth, my only desire to please this gorgeous creature, my love, my obsession.

She placed a hand over my head., pushing me deeper onto her, and she took a last drag and blew the smoke over me, making me leak out my own pre cum. Faster and faster she went until finally she let out a hiss through clenched teeth and I felt a warm, wet, and thick gush of her cum enter my mouth. I felt her cock pulsate at least three times, and she filled me. I swallowed the sweet/salty mix, but some of it dribbled down from the corners of my mouth. She kept thrusting until no more came out of her and I licked her cock clean completely. Her fingertips gently caressed my scalp, and she pulled me up off the bed by my shoulders, kissing me with great passion.

Her tongue swooped around my mouth licking up all of her cum from me, and then we just stayed like that – kissing and hugging.

Softly, and with great feeling, she said, “I’m so glad I have you Simon. Now you know why not too many guys aren’t with me. In fact you’re the first guy I’ve had since before I started college.”

“You mean you did this in the Marines?”

“No, as you can see by the pictures, I had already transitioned by then, but I didn’t get close like this, like with you, I think – ever. Yeah, not ever.” I didn’t know what to say, but I felt really special.

“Now there’s something missing from your life that I’d like to fulfill.”

“What would that be?” I asked.

“Oh I think you know,” she said, pointing to her clothes on the floor. “I think you want to wear some of my things, don’t you?” she asked, holding my chin up and looking intently at me.

I had no choice but to be completely honest with Lorraine. “Yes, yes, I would like to,” I said shyly.

“You sound, I don’t know, a bit hesitant.”

“Oh no! No Loraine. I’m just, well, shy.”

“I get it. Of course it’ll be our little secret, but it really turns me on too – to actually transform a guy into someone like me. Like I said honey, I love you Simon, I really do.” And then she kissed me again.

She moved to her dresser and took out a satin G-String, a bra and from her top closet shelf she brought down a box with a black wig on top of a Styrofoam head. She tossed the thong to me.

“Go ahead, put it on honey.”

I felt the fabric between my fingers, and I loved the silky soft feel of them. I put it up to my face and rubbed it which made her laugh.

“I’m sorry, but you remind me of myself – my first time.”

“I have a confession to make Lorraine. I’ve done this before – with my older sister’s stuff.”

“Oh really! Somehow I got that feeling from you. Remember when I said that there was something about you? Some vibe I got? Well that was it,” she said like a detective who solved a long-standing mystery.

I placed the thong on the floor and stepped into it, and slowly pulled it up my hairless legs, the silkiness almost making me giddy. Then I settled the soft fabric around my cock, and it was like fireworks going off in my head – it was incredible.

Lorraine saw my reaction. “It seems to me you enjoy this Simon. I’m so happy!”

“Yeah, it’s . . . nice,” I said, a smile breaking out on my face.

“Great. Now place the bra on and I have some makeup to put on you. I think you’ll look like all your fantasies come true.”

The bra she gave me was black lace and a bit tight which pulled the skin of my chest together giving me the illusion of cleavage.

“Come Simon, let me take you into the bathroom. I’ll do your makeup,” she said, smiling at me. “I think you’ll enjoy this.”

I sat facing away from the mirror as she worked her magic. Lorraine was really good at this. She worked quickly, putting on my facial makeup, the mascara, and finally the red lip gloss, which I loved. Then she put the wig on me and stepped back to look at me carefully, and combed it out a bit. It was long, really long, and was done up on top, sort of an “Amy Winehouse” look to it. Then she lit two cigarettes for each of us, taking a nice, long drag and blowing the smoke in my face.

“Here, now I think you’ll look like the slut of your dreams – just how I wanted you to be.”

I stood up from the chair and looked at myself in the vanity mirror. I hardly recognized myself. Hell, I even wanted to fuck myself, that’s how good a job she did on me.

“Now that you’ve made me incredibly horny, it’s time for you to really please me honey. Why don’t you get on the bed after you’re done admiring yourself.”

She was right – I was thrilled beyond belief with my new appearance. I held my cigarette effeminately and took a cheek-hollowing drag in the mirror and my hard cock pulled me to the bed.

“Okay, now get on your knees and face the front.”

I did as she wanted, and she reached into her night stand and pulled out a jar of coconut oil and held onto it as she got on the bed behind me.

“Now I’m going to fuck you hard, just like a very slutty girl. Isn’t that your ultimate fetish fantasy Simon dear?”

“Yes, of course. I’m all yours Lorraine.”

“Good,” she said as she pulled the strap of the G-String to the side of my butt cheek. She placed the oil on her hand and rubbed it into my ass. “Now, you may feel a little full, but I want you to trust me Simon. This will be great.”

“Sure Lorraine. You’ve never lied to me.”

She laughed. “And I won’t start now, would I?”

“No, I guess nottttt!!”- I gasped. She stuck a lubed finger into my “boy pussy” or bussy as I was to learn later it was called. Her finger went around and around, widening my opening and causing it to dilate a bit. Then she rubbed the oil on her cock and moaned a bit.

“God you make me crazy Simon.” She paused for a moment. How about we come up with a feminine name for you?”

“Okay, what would you like to call me.”

“I was thinking about ‘Ilana,’ now how’s that?”

“What about ‘Simone,’” I asked.

“No, that won’t do. I like Ilana. You look like an Ilana.”

“Okay Lorraine. I’m all yours.”

“Good girl.”

“Prepare to get the ride of your life Ilana.”

I felt a soft, fleshy ball of sorts pressing up against my cherry asshole, or “bussy.” Like a reflex, I backed up on it, and it entered me as far as I could take it. At first, it seemed like the most painful thing that ever happened to me – like a sword thrusting inside. But then, I got used to it as the thrusting continued. I gradually let go of the bed sheets which I was gripping tightly, and I was filled with a pleasure, a satisfaction that I had never known before.

Lorraine was moaning as she went deeper and deeper inside of me. I backed my ass up on her cock and got into a fast rhythm with her, and she was squealing with delight. Then I heard her let out a loud gasp, stiffen, and felt a wet, warm sensation fill me up inside. It was an enormous amount of cum filling up my bussy, and some of it leaked out onto the insides of my thighs and dripped onto the sheets. Lorraine kept thrusting, causing more cum to spill out of me.

Suddenly a strange sensation caused me to gasp. I felt something akin to a sneeze welling up deep inside of me. It was a building orgasm – but not just any orgasm – an explosion. I wasn’t even touching my cock and yet here it was – a volcano eruption all over the bed sheets making me cry out in joy and release at the same time. Nothing I had ever experienced before was like this. So this is what women must feel like when they climax I thought. All I knew was that I wanted Lorraine more and more.

She pulled out of me and spun me around and we kissed deeply, her tongue entwining with mine. Softly she said, “How did you like that Ilana? Your first time ever. Your virginity ended by me. You will never be the same, I promise you. You’ll only want me from now on, and I will only want you.”

I had to admit, I only wanted Lorraine.

“So what’s next Ilana,” she said, looking at me expectantly.

Then I had a very, very naughty thought and a big grin erupted across my face making Lorraine very curious. “What is it honey?” she asked.

“My two friends, you know, Harry and Doug, they want to come to your sorority Halloween party, the masquerade, and I was thinking it might be fun to go.”

“And??” Lorraine asked, waiting for me to finish my thoughts.

“Well, suppose I went.” Now I was committed to my devious little plan, driven by my newfound hunger for cock. “But I want to go not as Simon . . .”

She interrupted me like she was able to read my mind. “You want to go as Ilana and you want to seduce your friends and try to get away with fucking them without them finding out it’s really you, right?” She thought it was a great idea and began laughing.

“Yeah, that’s it,” I said, with a conspiratorial tone.

“Oh my, look what my little cum slut here has become! A real seductive trans, cock-taking whore! I love it!”

“Really Lorraine. You wouldn’t mind if I took cock, or gave mine to Harry or Doug?”

“No, not at all honey. But just remember. In the end, you belong to me. And . . . I want you to know that whatever I do, I always belong to you.”

“Of course. You know Lorraine, if you or your friends here want to join in you can. Are all the girls here trans? Shemales?”

“Most of them. We also have Debbie and Cathy who are freshmen. But they’re both lesbians. I’d love to take one of your friends – who’s the tall red head?”

“Oh, that’s Doug. You like him?” I said, just a tad jealous.

“I could try him, but hey, listen to me,” and she grabbed me by the cheeks. “I want you Ilana, and I’m in love with YOU! Remember that.”

I ended up spending the night with Lorraine and we talked about the party, and fucked more. As Simon, I would make up an excuse for not going, but would go dressed up as Ilana, and seduce Harry or Doug, or both. The thoughts filled me with a sense of power, control, and self-acceptance I never felt before.
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THE PARTY WAS JUST FOUR DAYS AWAY. I was in Harry and Doug’s dorm room, and the topic was about the Halloween party, and the guys were excited. Neither of them knew the trans secret of the biker sorority. But soon, they would – in a way.

“So what do you say Simon – you going Saturday night?” Harry, who was lying on his bed, book open on his chest asked me.

“Uh, actually guys I can’t. I have to help my dad – we’re painting our living room this weekend.”

“See Doug, what did I tell you, I knew he’d bug out. Especially now since he’s got that biker girl. You know she’ll be at the party all alone, right? I mean, it’s her sorority after all.”

“No, it’s okay. She understands guys. They’re gonna throw an anniversary mixer in another month anyway.”

“Really? Oh, okay,” Doug said. “So I guess you’re not gonna see Lorraine this weekend and leave her to the mercy of a bunch of horny guys in masks!” They both laughed at my “misfortune.”

“Actually, I’m gonna see her on Sunday. I’m taking her out for dinner.”

“Look at our friend here – the dork who became a legend!” Harry said.

“I guess anything’s possible, right guys?” I said.

So I got myself out of that one. Now the only question was what kind of costume I would go as. Would Lorraine have a dress for me?

The rest of the week was uneventful. I met Lorraine at the food court, and she even took me for another ride back to the same place off the Interstate. Back at her house we talked about what I would wear. She showed me a short, denim skirt, and a cool looking leather biker vest with patches. The wig was the same, and with the heavy mascara and a regular mask I would be perfect.

Now on Saturday, I drove my car back home and said “goodbye” to Harry and Doug. Lorraine met me at my parent’s house; she rode her motorcycle and planned to take me back to campus for the party. My parents met her, but at first were put off by the whole leather-jacketed biker thing. When they saw how easily we got along, their reservations about our relationship quickly cooled down. My mom especially, really liked Lorraine a lot. The only scary part was when we left, and she saw me leave with her on her motorcycle.

While we were still parked in front of my house Lorraine said, “We’re gonna have LOTS of fun tonight Simon! I mean Ilana,” she laughed. “I told some of the girls about our little seduction plan with your two friends. I hope some more guys from your dorm come over.”

“Yeah, from what Harry said, I think the whole corridor will come – that’s at least twelve more.” Lorraine leaned into me and gave me a big kiss, right in front of my house. I saw the curtain in the living room move, and I think my mom was watching.

Lorraine rode faster than she normally did on the Interstate back to campus, and her hair was flying behind her helmet whipping into my face, and I was holding onto her for dear life. Pressing myself against her leather jacket felt good, comforting. Every day my love for her grew deeper and deeper; this beautiful being, who just one month ago was a stranger and an object of my curiosity. I thought about that during the entire thirty minute drive.

We took a back way through campus to the sorority house. I didn’t want any of my friends to see me on Lorraine’s bike. When we arrived about five o’clock we weren’t the only motorcycle disturbing the tranquility of the campus. Four other girls pulled up also.

Two other girls pulled up on their bikes as well; both of them wearing worn leather jackets with the Greek letters Alpha Gamma Tau, stitched into the leather over a picture of an Indian motorcycle.

“Hey Fran, hey Connie! Meet Simon. He’s my date tonight. But he, or rather she, will be known as Ilana.”

“Oh yeah, hey, I really wanted to meet you,” the tall blonde said. “Lorraine is always talking about you. I’m Connie, and this is Fran.”

Fran, a tall brunette, with huge cleavage, put her fingerless, gloved hand out to me. “Nice to meet you girl,” she said. “You got some friends coming tonight we were told.”

“Yeah, two of my friends plus the guys from my dorm – Stewart Hall.”

“Parrrrrty!” Fran said.

“Damn straight girls! I’m gonna get Ilana here ready for tonight,” Lorraine said proudly.

“Okay,” Connie and me are getting the food and beer set up. We got four kegs and more in reserve,” Fran said.

“Nice. Well, see you guys later,” Lorraine said and hurried me upstairs to her room.

Before she started dressing me Lorraine moved into me and threw her arms around my shoulders and gave me a huge, wet, sloppy tongue kiss. I loved it, and my cock was busting through my jeans.

“We’ll go with the outfit I showed you last week, plus I have a leather jacket for you honey.”

Lorraine went to her closet and pulled out an Alpha Gamma Tau leather jacket, just like the other two girls wore. “I want to make sure you fit in. The other girls won’t mind because I think we’ll have you join our sorority.” This was shocking, but great news to me. Finally I felt that I belonged – in a place where I was comfortable in my own skin, and with someone I cared about deeply.

“Go ahead Ilana.”

“I kind of like Harry,” I said sheepishly.

“You mean you like him as Ilana. You feel that you want his cock inside you, and you really have the hots for him. But you’re worried how I’ll take it. Is that it?”

I hesitated, a bit startled by my confession and her response, and said, “That about sums it up. It doesn’t change how I feel about you though. Is that okay?”

“Of course, sweetheart. Listen. I already told you. I don’t ‘own you,’ and I know how you feel about me. I’m pleased to see you exploring your true self.”

“Really? So you don’t mind if I ‘have my way’ with Harry . . . or Doug? Or maybe both?”

“No! of course not honey,” she said as she placed my face between her soft palms and leaned in kissing me again. “Besides, I think my girlfriends and I will be having some fun with your friends too, including the other guys from your dorm.”

I think that what Lorraine was driving at was that I shouldn’t be jealous of her and her sorority sisters having their way with my friends. It made sense to me, and what she was really telling me was that she had my back in becoming my own person. So I would let “her ride me” to my destiny.

Lorraine also dressed me in a leather bustier that had laces up and down the front with a bra that not only pulled my skin in tighter, but had pre-formed cups in it, so I really looked hot. The makeup this time was incredible, with deep blue eyeshadow and deep red lip gloss. She made my thin eyebrows thicker. As far as a mask went, Lorraine suggested a pair of clip on sunglasses to go over my heavy Coke bottled prescription lenses. She lit me a cigarette and I admired myself in the long mirror behind her door, and I wanted to fuck myself! That’s how good I looked.

Now it was time to go downstairs. The DJ was spinning his stuff, the bar was packed, and the girls were mingling with the crowd, male and female. There were couples making out on the couches throughout the big common room – all kinds; some of the sisters together, girls with girls, even gay couples. I spotted Harry and Doug at the bar. Harry looked particularly handsome to me standing at the bar. He was a gym rat, and his bulging biceps and muscled six-pack abs showed through a tight t-shirt and jeans. I was amazed at these feelings. What was it? The makeup and clothes I was wearing? The feelings I had from having Lorraine’s cock inside me? I took Lorraine’s advice: “Don’t analyze, utilize.”

“Well it seems your two friends are having a good time. You want some help? You said you wanted Harry, and I can certainly see why. Want me to take Doug? . . . Oh wait! Connie just went over to Doug, and she’s making her moves; I can tell. Why don’t you go over to Harry? I know you can pull this off Ilana. Your feminine voice is really good, and I know you can pull this off honey. You ready?”

“What will you do?” I asked Lorraine.

She laughed. “Me? Don’t worry about me. If anything happens you can use my room. Here’s my key honey,” she said, and reached into the pocket of her leather jacket and handed it to me. I was very nervous, and I asked Lorraine for a cigarette. She took out one for herself too and lit them both up at the same time. She handed mine to me and I took a deep drag; a French inhale, and walked over to the bar next to Harry, who was nursing a beer as Connie was busy lassoing Doug.

Everyone was wearing costumes, except some of the girls, including Lorraine. Doug was dressed like LOKI, in a homemade, but passable costume, and Harry was dressed like THOR, which really turned me on. Harry had money, and his costume was authentic. He probably bought it on AMAZON.

I stood next to Harry and Cindy, the bartender, winked at me and handed me a frosted mug of the tap beer.

“Hey,” I said over the music in my best feminine voice, my flip sunglasses down over a spare pair of glasses with a different frame. “So how does the ‘god of Thunder’ like the party?”

Harry turned to me and laughed, his eyes checking me out from top to bottom. “They don’t have parties like this on Asgard, I can say that with certainty,” he said laughing.

“You’re the expert, I guess,” I said. “So where do you live?” I asked.

“I’m in Stewart, and this guy next to me is my roommate Doug.”

“What’s your name? I’m Ilana.”

“Harry. Pleased to meet you,” and he stuck out his hand and I shook it.

“You wanna dance?” I asked.

“Sure,” he said, his smile lighting up the room. I was so fucking hard, but I just went with the flow and my “bussy” began to tingle. He took me by the hand sending electric shocks through my body, and led me to the middle of the room where a dance floor was set up. It was crowded and we began moving to the music. I took control of the situation, and I placed my arms around Harry’s shoulders pulling him close to me, and pressing my front into him. I smiled when I felt the bulge in his pants.

The music was fast paced techno music, but we kept it slow. Harry was taller than me by about a half a head, and I looked up at him and kissed him on the lips. He pressed hard into my lips, and I worked my tongue into his mouth, wrapping it around his. I didn’t want to come off and kept going.

I couldn’t help what came next; my hand reached down to his crotch and rubbed his hard-on. He straightened at the touch and moaned through our kiss.

He came off and breathlessly asked me, “Is there anywhere we can go. You fucking turn me on girl!”

“Yeah, we can go up to my friend’s room.”

“You don’t live in the house?”

“No, not yet. I’m a new pledge.”

“Oh, okay. Lead the way.”

I took Harry’s hand, and I passed Lorraine who gave me a thumb’s up sign and smiled at me; proud of her new creation. We went up the stairs and I noticed Doug and Connie going at it on the couch. I wondered if Doug would be exposed to a transgender cock tonight, and if so, would he tell Harry, and vice versa. The thought amused me as we made our way up the stairs.

❤️❤️❤️


Seven

_______________

“Well, this is it,” I said, making a sweeping gesture around the room where I had come to know the  “real me.”

“Your friend lives nicely. Better than the dorm, I can tell you that.”

“Yes, I know. I can’t wait to move in here next year,” I said, and my eyes brightened. I moved close to Harry and ran my hands up and down his muscled t-shirt, and one hand moved to his zipper and pulled it down, and began stroking his cock. He moaned with delight.

I took my hands off him and sat him on the side of Lorraine’s bed. The sheets were already turned down. “Come on sweetie,” I said. Lift those beautiful buns off the bed.” Harry did as I asked, and I pulled his jeans down to his shoes and pulled them off, tossing them on the floor. Next, I removed his boxers, smiling wickedly at him.

I lit a cigarette and asked him, “I hope you like smoky blow jobs. It’s how I do my best work.”

“Oh wow! Yeah sure, that’s a big thing of mine.” I thought of that and smiled. Well, what do you know. A kindred spirit. I would just have to see.

I got on the carpet in front of Harry and lifted his cock, which was just as beefy as the rest of his muscles and l lifted it up with my fingerless gloved hand. I rubbed the soft underside of his cock with my fleshy fingertips, causing him to moan further.

Now I moved in for the kill. I pressed my lips up against his cock, still holding onto it and I placed the whole head between my tightly sealed lips, and used my wet tongue like a paintbrush moving around and around it. I was really into it, having gotten used to it from Lorraine, and my own cock was bursting.

Now I took all of him inside of my mouth, licking and sucking, bobbing my head back and forth. Harry’s elbows were on the bed, and he was leaning back with his head raised up, in total bliss.

“Oh my God Ilana, you’re beautiful,” he said.

I tasted pre cum and it was delicious – sweet and salty. A beautiful nectar. I was a real smoky cock whore, and I took breaks to drag on my cigarette and blow smoke all over it. It really turned him on. Now I went faster and faster and his moans became growls of pure lust. He placed a hand on top of my thick, silky black hair.

Then he lost it – He let out a loud “Ahhhhh,” and shot at least three loads of warm, creamy cum into my mouth. I swallowed as much as I could, and I couldn’t help it but some of it ran down the sides of my mouth onto my cheeks. I kept bobbing my head, licking him clean. Then I came off Harry and pulled his head in close to mine and kissed him, giving him a good taste of himself. He took to it like a fish out of water leading me to think he’d done this before.

We stayed locked, and his tongue desperately scoured my mouth for every drop he could get. Then we broke off and I said, “Now it’s my turn to get off honey.”

“Wow, I hope I can. I just know you can. You wanna FUCK ME HARD???”

“Fuck yeah!” he said. The boy was still hard, bless his heart. I stood up and took off my denim miniskirt and revealed my emerald green G-String panties beneath it. The strap settled between my butt cheeks and felt really nice.

So I hopped on the bed and stuck my ass in the air. Fortunately, I had a cock ring that Lorraine had given me. I handed it to Harry. “I want you to fuck me in my tight little asshole, and this will keep you nice and hard, just slip it over your cock.”

Harry looked at it, and placed it on him. He shook his head.

“You are fucking wild; you know that Ilana!?”

“Yes, I am. You have NO IDEA Harry.” I spread my butt cheeks apart and I said, “Harry, move the strap to the side honey.”

He moved closer to me on his knees and did so. I handed him a tube of lube from my black leather hand bag. “Rub into me good, and move your finger around inside me.”

I felt the cool, wet lube go up and down my taint, and Harry did a wonderful job. For sure, this wouldn’t be our last time. “How’s that feel babe?” he asked.

“Oooh, just wonderful Harry.”

Harry positioned himself behind me and spread my butt cheeks apart and put the tip of his cock against me. I didn’t wait for him to start to thrust, and I went back on him, getting him inside me. “Ahhhh, oh my God, Ilana, you feel so good. This ‘back-door’ pussy shit is better than anything I’ve ever had!”

“Good, just remember that” I said, grinning. My devious mind was going in all sort of wicked directions.

He went deep inside me, and I moaned. I was totally broken in by Lorraine and I felt like a total slut. Harry went faster and faster, my “bussy” gripping his cock nice and tight. He was totally taken with me, and didn’t suspect a thing, and I had no intention of ruining his fantasy of “Ilana.”

He was grunting as I met his thrusts by moving my hips with him. Then I felt that same “sissygasm” roaring up inside of me and I screamed out, “Ohhh FUCK, Harry,” don’t stop,” as I came all inside my pouch.

Just then he came too, and I felt the wet warmth of my friend’s cum fill me up completely. The “Mighty Thor” and his hammer were going to work. He let out a long moan.

“Fuck me, that’s so good Ilana,” he cried out.

“Yeah, keep going,” I said.

I kept thrusting back on his cock, and his cum was dribbling down the inside of my butt cheeks. Our “play” was unstoppable, and Harry kept pounding away. He had super powers. Maybe he was THOR!? Soon he let out another long moan, and I could feel a new sensation of wet warmth enter me. I too reached a climax, but I had no cum left inside to flow out.

He slowed down and soon he lied his head on my lower back as he withdrew from me, his hands grabbing me around my chest. We stayed like that a while, both breathing heavily.

“You’re incredible Ilana, I have to see you again.”

“Of course Harry, but we’re not finished yet.”

“What do you mean?”

I got off the bed and lit a cigarette, standing in front of him, smoking seductively and looking at him. I hooked my thumb underneath the pouch of my emerald green thong, and gradually pulled it down. He was watching me intently, wondering what I was doing. It soon became apparent.

Harry’s eyes bulged as my hard cock popped out. “WHAT . . . THE FUCK!? Ilana? Is this a joke? What the . . . FUCK?????” He was staring; his eyes glued to my cock.

I laughed and looked at Harry, enjoying his shock. “Haven’t you ever seen a shemale before Harry?”

“No, I mean, yeah, I’ve heard of them, and you . . . you are a shemale? A TRANSGENDER WOMAN??”

“Well yes, but I prefer the word ‘shemale,’ you know, just like they have in Thailand.”

“Now I’d like you to please me!” I said, hopefully.

“Please you? I thought I just did?” His eyes were wide open now, and I suppose I felt a bit of pity for Harry, but lust as well. I wasn’t quite satisfied yet.

I moved closer to Harry and placed the tip of my cock against his lips. He pulled away and looked at me with puppy dog eyes.

“Come on Harry, what’s wrong? Don’t you want to see more of me?”

“Yes but . . . I’m not gay?”

“No you’re not. Why can’t you just think of this as my little clitty? You’ve gone down on girls before, haven’t you?” I knew for a fact that he had.

“Yes I have, but . . .”

“But what? Come on honey, I know you want me,” and running my hands along his chest and his strong biceps I knew I wanted him. “And I definitely want you. Listen, if you’re worried about it, I don’t kiss and tell.”

Then I placed my cock against his lips again. Something must have changed in his outlook because his lips parted slightly and my “she cock” entered Harry’s mouth. “That’s a good boy,” I said, as I placed my hands lightly on Harry’s head.

Now he took my whole cock in his mouth and sucked and wrapped his tongue around my shaft causing me to moan. “You’re doing so good Harry,” I said with encouragement.

Now I moved my hips back and forth in rhythm with his bobbing motion. He was really good for a first timer. I took a deep drag of my cigarette and blew smoke down at my cock, which made Harry suck me faster and faster.

After a few minutes of this incredible treatment I could hold back no longer, and I shot a huge wad of my cum into Harry’s mouth. “Ooooh, that’s it Harry, you’re fa . . . fabulous,” I said softly. He took it all in, without missing a drop. I seriously wondered if this was the first time he had done this. His eagerness after his initial reluctance seemed a little odd to me. I thought he would put up much more resistance. But I didn’t analyze – I utilized.

As soon as he came off me, I pulled him off the bed and kissed him hard on the mouth, getting a good taste of my own cum; my hands running through his long, curly red hair. I came off his lips and kissed him all over his face tenderly. Then I whispered in his ear: “You loved this, didn’t you honey?”

“Yes, I did Ilana. You’re amazing.” When we got downstairs I looked across the dance floor and Lorraine was dancing with Doug. She saw me out of the corner of her eye and both she and Doug walked over to Harry and me.

“Hi guys! We thought you left the party early. You having a good time?” Lorraine asked, but she knew the answer.

“Oh we certainly did,” I answered, looking over at Harry. Harry was smiling shyly looking at Doug. It was like they were exchanging subliminal messages.

“What happened to Connie?” I asked.

“Oh Connie found some other guy, and I was really happy to find Doug here ‘single’ again.”

“Yeah, Lorraine is something else,” Doug said. Lorraine winked at me. I knew then exactly what happened between those two – but the question was where it happened. No matter. Now I knew that Doug and Harry both had little secrets. But I knew those guys, and while they probably wouldn’t share it with me as Simon, they would most definitely talk about it amongst themselves.

“Guys, can I borrow Ilana for a second?” Loraine said.

“Sure, just don’t take her too long!” Harry said, grinning at me.

Lorraine put her arm around my shoulder, and we walked close to the bar where Cindy was ready with beers for the both of us.

“So how did it go you little cum-slut?” Lorraine asked me.

“It was great. I fooled him completely, and he took my ‘she cock’ right away. It makes me think that maybe he’s done this before.”

“Interesting,” Lorraine said. She smiled at me, her eyes twinkling with excitement. "You know, I've been thinking about our future," she said, her voice filled with determination. "I want us to explore the world together, to experience everything life has to offer." She thought a bit more and said, “Maybe we can go on a double date. But first, I have to teach you to ride a bike and get you into this sorority. I think the girls will take you.”

I was totally thrilled. For the first time in my life I was really comfortable in my own skin, and I felt as if I finally belonged. I was also toying with the thought of whether or not or when I should reveal myself to Harry or not. Regardless, Lorraine would still be my first and my true love. I had no doubts because she spun me around as I was thinking those thoughts and kissed me deeply. “Since you’re home for the weekend as Simon, you’re staying with me tonight here – Ilana.”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Over on the other side of the room Doug said to Harry, “So tell me Harry, and I want you to answer me truthfully. Did Ilana have a cock?”

Harry said, “Yeah, she did, and the only reason I’m telling you is because I bet Lorraine did too.”

Doug shook his head in the affirmative and Harry held up his hand. “Okay Doug, say no more for now. This stays between us, okay. But there is something else.”

“And what’s that?” Doug asked.

“There is something very familiar about Ilana.”

“Familiar?” Doug asked. “And what does that mean?”

“Well, it’s going to sound very crazy, but I have this theory – but it must remain between us, okay?”
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